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CHAPTER  I. 

Carlo  Zeno,  gentleman  of  Venice,  ex-clerk,  ex- 
gambler,  ex-soldier  of  fortune,  ex-lay  prebendary 
of  Patras,  ex-duellist,  and  ex-Greek  general,  being 
about  twenty-nine  years  of  age,  and  having  in  his 
tough  body  the  scars  of  half-a-dozen  wounds  that 
would  have  killed  an  ordinary  man,  had  resolved  to 
turn  over  a  new  leaf,  had  become  a  merchant,  and 
was  established  in  Constantinople  in  the  year  1376. 

He  had  bought  a  house  in  the  city  itself  because 
the  merchants  of  Genoa  all  dwelt  in  the  town  of 
Pera,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Golden  Horn.  A 
Venetian  could  not  have  lived  in  the  same  place 
with  Genoese,  for  the  air  would  have  poisoned  him, 
to  a  certainty;  and  besides,  the  sight  of  a  Genoese 
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face,  the  sound  of  the  Genoese  dialect,  the  smell  of 
Genoese  cookery,  were  all  equally  sickening  to  any- 
one brought  up  in  the  Lagoons.  Genoa  was  not  fit 
to  be  mentioned  within  hearing  of  polite  Venetian 
ears,  its  very  name  was  unspeakable  by  decent 
Venetian  lips;  and  even  to  pronounce  the  syllables 
for  purposes  of  business  was  horribly  unlucky. 

Therefore  Carlo  Zeno  and  his  friends  had  taken 
up  their  abode  in  the  old  dty,  amongst  the  Greeks 
and  the  Bokharians,  the  Jews  and  the  Circassians, 
and  they  left  the  Genoese  to  themselves  in  Pera, 
pretending  that  they  did  not  even  exist  It  was  not 
always  easy  to  keep  up  the  pretence,  it  is  true,  for 
Zeno  had  extremely  good  eyes  and  could  not  help 
seeing  those  abominations  of  mankind  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Golden  Horn  when  he  sat  in  his  balcony 
on  spring  evenings;  and  his  only  consolation  was  to 
dream  of  destroying  them  wholesale,  of  hewing  them 
in  pieces  by  the  hundred  and  the  thousand,  and  of 
piling  up  pyramids  of  their  ugly  grinning  heads. 
Why  were  they  Genoese?  Carlo  Zeno  would  rather 
have  taken  a  box  on  the  ear  from  Sultan  Amurad, 
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the  Turk,  over  there  in  Asia  Minor,  than  a  civil 
word  from  the  least  objectionable  of  those  utterly 
unspeakable  monsters  of  Genoese.  "Behold,"  said 
TertuUian  one  day  in  scorn,  "how  these  Christians 
love  one  another."  Matters  had  not  improved  in 
eleven  hundred  years,  since  that  learned  Doctor  of 
the  Church  had  departed  this  life,  presumably  for  a 
more  charitable  world;  but  Carlo  Zeno  would  have 
answered  that  the  Genoese  were  no  more  Christians 
than  mules,  and  much  less  so  than  the  pigs,  which 
are  all  under  the  special  protection  of  the  blessed 
Saint  Anthony. 

At  the  very  time,  too,  when  my  story  begins, 
those  obnoxious  villains  of  Genoa  were  on  the  suc- 
cessful side  of  a  revolution;  for  they  had  helped 
Emperor  Andronicus  to  imprison  his  father.  Emperor 
John,  in  the  tall  Amena  tower  on  the  north  side  of 
the  city,  by  the  Golden  Horn,  and  to  lock  up  his 
two  younger  brothers  in  a  separate  dungeon.  It  was 
tnie  that  Emperor  John  had  ordered  Andronicus 
and  his  little  son  of  five  to  be  blinded  with  boiling 
vinegar,  but  Genoese  money  had  miraculously  con- 


1 2  AIODIHUSA. 

verted  the  vinegar  into  bland  white  wine,  and  had 
reduced  the  temperature  from  the  boiling  point  to 
that  of  a  healthful  lotion,  so  that  neither  the  boy  nor 
the  man  were  any  the  worse  after  the  application 
than  before;  but  Andronicus  had  resented  the  mere 
intention  on  the  part  of  his  father,  and  had  avenged 
himself  by  taking  the  empire,  such  as  it  was,  for  the 
present,  while  reserving  the  delight  of  murdering  his 
parent  and  his  brothers  at  a  convenient  season  in 
the  future. 

All  this  was  very  well,  no  doubt,  and  Andronicus 
was  undisputed  Emperor  for  the  time  being,  because 
the  Genoese  and  Sultan  Amurad  were  willing  that 
he  should  be;  but  Amurad  had  not  always  been  his 
friend,  and  the  Genoese  had  not  always  had  the 
upper  hand  of  the  Venetians;  the  wind  might  change 
in  a  moment  and  a  tempest  might  whirl  him  away 
from  the  throne  even  more  quickly  than  the  fair 
breeze  had  wafted  him  towards  it 

Zeno  thought  so  too,  and  wondered  whether  it 
would  please  fate  to  make  him  the  spirit  of  the  storm. 
He  cared  very  little  about  Handsome  John,  as  Paleo- 
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logus  was  nicknamed,  but  he  cared  a  great  deal  for 
a  possible  chance  of  driving  the  Genoese  out  of  Pera 
and  of  getting  the  island  of  Tenedos  for  the  Venetian 
Republic. 

And  now  he  had  transacted  the  business  of  the 
day,  and  had  dined  on  a  roasted  palamit,  for  it  was 
a  Friday  and  the  palamit  is  the  best  fish  that  swims, 
from  the  Dardanelles  to  the  Black  Sea;  and  Zeno 
would  no  more  have  eaten  meat  on  a  day  of  ab- 
stinence than  he  would  have  sat  down  to  table  with 
a  Genoese.  He  had  been  brought  up  to  be  a  church- 
man, and  though  the  attempt  to  make  a  priest  of 
him  had  failed  for  obvious  reasons,  he  was  constant 
in  observing  those  little  rules  and  regulations  which 
he  had  been  taught  to  believe  conducive  to  salvation, 
seeing  that  he  was  of  a  rash  temper,  prone  to  seek 
danger,  and  never  sure  of  coming  home  alive  when 
it  pleased  him  to  walk  abroad.  He  was  not  a 
quarrelsome  man  on  his  own  account,  but  he  had  a 
most  wonderful  facility  for  taking  up  the  quarrels  of 
other  people  who  seemed  to  be  in  the  right.  The 
more  hopeless  the  just  case,  or  cause,  the  more  cer- 
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tain  it  was  that  Carlo  Zeno  would  take  it  up  and 
fight  for  it  as  if  it  were  his  own. 

But  now,  if  ever,  he  was  peacefully  inclined;  for 
the  palamit  had  been  done  to  a  turn  by  the  Dal- 
matian cook;  the  salad  which  had  followed  it  had 
been  composed  to  his  liking,  with  shredded  red  pep- 
pers, pickled  olives,  anchovies,  and  cardamom  seeds, 
all  mixed  among  the  crisp  lettuce;  and  the  draught 
of  wine  that  had  finished  the  meal  had  gleamed  in 
the  Murano  glass  like  spirit  of  gold,  and  the  flavour 
of  it,  as  he  had  thoughtfully  sipped  it,  had  made  him 
think  of  the  scent  that  still  sunshine  draws  from  fruit 
hanging  on  vine  and  tree.  He  sat  in  a  deep  chair 
on  his  covered  balcony,  and  was  conscious  that  for 
the  moment  peace  and  privacy  were  almost  as  de- 
lightful as  the  best  fight  in  the  world.  It  would  have 
been  impossible  to  say  more  than  that 

The  sun  was  low,  for  the  spring  days  were  not 
yet  long,  and  the  shadow  of  the  city  already  fell 
across  the  deep  blue  water  of  the  Golden  Horn. 
Zeno  gazed  down  at  the  moving  scene;  his  keen 
brown  eyes  watched  the  boats  gliding  by  and  soft- 
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ened,  for  what  he  saw  made  him  think  of  Venice, 
the  lagoons,  and  his  home.  Of  all  people,  the  most 
incorrigible  wanderer  is  generally  the  most  hopelessly 
sentimental  about  his  native  place. 

Zeno  had  brown  eyes  that  could  soften  like  a 
woman's,  but  they  were  much  more  often  keen  and 
quick,  turning  suddenly  to  take  in  at  a  glance  all 
that  could  be  seen  at  all,  until  they  fixed  themselves 
with  a  piercing  gaze  on  whatever  interested  their 
owner  most  for  the  time  being, — his  friend,  or  his 
adversary,  his  quarry  if  he  were  hunting  a  woman's 
face  or  figure.  He  was  not  a  big  man,  but  he  was 
thoroughly  well  made  and  well  put  together,  elastic, 
tough,  and  active.  His  small  brown  hands,  compact 
and  firm,  seemed  ready  to  seize  or  strike  at  instant 
notice — the  ideal  hands  of  a  fighting  man.  There 
was  the  same  ready  and  fearless  look  in  his  clean- 
shaven face  and  small,  energetic  head,  and  when  he 
moved  his  least  motion  betrayed  the  same  gifts. 
Women  did  not  think  him  handsome  in  those  days, 
when  the  idea  of  beauty  in  man  or  woman  alike  was 
associated  with  fair  or  auburn  hair  and  milk-white 
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skin  and  cherry  lips.  In  fact,  Carlo  Zeno  hardly 
showed  his  lips  at  all,  his  thick  hair  was  almost 
black,  and  his  complexion  was  already  as  tanned 
and  weather-stained  as  an  old  sailor's.  But  like 
many  men  of  action  he  was  careful  of  his  dress,  and 
extremely  fastidious  in  his  ways.  In  the  ranks,  the 
greatest  dandies  are  often  the  best  soldiers,  explain 
the  fact  as  you  will.  Some  officers  say  that  such 
men  are  far  too  vain  to  run  away.  Many  a  French 
noble  who  perished  on  the  scaffold  in  the  revolution 
bestowed  more  of  his  last  moments  on  his  toilet  than 
he  devoted  to  his  prayers,  and  died  like  a  hero  and 
a  gentleman.  There  are  defects,  like  vanity,  which 
may  sometimes  pass  for  virtues.  Carlo  Zeno  was 
one  of  those  men  whose  outward  appearance  is  little 
affected  by  what  they  do,  on  whom  the  dust  and 
heat  of  travel  seem  to  leave  no  trace;  who  are  in- 
variably clean,  neat,  and  fresh,  the  envy  and  despair 
of  ordinary  people.  His  dark-red  velvet  cap  was 
always  set  on  his  thick  hair  at  the  same  angle,  and 
its  sheen  was  as  speckless  as  if  dust  did  not  exist 
The  narrow  miniver  border  of  his  wine-coloured  cloth 
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coat  was  never  ragged  or  worn  at  the  edges;  the  fine 
linen,  gathered  at  his  throat  and  wrists,  never  be- 
trayed the  least  suspicion  of  dinginess;  the  mud  of 
Constantinople  never  clung  to  the  soft  Bulgarian 
leather  of  his  well-made  shoes. 

Just  now,  the  latter  were  stuck  out  in  front  of 
him  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  deep  chair  and 
stretched  his  legs,  asking  himself  vaguely  whether 
he  could  be  contented  for  any  long  time  with  the 
quiet  hfe  he  was  leading. 

As  if  in  answer  to  the  question,  his  clerk  and 
secretary,  an  important  little  grey-bearded  personage, 
appeared  on  the  balcony  at  that  very  moment  with 
a  letter  in  his  hand. 

"From  Venice,  sir,"  said  Omobono — that  was  his 
name — "and  by  the  handwriting  and  the  seal  I  judge 
it  is  written  by  Messer  Marco  Pesaro." 

Zeno  frowned  and  then  smiled,  as  he  generally 
did  at  the  manifestations  of  Omobono's  incorrigible 
curiosity.  It  was  the  only  defect  of  a  most  excellent 
person  who  was  indispensable  to  Zeno*s  daily  life, 
and  invaluable  in  his  business.     Omobono  had  the 
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sad  and  gentle  face  of  an  honest  man  who  has 
failed  on  his  own  account,  but  whose  excellent 
qualities  are  immensely  serviceable  to  stronger  men. 

Zeno  took  the  letter  and  glanced  towards  the 
harbour,  far  to  the  right  of  his  house.  Omobono 
made  a  short  step  backwards,  but  kept  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  paper. 

"No  foreign  vessel  has  anchored  to-day,"  said  the 
merchant;  "who  brought  this?" 

"The  captain  of  a  Venetian  ship,  sir,  which  is 
anchored  outside,  before  the  Port  of  Theodosius." 

Zeno  nodded  carelessly  as  he  cut  the  string. 
The  letter  was  written  on  strong  cotton  paper  from 
Padua,  folded  six  times  and  secured  by  twisted 
hemp  threads,  of  which  the  final  knot  had  been 
squeezed  into  red  wax  and  flattened  under  a  heavy 
seal.  Omobono  watched  his  employer  quietly,  hoping 
to  learn  that  he  had  rightly  guessed  the  correspon- 
dent's name.  Zeno,  intent  on  reading,  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  the  secretary,  who  gradually  edged  nearer 
until  he  could  almost  make  out  the  words. 
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This  was  what  Zeno  read,  in  very  long  sentences 
and  in  the  Venetian  dialect; — 

Most  Beloved  and  Honoured  Friend — I  despatch  this 
writmg  hy  the  opportunity  of  Sebastian  Comer's  good  ship, 
sailing  to-morrow,  with  the  help  of  God,  for  Constantinople 
with  a  cargo  of  Florence  cloth,  Dalmatian  linen,  crossbows, 
Venetian  lace,  straw  hats,  and  bUnd  nightingales.  May  the 
Lord  preserve  the  vessel,  the  crew,  and  the  cargo  from  those 
unmentionable  dogs  of  Grenoese,  and  bring  all  safely  to  the  end 
of  the  voyage  within  two  months.  The  cloth,  lace,  and  straw 
hats  are  mine,  the  rest  of  the  cargo  belongs  to  Sebastian 
Comer,  except  the  nightingales,  which  are  a  gift  from  the 
Most  Serene  Republic  to  his  majesty  the  Emperor,  together 
with  the  man  who  takes  care  oi  the  birds.  What  I  say  of  my 
share  in  the  cargo,  most  noble  friend,  is  not  as  in  the  way  of 
boasting  myself  a  wealthy  merchant,  for  indeed  I  am  by  no 
means  rich,  though  by  my  constant  industry,  my  sleepless 
watchfulness,  and  my  honest  dealing  I  have  saved  a  crust  of 
bread.  Nay,  I  say  it  rather  because  I  come  with  a  request  to 
you,  and  in  order  that  you  may  know  that  there  will  be  money 
due  to  me  in  Constantinople  for  the  sale  of  this  cargo,  through 
the  house  of  Marin  Corner,  the  brother  of  Sebastian,  who  will 
pay  you  on  your  demand,  most  beloved  and  honoured  friend, 
the  sum  of  three  hundred  gold  ducats.  For  I  feel  sure  that 
you  will  undertake  the  business  I  ask,  for  love  of  me  and  a 
commission  of  a  lira  of  piccoli  for  each  ducat.  I  desire,  in 
fact,  that  you  will  buy  for  me  the  most  handsome  slave  that 
can  be  had  for  the  money  I  offer,  or  even,  if  the  girl  were  sur- 
passingly beautiful,  for  three  hundred  and  fifty  ducats.     The 
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truth  is,  most  noble  friend,  that  my  wife,  who  is,  as  you  know, 
ten  years  older  than  I,  and  impeded  by  rheumatisms,  is  in 
need  of  a  youthful  and  accomplished  companion  to  help  her  to 
pass  the  time,  and  as  I  have  always  made  it  my  duty  and  my 
business  to  fulfil  and  even,  as  in  the  present  case,  to  antidpate 
her  wishes,  I  am  willing  to  spend  this  large  sum  of  money  for 
the  sole  purpose  of  pleasing  her.  Moreover  I  turn  to  you, 
most  dear  sir  and  friend,  well  knowing  that  your  kindness  is 
only  matched  by  your  fine  taste.  My  wife  would,  I  am  sure, 
prefer  as  a  companion  a  girl  with  fine  natural  hair,  either  quite 
black  or  very  fair,  the  red  auburn  colour  being  so  common  here 
as  to  make  one  almost  wish  that  women  would  not  dye  their 
hair  at  all.  My  dear  and  honoured  friend,  the  teeth  are  a  very 
important  matter;  pray  give  your  most  particular  attention  to 
their  whiteness  and  regularity,  for  my  wife  is  very  fastidious. 
And  also,  I  entreat  you,  choose  a  slave  with  small  ankles,  not 
larger  than  you  can  span  with  your  thumb  and  middle  finger.  My 
wife  will  care  less  about  a  very  small  waist,  thoi^h  if  it  be 
naturally  slender  it  is  certainly  a  point  of  beauty.  In  all  this, 
dearest  sir,  employ  for  love  of  me  those  gifts  of  discernment 
with  which  heaven  has  so  richly  endowed  you,  and  I  trust  you 
will  consider  the  commission  a  fair  one.  Sebastian  Corner, 
who  is  an  old  man,  will  take  charge  of  the  slave  and  bring  her 
to  Venice,  if  you  will  only  see  that  she  is  properly  protected 
and  fed  until  he  is  ready  to  sail,  and  this  at  the  usual  rate.  I 
have  also  agreed  with  him  that  she  is  not  to  be  lodged  in  the 
common  cabin  with  the  other  female  slaves  whom  he  will  bring 
from  the  Black  Sea  on  his  own  account,  but  separately  and 
with  better  food,  lest  she  should  grow  unpleasingly  thin.  Yet 
it  is  understood  that  his  regular  slave-master  is  to  be  re- 
sponsible for  her  protection,  and  will  watch  over  her  behaviour 
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during  the  voyage.  This,  my  most  worthy,  dear  and  honour- 
able sir  and  friend,  is  the  commission  which  I  beg  you  to 
undertake;  and  in  this  and  all  your  other  affairs  I  pray  that  the 
hand  of  providence,  the  intercession  of  the  saints,  and  the 
wisdom  of  the  one  hundred  and  eighteen  Nicene  fathers  may 
be  always  with  you.  From  Venice.  Marco  Pesaro  to  the  most 
noble  patrician,  Carlo  Zeno,  his  friend.  The  fourteenth  day  of 
March  in  the  year  1376. 

Zeno  smiled  repeatedly  as  he  read  the  letter,  but 
he  did  not  look  up  till  he  had  finished  it  His  eyes 
met  those  of  his  secretary,  who  was  now  much 
nearer  than  before. 

"Omobono,"  said  Zeno  gravely,  "curiosity  is  un- 
becoming in  a  man  of  your  years.  With  your  grey 
beard  and  solemn  air  you  are  as  prying  and  curious 
as  a  girl." 

Omobono  looked  contritely  at  his  folded  hands 
and  moved  the  left  one  slowly  within  the  right. 

"Alas,  sir,"  he  answered,  "I  know  it  I  would 
that  these  hands  held  but  a  thousandth  part  of  what 
my  eyes  have  seen." 

"They  would  be  rich  if  they  did,"  observed  Zeno 
bluntly.  "It  is  fortunate  that  with  your  uncommon 
taste  for  other  men's  affairs  you  can  at  least  keep 
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something  to  yourself.      Since  you  have  no  doubt 
mastered  the  contents  of  this  letter  as  well  as  I " 

The  good  man  protested. 

"Indeed,  sir,  how  could  I  have  read  a  single 
word  at  this  distance?  Try  for  yourself,  sir,  for  your 
eyes  are  far  younger  and  better  than  mine." 

"Younger,"  answered  Zeno,  "but  hardly  better. 
And  now  send  for  Barlaam,  the  Syrian  merchant, 
and  bid  him  come  quickly,  for  he  may  do  business 
with  me  before  the  sun  sets." 

"He  will  not  do  business  to-day,"  answered  Omo- 
bono.  "This  is  Friday,  which  the  Muslemin  keep 
holy." 

"So  much  the  worse  for  Barlaam.  He  will  miss 
a  good  bargain.  Send  for  Abraham  of  Sm)Tiia,  the 
Jewish  caravan-broker." 

"He  will  not  do  business  either,"  said  Omobono, 
"for  to-morrow  is  Sabbath,  and  Shabbes  begins  on 
Friday  evening." 

"In  the  name  of  the  blessed  Mark,  our  Evangelist, 
then  send  me  some  Christian,  for  Sunday  cannot 
begin  on  Friday,  even  in  Constantinople." 
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"There  is  Rustan  Karaboghazji,  the  Bokharian," 
suggested  Omobono. 

Zeno  looked  sharply  at  the  secretary. 

"The  slave-dealer?"  he  enquired. 

Omobono  nodded,  but  he  reddened  a  little,  poor 
man,  and  looked  down  at  his  hands  again,  for  he 
had  betrayed  himself,  after  protesting  that  he  knew 
nothing  of  the  contents  of  the  letter.  Zeno  laughed 
gaUy. 

"You  are  a  good  man,  Omobono,"  he  said.  "You 
could  not  deceive  a  child.  Do  you  happen  to  have 
heard  that  Rustan  has  what  Messer  Marco  wants?" 

But  Omobono  shook  his  head  and  grew  still  redder. 

"Indeed,  sir, — I — I  do  not  know  what  your  friend 
wants — I  only  guessed " 

"A  very  good  guess,  Omobono.  If  I  could  guess 
the  future  as  you  can  the  present,  I  should  be  a  rich 
man.  Yes,  send  for  Rustan.  I  believe  he  will  do 
better  for  me  than  the  Jew  or  the  Mohammedan." 

"They  say  here  that  it  takes  ten  Jews  to  cheat 
a  Greek,  and  ten  Greeks  to  cheat  a  Bokharian,  sir," 
said  Omobono. 
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"To  say  nothing  of  those  Genoese  swine  who 
cheat  the  whole  Eastern  Empire!  What  chance  have 
we  poor  Venetians  in  such  a  place?" 

"May  heaven  send  the  Genoese  the  fate  of  Sodom 
and  Gomorrah,  and  the  halter  of  Judas  Iscariot!" 
prayed  Omobono  very  devoutly. 

"By  all  means,"  returned  Zeno,  "I  hope  so.  Now 
send  for  the  Bokharian." 

Omobono  bowed  and  left  the  balcony,  and  his 
employer  leaned  back  in  his  chair  again,  still  hold- 
ing the  folded  paper  in  his  hand.  His  expressive 
face  wore  a  look  of  amusement  for  awhile,  but 
presently  it  turned  into  something  more  like  good- 
natured  contempt,  as  his  thoughts  went  back  from 
his  secretary's  last  speech,  to  Marco  Pesaro  and  his 
letter. 

This  Pesaro  was  a  fat  little  man  of  forty,  who 
had  married  a  rich  widow  ten  years  older  than  him- 
self. Carlo  Zeno  had  known  him  well  before  he  had 
been  married,  a  boon  companion,  a  jolly  good-for- 
nothing  who  loved  the  society  of  younger  men,  and 
did   them  no  good  by  example   or   precept      His 


AREIUUSA.  25 

father  and  mother  had  both  perished  in  the  great 
plague  that  raged  in  the  year  when  Zeno  was  born, 
and  Marco  had  been  brought  up  by  two  old  aunts 
who  doted  on  him.  The  result  usual  in  such  cases 
had  followed  in  due  time;  he  had  spent  his  own 
fortune  and  what  he  inherited  from  his  aunts,  who 
died  conveniently,  and  when  near  forty  he  had  found 
himself  penniless,  a  poor  relation  of  a  great  family, 
none  the  worse  in  health  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a 
century  of  gaiety  and  feasting,  and  in  temper  much 
inclined  to  lead  the  same  life  for  at  least  another 
twenty  years.  The  heart  was  young  yet,  the  round, 
pink  face  was  absurdly  youthful  still,  but  the  purse 
was  in  a  state  of  permanent  collapse,  without  any 
prospect  of  recovery.  Then  Marco  sold  everything 
he  had,  down  to  the  sword  which  he  had  never 
drawn,  and  the  jewelled  dagger  which  had  never 
done  any  worse  damage  than  to  cut  the  string  of  a 
love-letter;  he  sold  his  last  silver  spoons,  his  silver 
drinking-cup  and  the  gold  chain  and  ball  from  his 
cloak,  and  with  the  proceeds  he  gave  a  dozen  of  his 
friends  one  last  farewell  feast.     Then,  on  the  follow- 
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ing  day,  his  spirit  broken  and  resigned  to  his  fate, 
he  offered  himself  to  the  very  rich,  elderly,  and 
devout  widow  who  had  been  making  eyes  at  him  for 
six  months,  and  he  was  promptly  accepted.  With 
some  of  her  money  he  engaged  in  the  Eastern  trade, 
renounced  the  follies  of  his  youth,  and  became  a 
respectable  merchant 

It  was  affluence,  it  was  luxury,  but  it  was  slavery 
and  he  knew  it,  and  accepted  the  fact  at  first  with 
much  philosophy.  Surely,  he  said  to  himself,  a  good 
cook  and  a  good  cellar,  with  a  fine  house  at  San 
Cassian,  and  a  virtuous,  if  elderly  wife,  ought  to 
satisfy  any  man  of  forty.  The  rest  was  but  vanity. 
Could  anything  be  more  absurd,  at  his  age,  than  to 
go  on  for  ever  plajdng  the  butterfly — such  an  elderly 
butterfly! — from  one  pair  of  bright  eyes  to  another? 

But  he  had  counted  without  the  fact  that  the 
butterfly  is  the  final  development  of  its  genus  and 
cannot  turn  into  anything  else.  It  must  be  a  butterfly 
to  the  end.  Poor  Marco  soon  found  that  his  heart 
was  as  susceptible  as  ever,  and  could  beat  like  a 
boy's  on  very  slight  provocation,  but  that  unfortunately 
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it  was  never  his  rich  wife  who  provoked  it  to  such 
unseemly  and  lively  action,-  Yet  her  facial  angle  in- 
spired him  with  a  terror  even  greater  than  the  at- 
traction of  a  pretty  face  and  a  well-turned  figure. 
She  had  a  way  of  setting  her  thin  lips  over  her  pro- 
minent teeth  which  at  the  same  time  stretched  the 
skin  upon  the  bridge  of  her  hooked  nose  while  she 
looked  at  him  from  under  her  half-closed  lids,  that 
made  his  blood  run  cold,  robbed  the  richest  sauce 
of  its  delicious  flavour,  and  turned  the  wine  of  Samos 
to  vinegar  in  his  glass.  Daily,  she  grew  older,  sharper, 
more  irritable;  and  daily,  too,  the  heart  of  Marco 
Pesaro  seemed  to  grow  younger  and  the  more  to 
crave  the  companionship  of  a  mate  much  younger 
still,  or  at  least  the  near  presence  of  those  outward, 
visible,  and  tangible  gifts  of  the  gods,  such  as  a  deep 
warm  eye,  and  a  soft  white  hand,  with  which  man 
has  always  associated  the  heart  of  woman. 

Zeno  guessed  all  this  and  the  rest  too;  the  letter 
he  had  received  needed  no  further  explanation,  and 
for  old  acquaintance's  sake  he  had  no  objection  to 
executing  the  commission  Marco  had  thrust  upon  him. 
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And  now,  all  you  who  stop  and  gather  round 
the  story-teller  in  this  world's  great  bazaar,  to  listen, 
if  his  tale  please  you,  and  to  find  fault  with  him  if 
it  does  not,  you  cry  out  that  if  Carlo  Zeno  was  really 
the  hero  history  describes  him  to  have  been,  he  would 
have  been  very,  very  grieved  at  being  asked  to  do 
anything  so  inhuman  as  to  buy  a  pretty  slave  abroad 
to  be  sent  home  to  a  friend,  even  though  the  latter 
protested  that  the  girl  was  to  be  trained  as  a  com- 
panion for  his  wife.  He  would  have  been  grieved 
and  angry,  he  would  have  torn  the  letter  to  shreds, 
and  would  either  not  have  answered  it  at  all,  or 
would  have  written  to  tell  Pesaro  that  he  was  a 
brute,  that  men  and  women  are  all  free  and  equal, 
and  that  to  buy  and  sell  them  is  high  treason  against 
the  majesty  of  the  rights  of  men. 

But  to  those  protests  and  outcries  the  story-teller 
has  many  answers  ready.  In  the  first  place,  no  one 
had  even  dreamt  of  the  rights  of  men  in  1376;  and 
secondly,  the  trade  in  white  slaves  was  almost  as 
profitable  to  Venice  then  as  it  is  in  1907  to  certain 
great  states  the  story-teller  could  name,  with  the  ad- 
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vantage  that  there  was  no  hypocritical  secret  about 
it,  and  that  it  was  provided  for  in  international  treaties, 
ill  spite  of  the  Pope,  who  said  it  was  wrong;  and 
thirdly,  heroes  are  heroes  for  ever  in  respect  of  their 
heroic  deeds,  but  in  their  daily  lives  they  are  very 
much  like  the  other  m^i  of  their  class  and  time,  as 
you  will  soon  learn  if  you  read  the  life  of  Bayard, 
"without  fear  or  reproach,"  written  by  his  Faithful 
Servitor;  for  the  faithful  one  set  down  some  doings 
of  the  virtuous  knight  which  a  modem  biographer 
would  have  altogether  left  out,  but  which  were  no 
more  a  "reproach"  to  a  man  in  the  year  1500,  than 
getting  drunk  was  a  "reproach"  in  1700,  or  than 
stealing  anything  over  a  million  is  a  "reproach"  to- 
day; fourthly  and  lastly,  if  Zeno  had  virtuously  re- 
fused to  buy  a  slave  for  Marco  Pesaro,  there  would 
have  been  no  story  to  tell,  and  this  seems  an  ex- 
cellent argument  to  the  story-teller  himself. 

Zeno's  thoughts  soon  wandered  from  Pesaro  and 
the  letter,  and  followed  the  old  thread  of  life  in 
Venice,  till  it  led  his  soul  through  the  labyrinth  of 
daily  existence  far  out  into  the  dreamland  beyond; 
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and  the  place  of  his  dreams  was  a  calm  and  re- 
^lendent  water,  where  stately  palaces  rose  through 
vapours  of  purple  and  gold  against  an  evening  sky. 
Over  the  lagoon  came  music  of  old  chimes  from  San 
Giorgio,  and  the  deeper  bells  of  Venice  answered 
back  again;  at  the  instant  the  sunset  breeze  floated 
off  the  land  and  breathed  into  the  dyed  sails  of  the 
Istrians  without  a  sound,  so  that  the  boats  b^an  to 
move  by  magic,  gliding  out  one  by  one  with  a  soft, 
low  rush,  heard  only  for  a  moment,  as  of  a  woman's 
hand  drawn  across  silk. 

The  mere  thought  of  Venice  called  up  the  vision 
of  her  before  the  inward  eye  of  his  heart;  for  he 
loved  his  native  city  better  than  he  had  ever  loved 
any  woman  yet,  and  much  better  than  his  own  life. 
When  he  could  think  of  Venice,  until  the  broad  ex- 
panse of  the  lagoon  seemed  to  spread  itself  over  the 
deeper  and  darker  waters  of  the  Golden  Horn,  and 
when  he  could  fancy  himself  at  home,  he  was 
supremely  and  calmly  happy,  and  would  not  have 
changed  his  dream  for  any  reality  except  its  own. 
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Omobono  had  drawn  on  a  pair  of  well-greased 
raw-hide  boots  that  came  half-way  up  his  thin  legs, 
and  had  wrapped  himself  in  his  big  brown  cloak 
before  going  out      On  his  smooth   grey    head   he 
wore  a  soft  felt  hat,  the  brim  turned  up  round  the 
crown  at  the  back  but  pulled  out  to  a  long  point  in 
front,  and    he  carried  a  tough  cornel   stick  in   his 
right  hand.     He  had  been  careful  to  leave  in  the 
strong-box  the  purse  that  contained  money  belong- 
ing to  his  employer,  and  had  but  a  few  small  coins 
of  his  own   in  his  wallet  to  pay  a  ferryman  if  he 
should  need  one,  or  to  give  to  a  hungry  beggar. 
Like    most   men  who  have  failed  to    make  money 
Omobono  was  very  sorry  for  poor  people,   and  did 
not  believe  that  all  beggars  could  be  rich  if  they 
would    work.      But  he   was   poor  himself,    and  his 
charity  was  of  the  humble  kind. 

Aretkusa,   I,  3 
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There  was  a  fairly  broad  street  behind  Carlo 
Zeno's  house,  and  here  the  early  spring  sun  had 
dried  the  mud  to  something  like  a  solid  surface;  but 
Omobono  followed  this  thoroughfare  only  for  a  little 
distance,  and  then  turned  into  a  narrow  and  filthy 
lane  that  led  to  other  lanes,  and  to  others  still  beyond, 
all  crowded  with  humanity,  all  dark  and  muddy,  all 
foul  with  garbage,  all  reeking  with  the  overpowering 
smell  of  Eastern  cooking  made  up  of  garlic,  frying 
onions,  sour  cream,  oil  of  sesame,  and  roasting 
mutton  where  there  were  Jews  or  Mohammedans,  or 
fried  fish  where  Christians  lived,  since  it  was  Friday. 

The  small  wooden  houses,  black  with  smoke  and 
the  dampness  of  the  past  winter,  overhung  the  way 
so  that  the  opposite  balconies  of  the  second  storeys 
almost  touched  each  other.  Had  the  buildings  been 
higher,  scarcely  any  light  at  all  would  have  reached 
the  lower  windows;  as  it  was,  a  man  with  good  eyes 
might  just  see  to  read  at  noon  if  he  were  not  too 
far  within. 

Omobono  evidently  knew  his  way  well  enough, 
for  he  did  not  pause  as  he  threaded  the  labyrinth. 
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and  only  now  and  then  glanced  up  at  certain  dingy 
signs  that  hung  from  the  crazy  wooden  balconies,  or 
from  wooden  arms  that  stuck  out  here  and  there 
like  gallows  from  the  walls.  As  he  walked,  he  was 
chiefly  occupied  in  not  running  against  the  people  he 
met,  and  in  not  stepping  upon  the  half-naked  chil- 
dren that  squirmed  and  squalled  in  the  mud  before 
every  doorstep.  For  there  were  children  everywhere, 
children  and  dirt,  dirt  and  children,  all  of  much  the 
same  colour  in  those  dusky  lanes.  Near  almost 
every  open  door  the  slatternly  mother  stirred  a  dark 
mess  of  some  sort  over  a  little  earthen  pan  of  coals, 
or  toasted  gobbets  of  fat  mutton  on  a  black  iron  fork, 
or  fried  some  wretched  fish  in  boiling  oil.  The 
Christian  women  were  by  far  the  dirtiest,  and  their 
children  were  the  least  healthy  and  the  most  ne- 
glected, for  many  of  the  little  creatures  had  not  a 
stitch  of  clothing  on  them.  Most  decent  were  the 
Mohammedans;  they  had  already  the  bearing  and  the 
self-respect  of  the  conquering  race,  and  they  treated 
their  Greek  and  Bokharian  neighbours  with  silent  con- 
tempt.    Did  not  Sultan  Amurad,  over  there  on  the 

3* 
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Asian  shore,  make  and  unmake  these  miserable  little 
Greek  emperors  as  he  pleased?  If  he  chose  could 
he  not  take  Constantinople  and  turn  a  stream  of 
Christian  blood  into  the  Golden  Horn  that  would 
redden  the  Sea  of  Marmora  as  far  as  Antigone  and 
Prinkipo? 

Omobono  went  on  and  on,  picking  his  way  as  he 
might,  and  little  noticed  by  the  people.  He  was  not 
by  any  means  in  the  poorest  quarter  of  the  city,  and 
no  one  begged  of  him  as  he  went  by.  If  he  thought 
of  anything  except  of  not  setting  his  booted  foot 
down  on  some  child's  sprawling  leg  or  arm,  he  thanked 
heaven  and  the  saints  that  he  had  been  born  a  Venetian, 
and  had  been  washed  and  sent  to  school  like  a  Chris- 
tian boy  when  he  was  little  instead  of  having  first 
seen  the  light,  or  what  passed  for  light,  in  a  back 
street  of  Constantinople. 

He  turned  another  comer,  entered  a  lane  even 
narrower  than  those  he  had  yet  traversed,  but  almost 
deserted,  and  much  less  dark  because  one  side  of  it 
was  occupied  by  a  wall  not  more  than  ten  feet  high, 
in  which  only  one  small  door  was  to  be  seen.    Along 
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the  top  of  the  masonry  all  sorts  of  sharp  bits  of  rusty 
iron  and  a  quantity  of  broken  crockery  were  set  in 
mortar  with  the  evident  intention  of  discouraging  any 
attempt  to  dimb  over,  either  from  within  or  from  with- 
out The  door  itself  was  in  good  repair,  and  had 
been  recently  coated  with  tar  and  sharp  sand  by  way 
of  preserving  it  against  the  damp.  A  well-worn 
horizontal  slit  an  inch  long,  and  an  upright  one  a 
foot  higher  up,  showed  that  it  had  two  separate 
Persian  locks  into  which  keys  were  often  thrust 

Omobono  rapped  on  the  tarred  wood  with  the 
iron-shod  end  of  his  stick  and  listened.  He  could 
hear  a  number  of  girls'  voices  chattering,  and  one 
was  singing  softly  in  a  language  he  did  not  under- 
stand. He  knocked  again,  a  moment  later  the  voices 
were  suddenly  silent,  and  he  heard  the  clacking  of 
heavy  slippers  on  wet  flags  as  someone  came  to 
open. 

"Who  knocks?"  asked  a  deep  and  harsh  female 
voice  from  within,  in  the  Greek  tongue  but  with  a 
thick  accent 

"A  Venetian  who  has  business  with  the  worthy 
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Karaboghazji,"  answered  Omobono  in  a  conciliatory 
tone. 

"Which  Karaboghazji?"  enquired  the  voice  suspi- 
ciously. 

"Rustan,"  explained  Omobono  mildly. 

From  his  voice,  the  woman  probably  judged  that 
if  he  had  come  with  any  nefarious  purpose  she  was 
more  than  a  match  for  him.  The  door  opened  after 
some  rattling  and  creaking  of  locks,  and  Omobono 
started  in  spite  of  himself.  She  was  indeed  a  match 
for  him,  or  for  any  other  man  who  was  likely  to  knock 
at  the  door.  It  was  no  wonder  that  the  Venetian  secre- 
tary drew  back  and  hesitated  before  he  spoke  again. 

The  woman  was  a  huge  red-haired  negress  in 
yellow,  fully  six  feet  tall  in  her  heelless  slippers, 
and  her  black  arms,  bare  above  the  elbow,  were  as 
sinewy  and  muscular  as  any  fisherman's  or  porter's. 
Her  thick  lips  were  parted  in  a  sort  of  savage  grin 
that  showed  two  rows  of  teeth  as  sharp  and  white 
as  a  shark's;  her  hair  must  have  been  just  dyed  that 
day,  for  it  was  as  red  as  flame  to  the  very  roots, 
and  it  stood  out  almost  straight  from  her  shiny  black 
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forehead  and  temples;  as  she  rather  contemptuously 
scrutinised  Omobono  from  head  to  foot  the  whites  of 
her  coal-black  eyes  gleamed  in  a  way  that  was  posi- 
tively terrifying.  She  wore  wide  Greek  trousers  of 
blue  cotton,  gathered  at  the  ankle,  and  a  wadded 
coat  of  yellow,  that  hung  down  below  her  knees  in 
loose  folds,  like  a  sort  of  skirt,  but  fitted  tightly  over 
her  tremendous  shoulders.  This  garment  was  closely 
girded  round  her  ample  waist  by  a  red  sash,  in  which 
she  carried  her  armoury,  consisting  of  a  serviceable 
Arab  knife  with  a  bone  hilt  and  brass  sheath,  and  a 
small  whip  made  of  a  broad  fiat  thong  of  hippo- 
potamus hide  with  a  short  oak  stock. 

This  terrific  apparition  stood  in  the  little  vesti- 
bule holding  the  door  open  and  grinning  at  Omobono. 
She  had  closed  another  door  behind  her  before  open- 
ing the  outer  one,  for  the  slave-dealer's  establish- 
ment was  evidently  managed  with  a  view  to  the 
safety  of  his  merchandise. 

"And  what  do  you  want  of  Rustan  Karaboghazji 
at  this  time  of  the  afternoon?"  enquired  the  negress. 
"Who  are  you?" 
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"I  am  only  a  clerk,"  answered  Omobono  in  a 
deprecating  tone,  and  shrinking  a  little  under  his 
cloak,  as  the  awful  virago  thrust  her  head  forward. 
"I  am  the  derk  of  Messer  Carlo  Zeno,  a  rich  Vene- 
tian merchant,  who  sends  a  message  by  me  to  your 
master " 

"My  master!"  interrupted  the  black  woman,  with 
a  scornful  laugh.     "My  master,  indeed  1" 

"I — I  supposed "  faltered  Omobono  apolo- 
getically. 

The  negress  moved  a  little  and  rested  one  huge 
hand  on  her  hip,  while  she  slipped  the  other  slowly 
up  the  door-post  till  it  was  above  her  head.  In  this 
attitude  she  looked  gigantic. 

"You  mean  my  husband,"  she  said,  showing  all 
her  teeth.  "Rustan  Karaboghazji  is  my  husband. 
Do  you  understand?" 

"Yes,  Kok6na — I — I  mean  Kyria — yes,  certainly  1 
I  should  have  known  at  once  that  you  were  the 
mistress  of  the  house  if  you  had  not  condescended 
to  open  the  door  yourself,  Kyria." 

"And  what  would  become  of  the  cattle,"  enquired 


ARETHUSA.  4 1 

the  negress  with  a  backward  toss  of  her  head  to- 
wards the  yard  behind  her,  "if  the  stable  door  were 
in  charge  of  a  slave?  If  your  master — "  she  dwelt 
on  the  two  words  contemptuously — "wishes  to  buy 
of  us,  he  will  have  to  come  here  and  choose  for 
himself." 

"No,  no!"  answered  Omobono  hastily.  "It  is 
another  matter.  I  think  it  is  a  commission  for  a 
friend.  It  is  something  very  especial.  That  is  why 
I  b^  to  be  allowed  to  speak  with  the  Kyrios,  your 
husband." 

The  black  woman  had  listened  attentively. 

"At  this  hour,"  she  said  after  a  moment's  thought, 
"Rustan  is  at  his  devotions." 

"I  would  not  interrupt  them  for  the  world,"  pro- 
tested Omobono.     "I  can  wait " 

"No.  You  will  probably  find  him  at  the  church 
of  Saint  Sergius  and  Saint  Bacchus.  If  he  is  not 
there,  ask  the  sacristan  where  he  is.  My  husband  is 
a  very  devout  man;  the  sacristan  knows  him  well." 

"I  hope,"  said  Omobono,  whose  curiosity  scented 
a  mystery,  "that  the  sacristan  will  not  take  me  for 
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an  importunate  stranger  and  send  me  on  a  fool's 
errand.  If  the  Kyria  would  give  me  some  sign  by 
which  the  sacristan  may  know  that  I  came  from 
her 

Omobono  paused  on  this  suggestion,  hoping  for 
a  favourable  answer.  Again  the  big  woman  waited  a 
moment  before  speaking. 

"Ask  the  sacristan  to  direct  you  to  find  Rustan 
Karaboghazji,  by  four  toes  and  by  five  toes,"  she  said 
at  last  **He  will  certainly  tell  you  the  truth  if  you 
ask  him  in  that  way." 

"By  four  toes  and  by  five  toes,"  repeated  Omo- 
bono. "I  cannot  forget  that.  I  thank  you,  Kyria 
Karaboghazji,  and  I  wish  you  a  good  day." 

The  negress  nodded  and  showed  her  teeth  but 
said  nothing  more,  drew  back  and  shut  the  door 
without  waiting  any  longer.  Omobono  stood  still  a 
moment,  listened  to  the  slapping  of  the  heavy  slippers 
on  the  wet  flags  within,  and  then  went  away  down 
the  almost  deserted  lane,  wondering  much  at  the 
taste  of  the  Bokharian  merchant  in  marrying  an 
African  giantess.     But  soon  his  natural  curiosity  be- 
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gan  to  occupy  itself  more  actively  with  the  hiddeil 
meaning  of  the  password  given  him  by  Rustan's  wife; 
and,  meditating  on  this  problem,  he  made  his  way 
through  the  heart  of  the  city,  traversing  many  narrow 
and  tortuous  streets,  till  he  suddenly  emerged  into  a 
broad  highway  where  marble  buildings  gleamed  in 
the  late  afternoon  sunshine,  and  richly  dressed  Greeks 
lounged  in  the  wide  exedrae  and  stately,  porticoes, 
discussing  the  affairs  of  the  Empire  in  general  and 
their  neighbours'  most  particularly. 

Omobono  trudged  along,  past  the  corner  of  the 
wide  Forum  of  Theodosius,  once  the  centre  of  the 
city's  teeming  life,  but  now  given  over  to  the  tanners 
and  leather-dressers,  for  one  end  of  it  was  used 
as  a  slaughter-house  and  the  hides  had  not  to  be 
dragged  far  to  be  cured;  he  walked  on  quickly, 
keeping  to  the  left,  and  was  soon  in  narrow  streets 
again,  where  afterwards  the  Grand  Bazaar  was 
built,  and  where  even  in  those  days  the  Persian 
merchants  and  the  jewellers,  the  dealers  in  fine 
carpets  and  Eastern  merchandise,  the  perfumers,  the 
Egjrptian    goldsmiths    and    the    Bokharian    money- 
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changers  had  their  homes  and  the  headquarters  of 
their  business.  Here  Omobono  exchanged  greetings 
now  and  then  with  men  of  all  nationalities  except 
Genoese,  and  very  few  of  these  last  were  to  be 
seen,  for  they  kept  to  their  own  quarter  beyond  the 
Golden  Horn,  in  Pera.  But  Omobono  would  not 
stop  to  talk,  and  the  streets  were  clean  here,  and 
well  kept,  and  the  children  were  not  to  be  seen, 
so  that  he  could  walk  quickly,  without  picking  his 
way. 

On  still,  and  farther  on;  through  the  almost 
classic  Forum  of  Constantine,  past  the  hill  on  which 
the  bronze-bound  porphyry  colunm  still  stands,  and 
down  on  the  other  side,  keeping  the  Hippodrome  on 
his  left  and  diving  into  the  Bokharian  quarter,  as 
different  from  the  last  through  which  he  had  come, 
as  that  had  been  from  those  he  had  passed  before. 
For  then,  as  now,  Constantinople  was  a  patchwork 
of  divers  nations  and  languages  and  customs,  and 
their  quarters  were  like  distinct  towns, — some  filthy, 
noisy  and  unhealthy,  some  rich  and  stately,  some 
quiet  and  poor,  some  asleep  all  day  and  riotous  all 
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night,  others  silent  as  sleep  itself  from  nightfall 
till  dawn,  and  noisy  all  day  with  the  hum  of  business 
or  the  ceaseless  hammering  dang  and  clatter  of 
workmen's  tools. 

Before  Omobono  emerged  upon  the  little  square 
which  then  surrounded  the  churches  of  Saints  Sergius 
and  Bacchus  and  of  Saints  Peter  and  Paul — the 
latter  is  now  destroyed — he  heartily  wished  that  he 
had  hired  a  horse  and  man  at  one  of  the  street 
comers;  but  he  forgot  his  weariness  when  his  des- 
tination was  reached,  and  he  saw  a  little  bandy- 
legged sacristan  in  an  absurdly  short  cassock  of 
shabby  black  and  purple  cloth,  leaning  against  one 
of  the  columns  of  the  portico. 

Omobono  ascended  the  broad  steps  that  led  up 
from  the  level  of  the  street,  as  though  he  were  going 
in,  but  just  as  he  was  close  to  the  sacristan  he 
stopped,  as  if  without  any  premeditation,  and  made 
a  gesture  of  salutation,  smiling  in  a  friendly  way. 

"Praised  be  our  Lord,"  he  said,  in  the  Greek 
manner. 

"Our  Lord  be  praised.     Amen,"  answered  the 
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sacristan    indifferently,    for    it    was   the    custom    to 
do  so. 

"Could  you  inform  me,"  proceeded  the  Venetian 
clerk,  "whether  that  good  man  Kyrios  Rustan  Kara- 
boghazji  is  now  in  the  church  at  his  devotions?" 

The  sacristan  had  a  perfectly  round  head  with  a 
pair  of  very  small  round  eyes;  moreover,  his  snub 
nose  was  quite  round  at  the  end.  He  now  pursed 
out  his  lips  and  made  his  mouth  round,  too,  as  if 
he  were  going  to  whistle.  Intentionally  or. uninten- 
tionally, he  made  himself  look  like  an  idiot,  and 
slowly  wagged  his  bullet  head  as  if  he  did  not 
understand. 

"The  church  is  open,"  he  said,  at  last  "You 
may  see." 

Omobono  now  applauded  himself  for  having 
asked  and  obtained  a  password,  but  he  meant  to  be 
cautious  in  using  it. 

"Thank  you,"  he  said  politely,  and  he  went  on, 
into  the  church. 

The  sun  was  low  and  cast  a  rich  light  through 
the  open  door,  full  upon  the  grating  and  closed  gate 
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of  the  sanctuary,  and  the  gilt  and  burnished  bars 
reflected  and  diffused  the  warm  rays,  like  a  glory 
before  the  unseen  high  altar.  Omobono  glanced 
quickly  to  the  right  and  left  as  he  passed  between 
the  pillars,  but  he  saw  no  one.  Farther  on,  before 
him  and  under  the  wide  dome,  two  women  in  brown 
were  at  their  prayers,  the  one  kneeling,  the  other 
prostrate,  in  Eastern  fashion,  her  forehead  resting  on 
the  marble  pavement.     There  was  no  man  in  sight. 

Omobono  chose  a  clean  spot,  hitched  up  his 
cloak  in  front  and  knelt  upon  one  knee.  He  crossed 
himself  and  said  a  little  prayer. 

"O  Lord,"  he  prayed,  "grant  wealth  and  honour 
to  the  Most  Serene  Republic  and  give  Venice  the 
victory  over  the  Genoese.  Bless  Messer  Carlo  Zeno, 
O  Lord,  and  preserve  him  from  sudden  death.  Send 
bread  to  the  poor.  Give  Omobono  strength  to  resist 
curiosity.     For  ever  and  ever.     Amen." 

It  was  not  a  very  eloquent  little  prayer  and  it 
lacked  the  set  forms  of  invocation  and  doxology 
which  devout  persons  use;  but  Omobono  had  made 
it  up  for  himself  long  ago,  and  said  it  every  day  at 
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least  once,  for  it  precisely  expressed  what  he  sincerely 
wished  and  intended  to  ask  with  due  humility;  and 
he  was  a  good  man,  in  spite  of  his  besetting  fault, 
and  believed  that  what  he  asked  would  be  granted. 
As  yet,  Venice  had  not  triumphed  over  those  un- 
speakable dogs  of  Genoese,  though  the  day  of  glory 
was  much  nearer  than  even  the  Venetians  dared  to 
hope.  But  so  far  Carlo  Zeno  had  been  preserved 
from  sudden  death  in  spite  of  his  manifest  tendency 
to  break  his  neck  for  any  whim;  for  the  rest,  Omo- 
bono  had  more  than  once  been  the  means  of  saving 
poor  people  from  starvation,  though  at  some  risk  of 
it  to  himself,  poor  man;  and  as  for  his  curiosity,  he 
had  at  least  kept  it  so  far  in  bounds  as  never  to 
read  his  master's  letters  until  his  master  had  opened 
them  himself,  which  was  something  for  Omobono  to 
be  grateful  for.  On  the  whole,  he  judged  that  his 
small  prayer  was  not  unacceptable,  and  he  used  it 
every  day. 

He  knelt  a  moment  after  he  had  finished  it, 
partly  because  he  was  a  little  ashamed  of  its  being 
very  short  though  he  never  could  think  of  anything 
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to  add  to  it,  and  he  did  not  wish  people  to  think 
that  he  was  irreverent  and  gabbled  over  a  prayer 
merely  as  a  form;  for  he  was  very  sensitive  about 
such  things,  being  a  shy  man.  And  partly  he  re- 
mained on  his  knees  a  little  longer  because  the 
gilded  grating  was  very  handsome  in  the  hght  of  the 
setting  sun,  and  reminded  him  of  the  grating  in 
Saint  Mark's,  and  that  naturally  made  him  think  of 
heaven.     But  presently  he  rose  and  went  out 

The  sacristan  was  still  standing  by  the  same  pillar. 
"Kyrios   Rustan   is    not    in    the    church,"    said 
Omobono,  stopping  again. 

Once  more  the  sacristan  seemed  to  be  about  to 
purse  his  lips  into  a  circle,  and  to  put  on  an  air  of 
blank  stupidity,  and  the  clerk  saw  that  the  time  had 
come  to  use  the  password. 

"I  must  see  him,"  he  said,  dropping  his  voice, 
but  speaking  very  distinctly.  "I  beg  you  to  direct 
me  by  four  toes  and  five  toes,  so  that  I  may  find  him." 
The  sacristan's  face  and  manner  changed  at  once. 
His  small  eyes  were  suddenly  full  of  intelligence,  his 
mouth  expanded  in  a  friendly  smile,  and  his  snub 
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nose  seemed  to  draw  itself  to  a  point  like  the  muzzle 
of  a  hound  on  a  scent 

"Why  did  you  not  say  that  at  once?"  he  asked. 
"Rustan  left  the  church  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before 
you  came,  but  he  is  not  far  away.  Do  you  see  the 
entrance  to  the  lane  down  there?" 

He  pointed  towards  the  place. 

"Yes,"  said  Omobono,  "by  the  comer." 

"Yes.  Go  into  that  lane.  Take  the  first  turn  to 
the  left,  and  then  the  second  to  the  right  again. 
Before  you  have  gone  far  you  will  find  Rustan  walk- 
ing up  and  down." 

"Walking  up  and  down?"  repeated  Omobono, 
surprised  that  the  Bokharian  should  select  for  his 
afternoon  stroll  such  a  place  as  one  might  expect  to 
find  in  the  direction  indicated. 

"Yes."  The  sacristan  grinned  and  winked  at  the 
Venetian  derk  in  a  knowing  way.  "He  is  a  devout 
man.  When  he  has  said  his  prayers  he  walks  up 
and  down  in  that  little  lane." 

The  man  laughed  audibly,  but  immediately  looked 
behind    him    to    see    whether    anyone  coming   from 
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within  the  church  had  heard  him,  for  he  considered 
himself  a  clerical  character.  Omobono  thanked  him 
politely. 

"It  is  nothing,"  answered  the  sacristan.  "A  mere 
direction — what  is  it?  If  I  had  asked  you  for  your 
purse  and  cloak  by  four  toes  and  five  toes,  I  am 
quite  sure  that  you  would  have  given  me  both." 

"Of  course,"  replied  Omobono  nervously,  seeing 
that  the  reply  was  evidently  expected  of  him.  "Of 
course  I  would.     And  so,  good-day,  my  friend." 

"And  good -day  to  you,  friend,"  returned  the 
sacristan. 

The  clerk  went  away,  devoutly  hoping  that  no 
unknown  person  would  suddenly  accost  him  and  de- 
mand of  him  his  cloak  in  the  name  of  four  toes  and 
five  toes,  and  he  wondered  what  in  the  world  he 
should  do  if  such  a  thing  happened  to  him.  He  was 
quite  sure  that  he  should  be  unable  to  hide  the  fact 
that  he  knew  the  magic  formula,  for  he  had  never 
been  very  good  at  deception;  and  if  the  words  could 
procure  such  instant  obedience  from  such  a  disagree- 
able person  as  the  sacristan  had  at  first  seemed  to 


52  ARETHUSA. 

be,  some  dreadful  penalty  was  probably  the  portion 
of  those  who  disobeyed  the  mandate. 

Thus  reflecting,  and  by  no  means  easy  in  his 
mind,  the  clerk  crossed  the  square  and  entered  the 
lane.  He  had  supposed  that  it  led  to  a  continuation 
of  the  Bokharian  quarter,  but  he  at  once  saw  his  mis- 
take. Even  now  a  man  may  live  for  years  in  Con- 
stantinople and  yet  be  far  from  knowing  every  corner 
of  it,  and  Omobono  found  himself  in  a  part  of  the 
city  which  he  had  never  seen.  It  was  in  ruins,  and 
yet  it  was  inhabited.  Few  of  the  houses  had  doors, 
hardly  any  window  had  a  shutter,  and  as  he  passed, 
he  saw  that  in  many  lower  rooms  the  light  fell  from 
above,  through  a  fallen  floor  and  a  broken  roof  above  it. 

Yet  in  every  ruined  dwelling,  and  almost  at  every 
door,  there  was  someone,  and  all  were  frightful  to 
see;  all  were  in  rags  that  hardly  dung  together,  and 
some  could  scarcely  cover  themselves  modestly;  one 
was  blind,  another  had  no  arms  or  no  legs,  another 
was  devoured  by  hideous  disease — many  were  mere 
bundles  of  bones  in  scanty  rags,  and  stretched  out 
filthy  skeleton  hands  for  alms  as  the  decently  dressed 
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clerk  came  near.  Omobono  stood  still  for  a  moment 
when  he  realised  that  he  was  in  the  beggars'  quarter, 
where  more  than  half  the  dying  paupers  of  the  great 
city  took  refuge  amidst  houses  ruined  and  burnt  long 
ago  when  the  Crusaders  had  sacked  Constantinople, 
and  never  more  than  half  repaired  since  then. 

The  clerk  stood  still,  for  the  sight  of  so  much 
misery  hurt  him,  and  it  hurt  him  still  more  to  think 
that  he  had  but  very  few  small  coins  in  his  wallet 
The  poor  creatures  should  have  them  all,  one  by  one, 
but  there  would  be  few  indeed  for  so  many. 

And  then,  as  he  took  out  a  little  piece  of  bronze 
money,  he  heard  sounds  like  nothing  he  had  heard 
before;  like  many  hundred  sighs  of  suffering  all 
breathed  out  together;  and  again,  like  many  dying 
persons  praying  in  low,  exhausted  voices;  and  again, 
like  a  gentle,  hopeless  wail;  and  through  it  all  there 
was  a  pitiful  tremor  of  weakness  and  pain  that  went 
to  the  clerk's  heart.  He  could  do  very  little,  and  he 
was  obliged  to  go  on,  for  his  errand  was  pressing, 
and  the  people  were  as  wretched  at  one  door  as 
they  would  be  at  the  next,  so  that  it  was  better  not 
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to  give  all  his  coins  at  once.  He  dropped  one  here, 
one  there,  into  the  wasted  hands,  and  went  on 
quickly,  scarcely  daring  to  glance  at  the  faces  that 
appeared  at  the  low  doors  and  ruined  windows.  Yet 
here  and  there  he  looked  in,  almost  against  his  will, 
and  he  saw  sights  that  sent  a  cold  chill  down  his 
back,  sights  I  have  seen,  too,  but  need  not  tell  of. 
And  so  he  went  on,  turning  as  the  sacristan  had 
instructed  him,  till  he  saw  a  tall,  thin  man  in  a 
brown  cloth  gown  edged  with  cheap  fox's  fur,  and 
having  a  tight  fur  cap  on  his  head.  He  was  talk- 
ing with  an  old  beggar  woman,  and  his  back  was 
turned  so  that  Omobono  could  only  see  that  he 
had  a  long  black  beard,  but  he  recognised  Rustan, 
the  Bokharian  dealer.  The  house  before  which  the 
two  were  standing  seemed  a  trifle  better  than  the 
rest  in  the  street;  there  were  crazy  shutters  to  the 
large  lower  windows,  which  were  open,  however; 
there  was  a  door  which  was  ajar,  and  an  attempt 
had  been  made  to  scrape  the  mud  from  the  thresh- 
old. For  the  street  was  damp  and  muddy  after 
the  spring  rains,  but  not  otherwise  very  dirty.    There 
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was  no  garbage,  not  so  much  as  a  cabbage-stalk 
or  a  bleaching  bone;  for  bones  can  be  ground  to 
dust  between  stones  and  eaten  with  water,  and  a 
cabbage-stalk  is  half  a  dinner  to  a  starving  man. 

In  spite  of  the  prayer  he  had  recently  offered 
up  against  his  besetting  fault  of  curiosity,  Omobono 
could  not  help  treading  very  lightly  as  he  came 
up  behind  the  Bokharian,  and  as  the  mud  was  in 
a  pasty  state,  neither  hard  nor  slimy,  his  heavy 
boots  made  hardly  any  more  noise  in  treading  on 
it  than  a  beggar's  bare  feet.  In  this  way  he  ad- 
vanced till  he  could  see  through  an  open  window 
of  the  house,  and  he  stood  still  and  looked  in,  but 
he  made  as  if  he  were  politely  waiting  for  Rustan 
to  turn  round.  Either  the  old  beggar  woman  was 
blind,  or  she  thought  fit  not  to  call  the  Bokharian's 
attention  to  the  fact  that  a  well-dressed  stranger  was 
standing  within  a  few  feet  of  him.  The  two  talked 
volubly  in  low  tones  and  in  the  Bokharian  language, 
which  Omobono  did  not  understand  at  all,  and  when 
he  was  quite  sure  that  he  could  not  follow  the  con- 
versation he  occupied  his  curiosity  in  watching  what 
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was  going  on  inside  the  house.  The  window  was  low, 
having  apparently  once  served  as  a  shop  in  which 
the  shopkeeper  had  sat,  in  Eastern  fashion,  half  in- 
side and  half  out,  to  wait  upon  his  customers.  Dur- 
ing half  a  minute,  which  elapsed  before  Rustan 
turned  round,  the  clerk  saw  a  good  deal. 

In  the  first  place  his  eyes  fell  on  the  upturned 
face  of  a  woman  who  was  certainly  in  the  extremity 
of  dangerous  illness,  and  was  probably  dying.  She 
had  been  beautiful  once  and  she  had  beauty  still, 
that  was  not  only  the  soft  shadow  of  coming  death. 
The  wasted  body  was  covered  with  nameless  rags, 
but  the  pillow  was  white  and  dean;  the  refined  face 
was  the  colour  of  pure  wax,  and  the  dark  hair,  grey 
at  the  temples,  had  been  carefully  combed  out  and 
smoothed  back  from  the  forehead.  The  woman's 
eyes  were  closed,  and  deeply  shadowed  by  suffering, 
but  her  delicate  nostrils  quivered  now  and  then  as 
she  drew  breath,  and  her  pale  lips  moved  a  little  as 
though  trying  to  speaL 

There  were  young  children  round  the  wretched 
bed,  silent,  thin,  and  wondering,  as  children  are  when 
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the  great  mysteiy  is  very  near  them  and  they  feel  it 
In  their  miserable  tatters  one  could  hardly  have  told 
whether  the  younger  ones  were  boys  or  girls,  but  one 
was  much  older  than  the  rest,  and  Omobono's  eyes 
fixed  themselves  upon  her,  and  he  held  his  breath, 
lest  the  Bokharian  should  hear  him  and  turn,  and 
hide  the  vision  and  break  the  spell 

The  girl  was  standing  on  the  other  side  of  the 
sick  woman,  bending  down  a  very  little,  and  watch- 
ing her  features  with  a  look  of  infinite  care  and 
sorrow.  One  exquisite  white  hand  touched  the  poor 
coverings  of  the  bed,  rather  than  rested  on  them,  as 
if  it  longed  to  be  of  some  use,  and  to  relieve  the 
woman's  suffering  ever  so  little.  But  the  clerk  did 
not  look  at  the  delicate  fingers,  for  his  eyes  were 
rivetted  on  the  young  girPs  face.  It  was  thin  and 
white,  but  its  lines  were  beautiful  beyond  comparison 
with  all  that  he  had  ever  seen,  even  in  Venice,  the 
city  of  beautifiil  women. 

I  think  that  true  beauty  is  beyond  description; 
you  may  describe  the  changeless,  faultless  outlines  of 
a  statue  to  a  man  who  has  seen  good  statues  and 


58  ARETHUSA. 

can  recall  them;  you  can  perhaps  find  words  to  de- 
scribe the  glow,  and  warmth,  and  deep  texture  of  a 
famous  picture,  and  what  you  write  will  mean  some- 
thing to  those  who  know  the  master's  work;  you  may 
even  conjure  up  an  image  before  untutored  eyes. 
But  neither  minute  description  nor  well-turned  phrase, 
neither  sensuous  adjective  nor  spiritual  simile  can  tell 
half  the  truth  of  a  beautiful  living  thing. 

And  the  fairest  living  woman  is  twice  beautiful 
when  gladness  or  love  or  anger  or  sorrow  rises  in  her 
eyes,  for  then  her  soul  is  in  her  face.  As  Omobono 
looked  through  the  window  and  watched  the  beggar 
girl  leaning  over  her  dying  mother,  he  hardly  saw  the 
perfect  line  of  the  cheek,  the  dark  and  sweeping 
lashes  or  the  deep  brown  eyes — the  firm  and  rounded 
chin,  the  very  tender  mouth,  the  high-bred  nostrils  or 
the  rich-brown  hair.  He  could  not  clearly  recall  any 
of  those  things  a  few  minutes  later;  he  only  knew 
that  he  had  seen  for  once  something  he  had  heard 
of  all  his  life.  It  was  not  till  he  dreamt  of  her  face 
that  night — dreaming,  poor  man,  that  she  was  his 
guardian  angel  come  to  reprove  him  for  his  curiosity 
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— that  the  details  all  came  back,  and  most  of  all 
that  brave  and  tender  little  mouth  of  hers,  so  deli- 
cately womanly  and  yet  so  strong,  and  that  unspeak- 
able turn  of  the  cheek  between  the  eye  and  the  ear, 
and  that  poise  of  the  small  head  on  the  slender  neck 
— the  details  came  back  then.  But  in  the  first  mo- 
ment he  only  saw  the  whole  and  felt  that  it  was  perfect; 
then,  for  an  instant,  the  eyes  looked  at  him  across 
the  dying  woman;  and  in  a  moment  more  the 
Bokharian  turned,  caught  sight  of  him  and  came 
quickly  forward,  and  the  spell  was  broken. 

Rustan  Karaboghazji  held  out  both  hands  to 
Omobono,  as  if  he  were  greeting  his  dearest  friend, 
and  he  spoke  in  fluent  Italian.  He  was  a  young 
man  still,  not  much  past  thirty,  with  dark,  straight 
features,  stony  grey  eyes,  and  a  magnificent  black 
beard. 

"What  happy  chance  brings  you  here?"  he  cried, 
immediately  drawing  the  Venetian  in  the  direction 
whence  the  latter  had  come.  "Fortunate  indeed  is 
Friday,  the  day  of  Venus,  since  it  brings  me  into  the 
path  of  my  honoured  Ser  Omobono!" 
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"Indeed,  it  is  no  accident,  Kyrios  Rustan " 

began  Omobono. 

"A  double  fortune,  then,  since  a  friend  needs 
me,"  continued  the  Bokharian,  without  the  slightest 
hesitation.  "But  do  not  call  me  Kyrios,  Ser  Omo- 
bono! First,  I  am  not  Greek,  and  then,  my  honoured 
friend,  I  am  no  Kyrios,  but  only  a  poor  exile  from 
my  country,  struggling  to  keep  body  and  soul  to- 
gether among  strangers." 

While  he  talked  he  had  drawn  Omobono's  arm 
through  his  own  and  was  leading  him  away  from  the 
house  with  considerable  haste.  The  Venetian  looked 
back,  and  saw  that  the  old  woman  had  disappeared. 

"I  have  a  message  from  my  master,"  he  said, 

"but  before  we  go  on,   I  should  like  to "  he 

hesitated,  and  stopped  in  spite  of  Rustan. 

"What  should  you  like  to  do?"  asked  the  latter, 
with  sudden  sharpness. 

Omobono's  hand  felt  for  the  last  of  the  small 
coins  in  his  wallet 

"I  wish  to  give  a  trifle  to  the  poor  people  in  that 
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house,"  he  said,  summoning  his  courage.  "I  saw  a 
sick  woman — she  seemed  to  be  dying " 

But  Rustan  grasped  his  wrist  and  held  it  firmly, 
as  if  to  make  him  put  the  money  back,  but  he  smiled 
gently  at  the  same  time. 

"No,  no,  my  friend,"  he  answered.  "I  would 
not  have  spoken  of  it,  but  you  force  me  to  tell  you 
that  I  have  been  before  you  there!  I  take  some 
interest  in  those  poor  people,  and  I  have  just  given 
enough  to  keep  them  for  a  week,  when  I  shall  come 
again.  It  is  not  wise  to  give  too  much.  The  other 
beggars  would  rob  them  if  they  guessed  that  there 
was  an)rthing  to  take.  Come,  come!  The  sun  is 
setting,  and  it  is  not  well  to  be  in  this  quarter  so  late." 

Omobono  remembered  how  the  sacristan  had 
winked  and  laughed,  when  he  had  spoken  of  Rustan's 
walks  in  the  dismal  lane,  and  the  Venetian  now  pro- 
ceeded to  draw  from  what  he  had  seen  and  heard  a 
multitude  of  very  logical  inferences.  That  Rustan 
was  an  utter  scoundrel  he  had  never  doubted  since 
he  had  known  him,  and  that  his  domestic  life  was 
perhaps  not  to  his  taste^  Omobono  guessed  since  he 


62  ARETHUSA. 

had  seen  the  red-haired  negress  who  was  his  wife. 
Nothing  could  be  more  natural  than  that  the  Bokharian, 
having  discovered  the  beautiful,  half-starved  creature 
whom  Omobono  had  first  seen  through  the  window, 
should  plot  to  get  her  into  his  power  for  his  own  ends. 

Having  reached  this  conclusion,  the  mild  little 
clerk  suddenly  felt  the  blood  of  a  hero  beating  in  his 
veins  and  longed  to  take  Karaboghazji  by  the  throat 
and  shake  him  till  he  was  senseless,  never  doubting 
but  that  the  cause  of  justice  would  miraculously  give 
him  the  strength  needed  for  the  enterprise.  He  sub- 
mitted to  be  hurried  away,  indeed,  because  the  mo- 
ment was  evidently  not  propitious  for  a  feat  of  knight- 
errantry;  but  as  he  walked  he  struck  his  cornel  stick 
viciously  into  the  pasty  mud  and  shut  his  mouth 
tight  under  his  well-trimmed  grey  beard. 

"And  now,"  said  Rustan,  drawing  something  like 
a  breath  of  relief  as  they  emerged  into  the  open  space 
before  the  church,  "pray  tell  me  what  urgent  busi- 
ness brings  you  so  far  to  find  me,  and  tell  me,  too, 
how  you  came  to  know  where  I  was." 

Here  Omobono  suddenly  realised  that  in  his  de- 
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ductions  he  had  made  some  great  mistake;  for  if 
Rustan  had  been  in  the  beggars'  quarter  for  such  a 
purpose  as  the  Venetian  suspected,  how  was  it  pos- 
sible that  he  should  have  left  any  sort  of  directions 
with  his  wife  and  the  sacristan  for  finding  him,  in 
case  he  should  be  wanted  on  some  urgent  business? 
Omobono,  always  charitable,  at  once  concluded  that 
he  had  been  led  away  into  judging  the  man  unjustly. 

"Messer  Carlo  Zeno,  the  Venetian  merchant,  is 
very  anxious  to  see  you  this  very  evening,"  he  said. 
"From  his  manner,  I  suspect  that  the  business  will 
not  bear  any  delay  and  that  it  may  be  profitable 
to  you." 

Rustan  smiled,  bent  his  head  and  walked  quickly, 
but  said  nothing  for  several  moments. 

"Does  Messer  Zeno  need  money?"  he  asked 
presently.  "If  so,  let  us  stop  at  my  house  and  I  will 
see  what  little  sum  I  can  dispose  of." 

Mild  as  Omobono  was,  an  angry  contemptuous 
answer  rose  to  his  lips,  but  he  checked  it  in  time. 

"My  master  never  borrows,"  he  answered,  with 
inmiense  dignity.   "I  can  only  tell  you  that  so  far  as 
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I  know  he  wishes  to  see  you  in  regard  to  some  com- 
mission with  which  a  friend  in  Venice  has  charged 
him." 

Rustan  smiled  more  pleasantly  than  ever,  and 
walked  still  faster. 

"We  will  go  directly  to  Messer Zeno's  house,  then," 
he  said.  "This  is  a  most  fortunate  day  for  buying 
and  selling,  and  perhaps  I  have  precisely  what  he 
wants.     We  shall  see,  we  shall  see!" 

Omobono's  thin  little  legs  had  hard  work  to  keep 
up  with  the  Bokharian's  untiring  stride,  and  though 
Rustan  made  a  remark  now  and  then,  the  clerk 
could  hardly  answer  him  for  lack  of  breath.  The 
sun  had  set  and  it  was  almost  dark  when  they 
reached  Zeno's  house,  and  the  secretary  knocked  at 
the  door  of  his  master's  private  room. 
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When  it  was  quite  dark  the  old  woman  came 
back  with  something  hidden  under  her  tattered 
shawl,  and  Zoe  drew  the  rotten  shutters  that  barely 
hung  by  the  hinges  and  fastened  them  inside  with 
bits  of  rain-bleached  cord  that  were  knotted  through 
holes  in  the  wood.  She  also  shut  the  door  and  put 
up  a  wooden  bar  across  it  While  she  was  doing 
this  she  could  hear  Anastasia,  the  crazy  paralytic 
who  lived  farther  down  the  lane,  singing  a  sort  of 
mad  litany  of  hunger  to  herself  in  the  dark.  It  was 
the  thin  nasal  voice  of  a  starving  lunatic,  rising 
sharply  and  then  dying  away  in  a  tuneless  wail: — 

Holy  Mother,  send  us  a  little  food,  for  we  are  hungry! 

Kyrie  eleeison!     Eleeison! 

Blessed  Michael  Archangel,  give  us  meat,  for  we  starve! 
Eleeison! 

O  blessed  Charalambos,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  a  kid 
roasted  on  the  coals  and  good  bread  with  it!  Eleeison,  eleei- 
son!    We  are  hungry! 
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Holy  Sergius  and  Bacchus,  Martyrs,  have  mercy  upon  us 
and  send  us  a  savoury  meal  of  pottage!  Eleeison!  Pottage  with 
oil  and  pepper!     Eleeison,  eleeison! 

Holy  Peter  and  Paul  and  Zacharias,  send  your  angels  with 
fish,  and  with  meat,  and  with  sweet  cooked  herbs!  Eleeison, 
let  us  eat  and  be  filled,  and  sleep!  Eleeison!  Spread  us  your 
heavenly  tables,  and  let  us  drink  of  the  good  water  from  the 
heavenly  spring! 

Oh,  we  are  hungry!  We  are  starving!  Eleeison!  Eleeison! 
Eleeison ! 

The  miserable,  crazy  voice  rose  to  a  piercing 
scream,  that  made  Zoe  shudder;  and  then  there  came 
a  little  low,  faint  wailing,  as  the  mad  woman  collapsed 
in  her  chair,  dreaming  perhaps  that  her  prayer  was 
about  to  be  answered. 

ZoS  had  shut  the  door,  and  there  was  now  a 
little  light  in  the  ruined  room;  for  Nectaria,  the  old 
beggar  woman,  had  been  crouching  in  a  comer  over 
an  earthen  pan  in  which  a  few  live  coals  were  buried 
under  ashes,  and  she  had  blown  upon  them  till  they 
glowed  and  had  kindled  a  splinter  of  dry  wood  to  a 
flame,  and  with  this  she  had  lit  the  small  wick  of  an 
earthen  lamp  which  held  mingled  oil  and  sheep's  fat 
But  she  placed  the  light  on  the  stone  floor  so  shaded 
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that  not  a  single  ray  could  fall  towards  the  door  or 
the  cracked  shutters,  lest  some  late  returning  beggar 
should  see  a  glimmer  from  outside  and  guess  that 
there  was  something  to  get  by  breaking  in  and  steal- 
ing; for  they  were  only  three  women,  one  dying,  one 
very  old,  and  the  third  Zo^  herself,  and  two  young 
children,  and  some  of  the  beggars  were  strong  men 
who  had  only  lost  one  eye,  or  perhaps  one  hand, 
which  had  been  chopped  off  for  stealing. 

When  the  light  was  burning  Zo^  could  see  that 
the  sick  woman  was  awake,  and  she  poured  out  some 
milk  from  a  small  jug  which  Nectaria  had  brought, 
and  warmed  it  over  the  coals  in  a  cracked  cup,  and 
held  it  to  the  tired  lips,  propping  up  the  pillow  with 
her  other  hand.  And  the  sick  one  drank,  and  tried 
to  smile. 

Meanwhile  Nectaria  spread  out  the  rest  of  the  sup- 
plies she  had  brought  on  a  clean  board;  there  was  a 
small  black  loaf  and  three  little  fishes  fried  in  oil,  such 
as  could  be  bought  where  food  is  cooked  at  the  comers 
of  the  streets  for  the  very  poor.  The  two  children 
gazed  at  this  delicious  meal  with  hungry  eyes.    They 
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were  boys,  not  more  than  seven  and  eight  years  old, 
and  their  rags  were  tied  to  them,  to  cover  them,  with 
all  sorts  of  bits  of  string  and  strips  of  torn  linen. 
But  they  were  quite  quiet,  and  did  not  try  to  take 
their  share  till  Zoe  came  to  the  board  and  broke  the 
black  loaf  into  four  equal  portions  with  her  white 
fingers.  There  was  a  piece  for  each  of  the  boys,  and 
a  piece  for  Nectaria,  and  the  girl  kept  a  piece  for 
herself;  but  she  would  not  take  a  fish,  as  there  were 
only  three. 

"This  is  all  I  could  buy  for  the  money,"  said 
Nectaria.     "The  milk  is  very  dear  now." 

"Why  do  you  give  it  to  me?"  asked  the  sick 
woman,  in  a  sweet  and  faint  voice.  "You  are  only 
feeding  the  dead,  and  the  living  need  the  food." 

"Mother!"  cried  Zoe  reproachfully,  "if  you  love 
us,  do  not  talk  of  leaving  us!  The  Bokharian  has 
promised  to  bring  a  physician  to  see  you,  and  to  give 
us  money  for  what  you  need.  He  will  come  in  the 
morning,  early  in  the  morning,  and  you  shall  be 
cured,  and  live!    Is  it  not  as  I  say,  Nectaria?" 

The  old  woman  nodded  her  head  in  answer  as 
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she  munched  her  black  bread,  but  would  say  nothing, 
and  would  not  look  up.  There  was  silence  for 
awhile. 

"And  what  have  you  promised  the  Bokharian?" 
asked  the  mother  at  last,  fixing  her  sad  eyes  on 
Zoe's  face.  "Did  ever  one  of  his  people  give  one  of 
us  anything  without  return?" 

"I  have  promised  nothing,"  Zofi  answered,  meet- 
ing her  mother's  gaze  quietly.  Yet  there  was  a  shade 
of  effort  in  her  tone. 

"Nothing  yet,"  said  the  sick  woman.  "I  under- 
stand.    "But  it  will  come — it  will  come  too  soon!" 

She  turned  away  her  face  on  the  pillow  and  the 
last  words  were  hardly  audible.  The  little  boys  did 
not  hear  them,  and  would  not  have  understood;  but 
old  Nectaria  heard  and  made  signs  to  Zoe.  The  signs 
meant  that  by-and-by,  when  the  sick  woman  should 
be  dozing,  Nectaria  had  something  to  tell;  and  Zo^ 
nodded. 

There  was  silence  again  till  all  had  finished  eat- 
ing and  had  drunk  in  turn  from  the  earthen  jar 
of  water.     Then  they  sat  still  and  silent  for  a  little 
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while,  and  though  the  windows  and  the  door  were 
shut  they  could  hear  the  mad  woman  singing 
again : — 

Eleeison!     Spread  heavenly  tables!     Eleeisonl     We  are 
starving!     Eleeison!     Eleeison!     Eleeison! 

The  sick  woman  breathed  softly  and  regularly. 
The  little  boys  grew  sleepy  and  nodded,  and  huddled 
against  each  other  as  they  sat.  Then  old  Nectaria 
took  the  light  and  led  them,  half  asleep,  to  a  sort  of 
bunk  of  boards  and  dry  straw,  in  a  small  inner 
room,  and  put  them  to  bed,  covering  them  as  well 
as  she  could;  and  they  were  soon  asleep.  She  came 
back,  shading  the  light  carefully  with  her  hand;  and 
presently,  when  the  sick  woman  seemed  to  be  sleep- 
ing also,  Nectaria  and  Zo^  crept  softly  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room  and  talked  in  whispers. 

"She  is  better  to-night,"  said  the  girl. 

Nectaria  shook  her  head  doubtfully. 

"How  can  anyone  get  well  here,  without  medi- 
cine, without  food,  without  fire?"  she  asked.  "Yes 
— she  is  better — a  little.  It  will  only  take  her  longer 
to  die." 
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"She  shall  not  die,"  said  Zoe.  "The  Bokharian 
has  promised  money  and  help." 

"For  nothing?  he  will  give  nothing,"  Nectaria 
answered  sadly.  "He  talked  long  with  me  this  after- 
noon, out  in  the  street.  I  implored  him  to  give  us 
a  little  help  now,  till  the  danger  is  passed,  because 
if  you  leave  her  she  will  die." 

"Did  you  try  to  make  him  believe  that  if  he 
would  help  us  now  you  would  betray  me  to  him  in 
a  few  days?" 

"Yes,  but  he  laughed  at  me — softly  and  wisely 
as  Bokharians  laugh.  He  asked  me  if  one  should 
feed  wolves  with  flesh  before  baiting  the  pitfall  that 
is  to  catch  them.  He  says  plainly  that  imtil  you  can 
make  up  your  mind,  we  shall  have  only  the  three 
pennies  he  gives  us  every  day,  and  if  your  mother 
dies,  so  much  the  worse;  and  if  the  children  die,  so 
much  the  worse;  and  if  I  die,  so  much  the  worse; 
for  he  says  you  are  the  strongest  of  us  and  will  out- 
live us  all." 

"It  is  true!"  Zoe  clasped  her  hands  against  the 
wall  and  pressed  her  forehead  against  them,  closing 
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her  eyes.     "It  is  true,"  she  repeated,  in  the  same 
whisper,  "I  am  so  strong!" 

Old  Nectaria  stood  beside  her  and  laid  one 
wrinkled  cheek  to  the  cold  wall,  so  that  her  face 
was  near  Zo€'s,  and  they  could  still  talk. 

"If  I  refuse,"  said  the  girl,  quivering  a  little  in 
her  distress,  "I  shall  see  you  all  die  before  my  eyes, 
one  by  one!" 

"Yet,  if  you  leave  your  mother  now "  the  old 

woman  began. 

"She  has  lived  through  much  more  than  losing 
me,"  answered  Zo€.  "My  father's  long  imprison- 
ment, his  awful  death!"  she  shuddered  now,  from 
head  to  foot 

Nectaria  laid  a  withered  hand  sympathetically  on 
her  trembling  shoulder,  but  Zoe  mastered  herself 
after  a  moment's  silence  and  turned  her  face  to  her 
companion. 

"You  must  make  her  think  that  I  shall  come 
back,"  she  whispered.  "There  is  no  other  way — 
unless  I  give  my  soul,  too.  That  would  kill  her  in- 
deed— she  could  not  live  through  that!" 
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"And  to  think  that  my  old  bones  are  worth  no- 
thing!" sighed  the  poor  old  woman;  she  took  the  rags 
of  ZoS's  tattered  sleeve  and  pressed  them  to  her  lips. 

But  Zoe  bent  down,  for  she  was  the  taller  by  a 
head,  and  she  tenderly  kissed  the  wrinkled  face. 

"Hush!"  she  whispered  softly.  "You  will  wake 
her  if  you  cry.  I  must  do  it,  Ria,  to  save  you  all 
from  death,  since  I  can.  If  I  wait  longer,  I  shall  grow 
thinner,  and  though  I  am  so  strong  I  may  fall  ill. 
Then  I  shall  be  worth  nothing  to  the  Bokharian." 

"But  it  is  slavery,  child!  Do  you  not  understand 
that  it  is  slavery?  That  he  will  take  you  and  sell 
you  in  the  market,  as  he  would  sell  an  Arab  mare, 
to  the  highest  bidder?" 

Zo€  leaned  sideways  against  the  wall,  and  the 
faint  light  that  shone  upwards  from  the  earthen  lamp 
on  the  floor,  fell  upon  her  lovely  upturned  face,  and 
on  the  outlines  of  her  graceful  body,  ill-concealed  by 
her  thin  rags. 

"Is  it  true  that  I  am  still  beautiful?"  she  asked 
after  a  pause.  ^ 

"Yes,"  answered  the  old  woman,  looking  at  her, 
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"it  is  true.     You  were  not  a  pretty  child,  you  were 
sallow,  and  your  nose " 

Zoe  interrupted  her. 

"Do  you  think  that  many  girls  as  beautiful  as  I 
are  offered  in  the  slave  market?" 

"Not  in  my  time,"  answered  the  old  woman. 
"When  I  was  in  the  market  I  never  saw  one  that 
could  compare  with  you." 

She  had  been  sold  herself,  when  she  was  thirteen. 

"Of  course,"  she  added,  "the  handsome  ones 
were  kept  apart  from  us  and  were  better  fed  before 
they  were  sold,  but  we  waited  on  them — we  whom 
no  one  would  buy  except  to  make  us  work — and  so 
we  saw  them  every  day." 

"He  says  he  will  give  a  hundred  Venetian  ducats 
for  me,  does  he  not?" 

"Yes;  and  you  are  worth  three  hundred  any- 
where," answered  the  old  slave,  and  the  tears  came 
to  her  eyes,  though  she  tried  to  squeeze  them  back 
with  her  crooked  fingers. 

The  sick  woman  called  to  the  two  in  a  weak 
voice.     Zoe  was  at  her  side  instantly,  and  Nectaria 
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shuffled  as  fast  as  she  could  to  the  pan  of  coals 
and  crouched  down  to  blow  upon  the  embers  in 
order  to  warm  some  milk. 

"I  am  cold,"  complained  the  sufferer,  "so  cold!" 

Zoe  found  one  of  her  hands  and  began  to  chafe 
it  gently  between  her  own. 

"It  is  like  ice,"  she  said. 

The  girl  was  ill-clothed  enough,  as  it  was,  and 
the  early  spring  night  was  chilly;  but  she  slipped  off 
her  ragged  outer  garment,  the  long-skirted  coat  of  the 
Greeks,  and  spread  it  over  the  other  wretched  cover- 
ings of  the  bed,  tucking  it  in  round  her  mother's  neck. 

"But  you,  child?"  protested  the  sick  woman 
feebly. 

"I  am  too  hot,  mother,"  answered  Zofi,  whose 
teeth  were  chattering. 

Nectaria  brought  the  warm  milk,  and  Zoe  lifted 
the  pillow  as  she  had  done  before,  and  held  the  cup 
to  the  eager  lips  till  the  liquid  was  all  gone. 

"It  is  of  no  use,"  sighed  her  mother.  "I  shall 
die.     I  shall  not  live  till  morning." 

She  had  been  a  very  great  lady  of  Constantinople, 
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the  Kyria  Agatha,  wife  of  the  Protosparthos  Michael 
Rhangab^,  whom  the  Emperor  Andronicus  had  put 
to  death  with  frightful  tortures  more  than  a  year  ago, 
because  he  had  been  faithful  to  the  Emperor 
Johannes.  Until  her  husband  had  been  imprisoned, 
she  had  spent  her  life  in  a  marble  palace  by  the 
Golden  Horn,  or  in  a  beautiful  villa  on  the  Bosphorus. 
She  had  lived  delicately  and  had  loved  her  existence, 
and  even  after  all  her  husband's  goods  had  been 
confiscated  as  well  as  all  her  own,  she  had  lived  in 
plenty  for  many  months  with  her  children,  borrowing 
here  and  there  of  her  friends  and  relatives.  But 
they  had  forsaken  her  at  last;  not  but  that  some  of 
them  were  generous  and  would  have  supported  her 
for  years,  if  it  had  been  only  a  matter  of  money,  but 
it  had  become  a  question  of  life  and  death  after 
Rhangabe  had  been  executed,  and  none  of  them 
would  risk  being  blinded,  or  maimed,  or  perhaps 
strangled  for  the  sake  of  helping  her.  Then  she  had 
fallen  into  abject  poverty;  her  slaves  had  all  been 
taken  from  her  with  the  rest  of  the  property  and  sold 
again  in  the  market,  but  old  Nectaria  had  hidden 
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herself  and  so  had  escaped;  and  she,  who  knew  the 
city,  had  brought  Kyria  Agatha  and  her  three 
children  to  the  beggars'  quarter  as  a  last  refuge, 
when  no  one  would  take  them  in.  The  old  slave 
had  toiled  for  them,  and  begged  for  them,  and  would 
have  stolen  for  them  if  she  had  not  been  profoundly 
convinced  that  stealing  was  not  only  a  crime  punish- 
able at  the  very  least  by  the  loss  of  the  right  hand, 
but  that  it  was  also  a  much  greater  sin  because  it 
proved  that  the  thief  did  not  believe  in  the  goodness 
of  Providence.  For  Providence,  said  Nectaria,  was 
always  right,  and  so  long  as  men  did  right,  men  and 
Providence  must  necessarily  agree;  in  other  words, 
all  would  end  well,  either  on  earth  or  in  heaven. 
But  to  steal,  or  kill  by  treachery,  or  otherwise  to  in- 
jure one's  neighbour  for  one's  own  advantage,  was  to 
interfere  with  the  ways  of  Providence,  and  people 
who  did  such  things  would  in  the  end  find  themselves 
in  a  place  diametrically  opposite  to  that  heaven  in 
which  Providence  resided.  Of  its  kind,  Nectaria's 
reasoning  was  sound,  and  whether  truly  philosophical 
or  not,  it  was  undeniably  moral. 
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Zo€  was  not  Kyria  Agatha's  own  daughter.     No 
children  had  been  bom  to  the  Protosparthos  and  his 
wife   for  several  years  after  their  marriage,  and  at 
last,  in  despair,  they  had  adopted  a  little  baby  girl, 
the  child  of  a  young  Venetian  couple  who  had  both 
died   of  the  cholera  that  periodically  visited  Con- 
stantinople.    Kyria  Agatha  and  Rhangab^  brought 
her  up  as  their  own  daughter,  and  again  years  passed 
by;  then,  at  last,  two  boys  were  born  to  them  within 
eighteen  months.     Michael  Rhangab^'s  affection  for 
the  adopted  girl  never  suffered  the  slightest  change. 
Kyria  Agatha  loved  her  own  children  better,  as  any 
mother  would,   and   as  any  children  would  have  a 
right  to  expect  when  they  were  old  enough  to  reason. 
She  had  not  been  unkind  to  2k)€,  still  less  had  she 
conceived  a  dislike  for  her;  but  she  had  grown  in- 
different to  her  and  had  looked  forward  with  pleasure 
to  the  time  when  the  girl  should  marry  and  leave 
the  house.     Then  the  great  catastrophe  had  come, 
and  loss  of  fortune,  and  at  last  beggary  and  actual 
starvation;    and    though  Zofi's    devotion   had  grown 
deeper  and  more  unselfish  with  every  trial,  the  elder 
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woman*s  anxiety  now,  in  her  last  dire  extremity,  was 
for  her  boys  first,  then  for  herself,  and  for  Zoe  last  of  all. 
The  girl  knew  the  truth  about  her  birth,  for 
Rhangab6  himself  had  not  thought  it  right  that  she 
should  be  deceived,  but  she  had  not  the  least  re- 
collection of  her  own  parents;  the  Protosparthos  and 
his  wife  had  been  her  real  father  and  mother  and 
had  been  kind,  and  it  was  her  nature  to  be  grateful 
and  devoted.  She  saw  that  the  Kyria  loved  the  boys 
best,  but  she  was  already  too  womanly  not  to  feel 
that  human  nature  must  have  its  way  where  the  ties 
of  flesh  and  blood  are  concerned;  and  besides,  if  her 
adoptive  mother  had  been  cruel  and  cold,  instead  of 
only  indifferent  where  she  had  once  been  loving,  the 
girl  would  still  have  given  her  life  for  her,  for  dead 
Rhangab^'s  sake.  While  he  had  lived,  she  had 
almost  worshipped  him;  in  his  last  agonies  he  had 
sent  a  message  to  his  wife  and  children,  and  to  her, 
which  by  some  happy  miracle  had  been  delivered; 
and  now  that  he  was  dead  she  was  ready  to  die  for 
those  who  had  been  his;  more  than  that,  she  was 
willing  to  be  sold  into  slavery  for  them. 

Areihusa,  /,  ^ 
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She  stx)od  by  the  bedside  only  half-coverfed,  and 
she  tried  to  think  of  something  more  that  she  might 
do,  while  she  gazed  on  the  pale  face  that  was  turned 
up  to  hers. 

"Are  you  warmer  now?"  she  asked  tenderly. 

"Yes— a  little.     Thank  you,  child." 

Kyria  Agatha  closed  her  eyes  again,  but  Zoe  still 
watched  her.  The  conviction  grew  in  the  girl  that 
the  real  danger  was  over,  and  that  the  delicately 
nurtured  woman  only  needed  care  and  warmth  and 
food.  That  was  all,  but  that  was  the  unattainable, 
since  there  was  nothing  left  that  could  be  sold;  no- 
thing but  Zoe's  rare  and  lovely  self.  A  himdred 
golden  ducats  were  a  fortune.  In  old  Nectaria's 
hands  such  a  sum  would  buy  real  comfort  for  more 
than  a  year,  and  in  that  time  no  one  could  tell  what 
might  happen.  A  turn  of  fortune  might  bring  the 
Emperor  John  back  to  the  throne.  He  had  been  a 
weak  ruler,  but  neither  cruel  nor  ungrateful,  and 
surely  he  would  provide  for  the  widow  of  the  Com- 
mander of  his  Guards  who  had  perished  in  torment 
for  being  faithful  to  him.    Then  ZoS's  freedom  might 
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be  bought  again,  and  she  would  go  intx)  a  convent 
and  hve  a  good  life  to  the  end,  in  expiation  of  such 
evil  as  might  be  thrust  upon  her  as  a  bought  slave. 

This  she  could  do,  and  this  she  must  do,  for 
there  was  no  other  way  to  save  Agatha's  hfe,  and  the 
lives  of  the  little  boys. 

"A  little  more  milk,"  said  the  sick  woman,  open- 
ing her  eyes  again. 

Nectaria  crouched  over  the  embers,  and  warmed 
what  was  left  of  the  milk.  Zoe,  watching  her  move- 
ments, saw  that  it  was  the  last;  but  Kyria  Agatha 
was  surely  better,  and  would  ask  for  more  during 
the  night,  and  there  would  be  none  to  give  her; 
none,  perhaps,  until  nearly  noon  to-morrow. 

Nectaria  took  the  pan  of  coals  away  to  replenish 
it,  going  out  to  the  back  of  the  ruined  house  in  order 
to  light  the  charcoal  in  the  open  air.  The  sick 
woman  closed  her  eyes  again,  being  momentarily 
satisfied  and  warm. 

Zoe  sank  upon  her  knees  beside  the  bed,  forget- 
ting that  she  was  cold  and  half-starved,  as  the  tide 

of  her  thoughts  rose  in  a  wave  of  despair. 

6* 
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The  fitful  night  breeze  wafted  the  words  of  the 
mad  woman's  crooning  along  the  lane,  "Eleeisonl 
Eleeison!" 

And  Zoe  unconsciously  answered,  as  she  would 
have  answered  in  church,  "Kyrie  eleeison!" 

"Blessed  Michael,  Archangel,  give  us  meat,  we 
starve!"  came  the  wild  song,  now  high  and  distinct 

"Kyrie  eleeison!"  answered  Zo^  on  her  knees. 

Then  she  sprang  to  her  feet  like  a  startled  animal. 
Someone  had  knocked  at  the  door.  With  one  hand 
she  gathered  her  thin  rags  across  her  bosom,  the 
other  unconsciously  went  to  the  sick  woman's  shoulder, 
as  if  at  once  to  reassure  her  and  to  bid  her  be 
silent 

Again  the  knocking  came,  discreet  still,  but  a 
little  louder  than  before.  Nectaria  was  still  away 
and  busy  with  the  pan  of  coals,  and  the  sick  woman 
heard  nothing,  for  she  was  sound  asleep  at  last  TjoU^ 
saw  this,  and  drew  her  bare  feet  out  of  her  patched 
slippers  before  she  ran  lightly  to  the  door. 

"Who  knocks?"  she  asked  in  a  very  low  tone, 
clasping  her  tattered  garment  to  her  body. 
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The  Bokharian's  smooth  voice  answered  her  in 
oily  accents. 

"I  am  Rustan,"  he  said.  "I  am  suddenly  obliged 
to  go  on  a  journey,  and  I  start  at  dawn." 

Zoe  held  her  breath,  for  she  felt  that  the  last 
chance  of  saving  her  mother  was  slipping  away. 

"Do  you  hear  me?"  asked  Rustan,  outside. 

"Yes." 

"Will  you  make  up  your  mind?  I  will  give  half 
as  much  again  as  I  promised." 

The  girl's  face  had  been  pale;  it  turned  white 
now,  for  the  great  moment  had  come  very  suddenly. 
She  made  an  effort  to  swallow,  in  order  to  speak 
distinctly,  and  she  glanced  towards  the  bed.  Kyria 
Agatha  was  in  a  deep  sleep. 

"Have  you  brought  the  money  with  you?"  Zoe 
asked,  almost  panting. 

"Yes." 

The  hand  that  grasped  the  rags  to  keep  them  to- 
gether, pressed  desperately  against  her  heart.  While 
Rustan  could  have  counted  ten,  there  was  silence. 
Twice  again  she  looked  towards  the  bed  and  then, 
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with  infinite  precaution,  she  slipped  out  the  wooden 
bar  that  kept  the  door  closed.  Once  more  she  drew 
her  rags  over  her,  for  they  had  fallen  back  when  she 
used  both  her  hands.  She  opened  the  door  a  little, 
and  saw  Rustan  mufHed  in  a  cloak,  his  eager  face 
and  black  beard  thrust  forward  in  anticipation  of 
entering.  But  she  stopped  him,  and  held  out  one  hand. 

"My  mother  has  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep,"  she 
said.     "Give  me  the  money  and  I  will  go  with  you." 

Without  hesitation  Rustan  placed  in  her  out- 
stretched hand  a  small  bag  made  of  coarse  sail-doth, 
and  closely  tied  with  hemp  twine. 

"How  much  is  it?"  she  whispered. 

"One  hundred  and  fifty  gold  ducats,"  answered 
the  Bokharian  under  his  breath,  for  he  knew  that  if 
he  did  not  wake  the  sleeping  woman  there  would  be 
less  trouble. 

At  that  moment  Nectaria  came  back  from  within, 
with  the  pan  of  coals.  Zo^  caught  her  eye  and  held 
out  the  heavy  little  bag.  The  woman  stared,  looked 
at  Kyria  Agatha's  sleeping  face,  set  down  the  pan 
upon  the  floor  and  came  forward. 
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"He  has  brought  the  money,  a  hundred  and  fifty 
ducats,"  2k)e  whispered,  forcingi  the  bag  into  Nectaria's 
trembUng.  hands.  **It  is  the  only  way.  Good-bye — 
quick — shut  the  door  before  she  wakes — tell  her  I 
am  asleep  in  the  straw — God  bless  you " 

"Eleeison!  Eleeison!"  came  the  wail  of  the  mad 
woman  on  the  wind. 

Before  Nectaria  could  answer  Zo€  had  pulled  the 
door  till  it  shut  behind  her,  and  was  outside,  bare- 
footed on  the  hardening  mud,  and  scarcely  covered. 
She  said  nothing  now,  and  Rustan  was  silent  too, 
but  he  had  taken  one  of  her  wrists  and  held  it  firmly 
without  hurting  it.  The  fleet  young  creature  might 
make  a  dash  for  freedom  yet,  foolish  as  that  would 
be,  since  he  could  easily  force  his  way  into  the  ruined 
house  and  take  back  his  money  if  she  escaped  him. 
But  he  had  nearly  lost  a  young  slave  once  before, 
and  he  would  risk  nothing,  so  he  kept  his  strong 
hand  tightly  clasped  round  the  slender  wrist,  though 
Zoe  walked  beside  him  quietly  in  the  deep  gloom, 
thinking  only  of  covering  herself  from  his  gaze,  though 
indeed  he  could  scarcely  see  the  outline  of  her  figure. 
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They  went  on  quickly.  For  the  last  time,  as 
Rustan  led  her  round  a  sharp  turn,  she  heard  the 
wild  cry  of  the  poor  mad  creature  she  had  listened 
to  so  often  by  day  and  in  the  dead  of  night  Then 
she  was  in  another  street  and  could  hear  it  no  more. 

She  was  not  allowed  time  to  think  of  her  condition 
yet  A  few  steps  farther  and  Rustan  stopped  short, 
still  holding  her  fast  by  the  wrist,  and  she  saw  that 
they  had  come  upon  a  group  of  men  who  were  wait- 
ing for  them.  One  suddenly  held  up  a  lantern  which 
had  been  covered,  and  now  shed  a  yellow  light 
through  thin  leaves  of  horn,  and  Zoe  saw  that  he 
was  a  big  Ethiopian,  as  black  as  ebony.  She  drew 
her  tatters  still  more  closely  over  her  with  her  free 
hand  and  turned  away  from  the  light,  as  well  as 
Rustan's  unrelaxing  hold  would  allow. 

A  moment  later  someone  she  could  not  see  threw 
a  wide  warm  cloak  over  her  shoulders  from  behind 
her,  and  she  caught  it  gladly  and  drew  the  folds  to 
her  breast 

"Get  into  the  litter,"  said  Rustan,  sharply  but 
not  loudly. 


ARETHUSA.  89 

There-  was  nothing  soft  or  oily  in  his  tone  now. 
He  had  bought  her  and  she  was  a  part  of  his  pro- 
perty. Four  men  had  lifted  a  covered  palanquin  and 
held  it  up  with  the  small  open  door  just  in  front  of 
her.  She  turned,  sat  upon  the  edge,  and  bent  her 
head  to  slip  into  the  conveyance  backwards,  as 
Eastern  women  learn  to  do  very  easily.  Rustan  held 
her  wrist  till  she  was  ready  to  draw  in  her  feet,  and 
as  he  let  her  go  at  last  she  disappeared  within.  He 
instantly  closed  the  sliding  panel  and  fastened  it 
with  a  bronze  pin.  There  were  half-a-dozen  round 
holes  in  each  ^door  to  let  in  air,  not  quite  big 
enough  to  allow  the  passage  of  an  ordinary  woman's 
hand. 

Zoe  sank  back  in  the  close  darkness  and  found 
herself  leaning  against  yielding  pillows  covered  with 
soft  leather.  The  palanquin  began  to  move  steadily 
forwards,  hardly  swaying  from  side  to  side,  and  not 
rising  or  falling  at  all,  as  the  porters  walked  on  with 
a  smooth,  shuffling  gait,  each  timing  his  step  a  frac- 
tion of  a  second  later  than  that  of  the  man  next 
before  him;  lest,  by  all  keeping  step  together,  they 
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should  set  their  burden  swinging,  which  is  intolerable 
to  the  person  carried. 

Four  men  carried  the  litter,  a  fifth,  armed  with 
an  iron-shod  staff,  went  before  with  the  lantern,  and 
Rustan  followed  after.  There  was  nothing  in  the 
appearance  of  the  party  to  excite  surprise  or  curiosity 
in  a  city  where  every  well-to-do  person  who  went  out 
in  the  evening  was  carried  in  a  palanquin,  and  ac- 
companied by  at  least  two  trusty  servants.  For  that 
matter,  too,  Rustan's  business  was  perfectly  legitimate, 
and  it  concerned  no  one  that  he  should  have  a  newly 
bought  beauty  carried  in  a  closed  litter  from  a  distant 
quarter  of  the  city  to  his  home. 

It  was  true  that  he  had  no  receipt  for  his  money, 
acknowledging  that  it  was  the  stipulated  price  paid 
for  a  full-grown  white  maid  between  eighteen  and 
nineteen  years  old,  with  brown  eyes,  brown  hair, 
twenty-eight  teeth,  all  sound,  and  a  pale  complexion; 
who  weighed  about  two  Attic  talents  and  five  minae, 
and  measured  just  six  palms,  standing  on  her  bare 
feet  In  strict  law,  he  should  have  had  such  a  docu- 
ment, signed  by  the  father  or  mother  or  owner  of  the 
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slave,  but  he  knew  that  he  was  quite  safe  without  it. 
Like  all  Bokharians,  he  was  a  profound  judge  of 
human  nature,  and  he  was  quite  sure  that  having 
once  submitted  to  her  fate  ZoS  would  not  cheat  him 
by  claiming  the  freedom  she  had  sacrificed;  more- 
over, he  knew  that  the  adopted  daughter  of  Michael 
Rhangab6  who  had  died  on  the  stake  in  the  Hippo- 
drome as  an  enemy  of  the  reigning  Emperor,  would 
have  but  a  small  chance  of  obtaining  justice,  even  if 
she  attempted  to  prove  that  she  had  been  carried  off 
by  force.  Rustan  Karaboghazji  felt  that  his  position 
was  unassailable  as  he  followed  the  litter  that  carried 
his  latest  bargain  through  the  winding  streets  of 
Constantinople  towards  the  narrow  lane,  one  side  of 
which  was  formed  by  that  mysterious  wall  which  had 
but  one  door  in  it 

He  was  well  pleased  with  his  day's  business,  for 
he  was  quite  sure  that  he  had  netted  a  handsome 
profit.  Under  his  cloak  he  held  a  string  of  beads  in 
one  hand,  and  as  he  walked  he  made  the  calculation 
of  his  probable  gains,  pushing  the  beads  along  the 
string  with  his  thumb.     He  had  paid  one  hundred 
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and  fifty  gold  ducats  for  Zoe;  but  fifty  of  them  were 
at  least  a  quarter  of  their  value  under  weight,  so  that 
the  actual  value  of  the  gold  was  one  hundred  and 
thirty-seven  and  a  half  ducats.  He  was  quite  sure 
that  Zeno  would  approve  the  purchase  on  a  careful 
inspection,  and  that  he  would  be  willing  to  give  three 
hundred  and  fifty  sequins,  though  the  girl  was  a  little 
over  age,  as  slaves'  ages  were  counted.  She  should 
have  been  between  sixteen  and  seventeen,  yet  she 
was  exceptionally  pretty,  and  spoke  three  languages 
— Greek,  Latin,  and  Italian.  If  Zeno  paid  the  price, 
the  clear  profit  would  be  two  hundred  and  twelve 
and  a  half  ducats.  The  beads  worked  quickly  in 
Rustan's  fingers,  and  his  hard  grey  eyes  gleamed  in 
the  dark.  Two  hundred  and  twelve  and  a  half  on 
one  hundred  and  thirty-seven  and  a  half,  by  the  new 
Venetian  method  of  so  much  in  the  hundred,  which 
was  a  very  convenient  way  of  reckoning  profits,  meant 
one  hundred  and  fifty-four  and  a  half  per  centum. 
The  beads  worked  furiously,  as  the  merchant's 
imagination  carried  him  off  into  a  mercantile  para- 
dise where  he  could  make  a  hundred  and  fifty  per 
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cent  on  his  capital  every  day  of  the  year  except 
Sundays  and  high  feast  days.  This  calculation  was 
complicated,  even  for  a  Bokharian  brain,  but  it  was 
a  delightful  one  to  follow  out,  and  Rustan's  blood 
coursed  pleasantly  through  his  vdns  as  he  walked 
behind  his  purchase. 

He  had  lost  no  time  after  he  had  left  the  beg- 
gars' quarter  late  in  the  afternoon,  by  no  means  sure 
that  Zo€  meant  to  surrender  at  all,  and  very  doubt- 
ful as  to  her  doing  so  within  the  next  three  days. 
Yet  he  had  boldly  promised  that  Carlo  Zeno  should 
see  her  on  approval  on  the  following  morning.  After 
all,  he  risked  nothing  but  a  first  failure,  for  if  he  did 
not  succeed  in  buying  Zo€  in  time  he  could  never- 
theless show  the  Venetian  merchant  some  very  pretty 
wares.  Zeno  was  not  a  man  to  waste  words  with 
such  a  creature  as  a  slave-dealer,  and  the  interview 
had  not  lasted  ten  minutes.  It  had  taken  longer  than 
that  to  weigh  the  ducats  in  order  to  be  sure  that  a 
certain  number  of  them  were  under  weight  The 
only  thing  Rustan  now  wished  was  that  he  had  put 
many  more  light  ones  into  the  bag,  since  it  had  not 
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even  been  opened;  for  he  had  naturally  expected  to 
be  obliged  to  count  them  out  before  old  Nectaria, 
who  had  a  bom  slave's  intelligence  about  money. 

Inside  the  litter  the  girl  lay  on  her  cushions  in 
the  dark,  wondering  with  a  sort  of  horror  at  what 
she  had  done.  She  had  thought  of  it  indeed,  through 
many  days  and  sleepless  nights,  and  she  did  not 
regret  it;  she  would  not  have  gone  back,  now  that 
she  had  left  plenty  and  comfort  where  there  had 
been  nothing  but  ruin  and  hunger;  but  she  thought 
of  what  was  before  her  and  prayed  that  she  might 
close  her  eyes  and  die  before  the  morning  came,  or 
better  still,  before  the  litter  stopped  and  Rustan  drew 
back  the  sliding  door. 

In  an  age  and  a  land  of  slavery,  the  slave's  fate 
was  familiar  to  her.  She  knew  that  there  were  public 
markets  and  private  markets,  and  that  her  beauty, 
which  meant  her  value,  would  save  her  from  the 
former;  but  to  the  daughter  of  freebom  parents  the 
difference  between  the  one  and  the  other  was  not  so 
great  as  to  be  a  consolation.  She  would  be  well 
lodged,  well  covered,  and  well  fed,  it  was  true,  and 
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she  need  not  fear  cruel  treatment;  but  customers 
would  come,  perhaps  to-morrow,  and  she  was  to  be 
shown  to  them  like  a  valuable  horse;  they  would 
judge  her  points  and  discuss  her  and  the  sum  that 
Rustan  would  ask;  and  if  they  thought  the  price  too 
high  they  would  go  away  and  others  would  come, 
and  others,  till  a  bargain  was  struck  at  last  After 
that,  she  could  only  think  of  death  as  the  end.  She 
knew  that  many  handsome  girls  were  secretly  sold 
to  Sultan  Amurad  and  the  Turkish  chiefs  over  in 
Asia  Minor  or  in  Adrianople,  and  it  was  more  than 
likely  that  she  herself  would  fare  no  better,  for  the 
conquerors  were  lavish  with  their  gold,  whereas  the 
Greeks  were  either  half-ruined  nobles  or  sordid 
merchants  who  counted  every  penny. 

The  men  carried  the  litter  smoothly  and  steadily, 
never  slackening  and  never  hastening  their  pace.  The 
time  seemed  endless.  Now  and  then  she  heard  voices 
and  many  steps,  with  the  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs, 
which  told  her  that  she  was  in  one  of  the  more 
frequented  streets,  but  most  of  the  time  she  heard 
scarcely  anything  but  the  shuffling  walk  of  the  mcA 
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in  their  heavy  sandals  and  the  firmer  tread  of 
Rustan's  well-shod  feet  where  the  road  was  hard. 
She  guessed  that  he  was  avoiding  the  great  thorough- 
fares, probably  because  the  people  who  thronged  them 
even  at  that  hour  would  have  hindered  the  progress 
of  the  palanquin.  Zoe  knew  as  well  as  the  dealer 
that  there  was  nothing  as  yet  in  the  transaction  which 
need  be  hidden;  possibly,  if  she  were  afterwards 
sold  to  the  Turks,  she  would  be  taken  across  the 
Bosphorus  secretly,  for  though  there  was  no  law 
against  selling  Christian  girls  to  unbelievers  the  people 
of  the  city  looked  upon  the  traffic  with  something 
like  horror,  and  an  angry  crowd  might  rescue  the 
merchandise  from  the  dealer's  hands.  Zo€  did  not 
expect  that  rare  good  fortune,  for  Rustan  was  not  a 
man  to  run  any  risks  in  his  business. 

As  she  lay  among  her  cushions,  dreading  the  end 
of  the  journey,  but  gradually  wearying  of  the  fixture, 
her  thoughts  went  back  to  the  first  cause  of  all  her 
misfortunes,  of  Michael  Rhangab^'s  awfiil  death,  of 
all  the  suffering  that  had  followed  them.  One  man 
alone  had  wrought  that  evil  and  much  more,  one 
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man,  the  reigning  Emperor  Andronicus.  Zo€  was 
not  revengeful,  not  cruel,  very  far  from  bloodthirsty; 
but  when  she  thought  of  him  she  felt  that  she  would 
kill  him  if  she  could,  and  that  it  would  only  be  justice. 
Suddenly  a  ray  of  something  like  hope  flashed  through 
her  darkness.  Nectaria  had  told  her  how  beautiful 
she  was;  perhaps,  being  so  much  more  valuable  than 
most  of  the  slaves  that  went  to  the  market,  she  might 
be  destined  for  the  Emperor  himself.  It  was  just 
possible.  She  set  her  teeth  and  clenched  her  little 
hands  in  the  dark.  If  that  should  be  her  fate,  the 
usurper's  days  were  numbered.  She  would  free  her 
country  from  its  tyrant  and  be  revenged  for  Rhan- 
gab^'s  murder  and  for  all  the  rest  at  one  quick 
stroke,  though  she  might  be  condemned  to  die  within 
the  hour.     That  was  indeed  something  to  hope  for. 

The  litter  stopped  and  she  heard  keys  thrust  into 
locks,  and  felt  that  the  porters  turned  short  to  the 
left  to  enter  a  door.  Her  journey  through  the  city 
was  at  an  end. 
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RusTAN  Stayed  behind  to  shut  the  outer  door, 
and  ZoS  felt  that  she  was  carried  as  much  as  twenty 
paces  forward  and  upwards  before  the  bearers  stood 
still  at  last.  Then  the  sliding  panel  opened,  letting 
in  light,  and  a  strange  voice  told  her  to  get  out.  She 
turned  inside  the  palanquin  and  thrust  out  her  naked 
feet  As  she  put  them  down,  expecting  to  touch  bare 
earth  or  a  stone  pavement,  they  rested  on  a  rough 
carpet;  at  the  same  instant  she  sat  on  the  edge  of 
the  litter  bending  her  head  to  get  out  of  it  and  look- 
ing round  curiously. 

Rustan  was  not  there,  and  in  his  place  she  saw 
a  huge  young  negress  with  flaming  red  hair  and  roll- 
ing eyes,  who  roughly  ordered  the  porters  to  take 
away  the  palanquin  and  at  the  same  time  caught 
Zoe's  wrist,  whether  to  help  her  to  stand  upright  or 
to  secure  her  person  it  was  hard  to  say.     The  girl 
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was  much  more  fearless  than  Omobono,  the  Venetian 
secretary,  and  she  was  not  frightened  by  the  gigantic 
woman's  appearance,  as  he  had  been.  In  getting 
out  she  had  managed  to  gather  the  cloak  round  her, 
so  that  the  men  should  not  see  her  in  her  rags;  foi 
there  was  light  in  the  large  room  where  she  found 
herself,  and  now  that  she  could  look  about  her  she 
saw  a  dozen  or  more  girls  and  young  women  stand- 
ing in  small  groups  a  few  paces  behind  the  negress. 
They  surveyed  the  new  arrival  curiously,  but  with 
different  expressions.  Some  seemed  to  pity  her,  others 
smiled  as  if  to  welcome  her;  one  good-looking  girl 
had  noticed  that  she  had  no  shoes,  and  her  lip  curled 
contemptuously  at  such  a  proof  of  abject  poverty,  for 
she  herself  was  the  daughter  of  a  prosperous  Cau- 
casian horse-thief  who  had  brought  her  up  in  plenty 
and  ease  in  order  that  she  might  fetch  a  high  price. 
The  bearers  had  now  left  the  room  and  there  were 
no  men  present,  Zoe  vaguely  wished  that  they  would 
come  back,  even  the  black  bearers  of  the  litter,  for 
she  felt  a  very  womanly  woman's  distrust  of  her  own 
sex,  where  so  many  who  were  strangers,  and  possibly 
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not  well-disposed  to  her,  were  gathered  together  to 
look  at  her. 

The  negress  surveyed  her  critically  by  the  light 
of  the  large  bronze  lamp  that  stood  on  a  stand  be- 
side her,  and  showed  her  sharp  teeth  in  an  approv- 
ing smile  that  made  her  thick  upper  lip  roll  upwards 
on  itself.  She  took  the  cloak  from  Zo^'s  shoulders 
and  scrutinised  her  half-clad  figure,  till  she  blushed 
red.  Then  the  daughter  of  the  Caucasian  horse-thief 
laughed  rudely,  and  some  of  the  others  tittered  while 
the  negress  gently  pinched  ZoS's  bare  arms  and  neck 
to  judge  of  their  firmness  and  of  her  general  condi- 
tion. Apparently  the  examination  was  tolerably  satis- 
factory, for  the  woman  nodded  and  grinned  again. 
As  yet  not  a  word  had  been  spoken  since  she  had 
dismissed  the  bearers,  but  now  she  turned  towards 
the  other  girls  and  called  two  of  them. 

"Lucilla  and  Yulia,  you  shall  wait  on  her,"  she 
said  in  Greek.  "The  rest  of  you,  to  bed!  It  is 
already  three  hours  of  the  night," 

Two  dark-skinned  girls  in  coarse  blue  linen  clothes 
came  forward  with  alacrity,  evidently  much  pleased 
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at  being  chosen  for  the  office.  They  were  ordinaxy 
slave-girls  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  years,  who  would  be 
sold  for  house-work,  and  had  no  pretensions  to  good 
looks.  Their  tightly  plaited  black  hair  was  com- 
pressed into  the  smallest  possible  space  at  the  backs 
of  their  heads,  and  they  wore  small  red  caps,  coarsely 
embroidered,  but  neat  and  fresh.  Their  faces  were 
much  alike  though  they  were  not  sisters.  ZoS  saw 
instantly  that  they  were  children  of  slaves  of  non- 
descript breed  with  a  small  admixture  of  African 
blood,  of  the  race  that  swarmed  in  Constantinople. 

"Go  to  bed,  I  say!"  cried  the  negress  to  the 
others,  seeing  that  some  of  them  were  inclined  to 
linger.     "Be  off!" 

They  saw  her  hand  move  towards  the  whip  in 
her  girdle  and  they  ran  for  the  door,  crowding  on 
each  other  like  sheep  at  the  gate  when  the  dogs  drive 
them  into  the  fold.  Having  produced  this  desired 
result,  the  negress  turned  to  Zo€  again,  and  her 
manner  suddenly  became  caressing  and  almost  fawning. 

"  You  are  mistress  here,  Kokona,"  she  said.  **These 
two  girls  shall  wait  on  you  while  our  humble  roof  is 
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honoured  by  your  presence.  If  you  have  the  slightest 
cause  of  discontent  with  their  service,  only  tell  me, 
and  they  shall  be  taught  their  duty." 

Again  her  hand  went  significantly  to  her  girdle, 
and  she  rolled  her  terrible  eyes.  The  two  maids 
shrank  visibly  at  a  threat  of  which  they  had  already 
felt  the  meaning. 

Zog  was  not  so  dull  as  to  misunderstand  the 
negress's  manner.  The  favourite  slave  of  some  high 
and  mighty  personage,  of  the  Emperor  himself,  per- 
haps, would  have  power,  if  only  for  a  time,  and  the 
wife  of  Karaboghazji  lost  no  time  in  making  a  bid 
for  such  patronage. 

**I  am  a  slave,  as  these  girls  are,"  Zo€  answered, 
laying  a  kindly  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  one 
nearest  to  her. 

Both  maids  gazed  up  into  her  face  with  a  sort 
of  wondering  gratitude. 

"I  am  here  to  be  sold,  just  as  you  are,"  Zo€ 
added,  returning  their  look.  The  negress  laughed 
loudly,  for  she  was  evidently  in  a  good  humour, 

"Also  the  noble  peacock  and  the  sparrow  are 
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both  birds,  though  the  feathers  are  different!"  she 
cried,  "But  the  Kok6na  is  hungry  and  cold,"  she 
continued,  in  a  tone  of  servile  anxiety  for  Zo€'s  com- 
fort "Will  she  not  perhaps  take  a  bath  and  change 
her  clothes  before  supper?     Everything  is  ready." 

"I  have  supped,"  answered  Zoe,  who  had  eaten 
a  piece  of  black  bread,  "but  as  for  clothes,  I  should 
like  to  put  on  the  cloak  again,  for  I  feel  cold." 

She  had  hardly  spoken  before  the  two  maids  had 
wrapped  her  in  the  warm  mantle. 

"Thank  you,"  she  said  to  them,  and  she  turned 
to  the  negress.  "You  seem  to  be  mistress  here.  May 
I  go  to  bed  now?" 

"Yes,  I  am  the  mistress,"  answered  the  African 
woman,  all  her  teeth  gleaming  in  the  lamplight.  "I 
am  Rustan  Karaboghazji's  wife,  Kok6na." 

Zoe  could  not  repress  a  movement  of  surprise. 
The  negress  laughed. 

"Rustan  is  a  wise  man,"  she  said  with  a  tre- 
mendous grin.  "It  is  cheaper  to  marry  one  woman 
with  a  strong  hand  than  to  keep  a  couple  of  smooth- 
faced thieves  for  gaolers,  as  most  of  the  people  in 


ARETHUSA.  IO7 

our  business  do.   If  the  Kok6na  will  please  to  follow 
me  I  will  show  her  the  room  I  have  prepared." 

Zo€  bent  her  head  and  followed,  for  the  negress 
was  already  leading  the  way.  They  entered  a  room 
of  fair  dimensions  which  had  evidently  been  got  ready 
with  considerable  care,  for  it  contained  everything 
that  a  woman  accustomed  to  comfort  could  require. 
A  good  Persian  carpet  covered  the  floor;  a  narrow, 
but  handsomely  chiselled  bronze  bedstead  was 
fumished  with  two  mattresses,  spotless  linen  and  a 
warm  coverlet  of  silk  and  wool;  on  a  marble  table 
stood  a  little  mirror  of  polished  metal,  before  which 
lay  two  ivory  combs  and  a  number  of  ivory  and  silver 
hairpins  and  other  little  things  needful  for  a  woman's 
toilet;  there  stood  also  a  gilt  lamp  with  three  beaks, 
which  shed  a  pleasant  light  upon  everything;  a  low 
curtained  door  at  the  end  of  the  room  gave  access  to 
the  small  bathroom  where  another  little  lamp  was 
burning.  The  negress  drew  the  curtain  back  and 
showed  the  place  to  Zoe,  who  had  certainly  not  ex- 
pected to  spend  her  first  night  of  slavery  in  such 
luxurious  quarters.     Rustan's  wife   opened  a  large 
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wardrobe,  too,  and  showed  her  a  plentiful  supply  of 
fine  linen  and  clothes,  neatly  folded  and  lying  on 
shelves.  In  the  middle  of  the  room  a  round  table 
was  prepared  with  three  dishes,  one  containing  some 
small  cold  birds,  another  a  salad,  and  a  third  mixed 
sweetmeats,  and  there  was  also  wine  and  water  in 
small  silver  flagons,  and  one  silver  drinking-cup.  It 
was  long  indeed  since  Zo€  had  seen  anything  like 
this,  and  her  eyes  smarted  suddenly  when  she  realised 
that  the  slave-dealer's  prison  reminded  her  faintly  of 
her  old  home.  For  it  was  a  prison  after  all;  she 
guessed  that  beyond  the  shutters  of  the  closed  window 
there  were  stout  iron  bars,  and  as  she  had  entered 
she  had  seen  a  big  key  in  the  lock  on  the  outside  of 
the  door. 

"It  is  late,"  said  the  negress,  when  she  had  shown 
everything.  "The  girls  will  sleep  on  the  floor,  for 
the  carpet  is  good  and  there  are  two  blankets  for 
them,  there  in  the  comer.  Good  night,  Kokona.  By 
what  name  shall  I  call  the  Kok6na?  The  Kokona 
will  excuse  her  servant's  ignorance!" 

Zo€  hesitated  a  moment     She  had  not  thought 
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of  changing  her  name,  but  now  she  felt  all  at  once 
that  as  a  slave  she  must  cut  off  all  connection  with 
her  former  life.  What  if  the  personage  who  was  to 
buy  her  should  turn  out  to  have  known  her  mother, 
and  even  herself,  and  should  recognise  her  by  her 
name?  A  resemblance  of  face  could  be  explained 
away,  but  her  face  and  her  name  together  would  cer- 
tainly betray  her.  It  was  not  so  much  that  she 
feared  the  open  shame  of  being  recognised  as  Michael 
Rhangab^'s  adopted  daughter;  she  had  grown  used 
to  the  meaning  of  the  word  slavery  during  those  last 
desperate  days.  But  people  would  not  fail  to  say 
that  Kyria  Agatha  had  sold  her  adopted  daughter 
into  slavery  in  order  to  save  herself  and  her  own 
children  from  misery.  ZoS  could  prevent  that,  and 
she  only  hesitated  long  enough  to  choose  the  name 
by  which  she  was  to  be  known. 

"Call  me  Arethusa,"  she  said. 

Her  thoughts  had  flown  back  to  the  deed  of  justice 
she  meant  to  do  if  she  should  ever  be  near  the  Em- 
peror Andronicus;  and  if  Aret6  had  come  later  to 
mean  virtue,  it  had  meant  courage  first,  manly,  un- 
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flinching  courage;  and  as  Zoe  was  only  a  Greek  girl 
and  not  a  German  professor,  she  naturally  supposed 
that  Arete  was  the  very  word  from  which  Arethusa 
was  derived. 

"It  is  a  fine  name,"  observed  her  gaoler  obse- 
quiously. 

"And  what  shall  I  call  you?"  asked  Zoe. 

"I  am  Kyria  Karaboghazji."  The  negress  tossed 
her  flaming  head  and  smiled  with  satisfied  vanity. 
"My  husband  calls  me  Zoe,"  she  added,  with  an 
amazing  smirk,  and  some  affectation  of  shyness. 

"Zoe!"  The  high-bom  girl  repeated  her  own 
name  in  genuine  astonishment. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  negress.  "Rustan  is  very  aff*ec- 
tionate.  He  says  that  I  am  his  Zoe,  his  'life,'  be- 
cause he  would  surely  die  of  starvation  without  me  1 " 

"I  see,"  said  the  Greek  girl. 

She  would  not  have  believed  that  before  lying 
down  in  her  prison  that  night  she  would  be  forced 
to  make  an  effort  to  suppress  a  laugh. 

"And  now  it  is  growing  late,"  said  the  negress 
again,  "and  Rustan  is  wondering  why  I  do  not  come 
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to  comb  his  beard  and  smoothe  his  pillow,  and  pre- 
pare his  drink  for  the  night.  Good  night,  Kokona 
Arethusal  May  Holy  Charalambos  send  you  dreams 
of  delight!" 

"And  to  you  also,  Kyria  Karaboghazji,"  Zoe  an- 
swered, though  the  form  of  the  woman's  salutation 
was  new  to  her. 

The  negress  went  out,  still  much  pleased  with 
herself,  and  swaying  her  massive  hips  as  she  walked. 
She  shut  the  door,  and  Zo€  heard  the  big  key  move 
in  the  lock. 

The  two  slave-girls  had  stood  at  a  respectful  dis- 
tance throughout  the  conversation,  their  hands  crossed 
submissively  and  their  eyes  bent  on  the  floor,  for 
Rustan's  wife  had  already  taught  them  manners  in 
order  to  improve  their  price.  But  she  was  no  sooner 
gone  than  they  looked  at  each  other,  and  their  lips 
b^an  to  twitch  nervously;  in  another  moment  they 
were  both  seized  with  a  convulsion  of  silent  laughter. 
They  shook  from  head  to  foot,  they  held  their  sides, 
they  bent  and  swayed,  and  twisted  their  hands  to- 
gether, but  not  a  sound  escaped  their  lips.     Beyond 
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this,  they  could  not  control  their  mirth,  and  while 
they  laughed  they  looked  anxiously  at  Zoe. 

She  herself  could  not  help  smiling  when  she 
thought  of  the  negress's  enormous  self-satisfaction,  but 
presently  she  shook  her  head  at  the  girls  and  laid 
her  finger  on  her  lips.  Their  amusement  subsided 
quickly,  for  though  she  seemed  kind,  they  knew  what 
they  had  to  expect  if  one  word  from  her  should  ex- 
pose them  to  the  negress's  displeasure. 

Zo€  was  very  tired,  now  that  the  great  sacrifice 
was  made,  and  she  let  the  slave-girls  help  her  as 
much  as  they  would.  They  even  made  her  eat  some- 
thing and  drink  a  little  water.  Now  and  then,  when 
they  looked  up  at  her,  she  patted  them  on  the  shoul- 
der and  smiled  faintly,  but  her  thoughts  were  far 
away  in  the  ruined  house  in  the  beggars'  quarter. 
When  the  girls  had  helped  her  in  the  bath  and  had 
dried  her  feet  that  had  been  stained  with  mud  and 
blue  with  the  cold,  they  chafed  them  with  their  hands 
and  kissed  them. 

"They  are  like  two  little  white  mice!"  said  Yulia, 
laughing  softly. 
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"No,  they  are  like  young  doves!"  said  Lucilla. 

And  they  each  slipped  one  of  her  feet  into  a 
slipper  of  deerskin;  and  then  they  clothed  her  for  the 
night  in  fine  dry  linen  and  a  small  green  silk  jacket 
They  were  skilful  with  their  hands  though  they  were 
still  so  young,  and  she  let  them  do  what  they  thought 
she  needed,  and  lay  down  at  last,  to  be  covered  and 
tucked  in  as  warmly  and  comfortably  as  when  K}rria 
Agatha  used  to  put  her  to  bed,  before  the  boys  had 
been  bom  and  had  taken  her  place. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  little  maids  had  put  out 
the  lamp,  leaving  only  the  small  light  in  the  bath; 
then  they  noiselessly  devoiured  all  the  sweetmeats  left 
on  the  table,  after  which  they  curled  themselves  up 
on  the  carpet  under  their  blankets  and  were  asleep 
m  a  moment,  like  young  animals. 

For  a  few  moments  Zo^  still  tried  to  think;  tired 
though  she  was,  she  hated  herself  for  being  able  to 
rest  in  such  comfort  while  K3nria  Agatha  was  perhaps 
awake  under  her  pile  of  rags,  and  Nectaria  was 
hugging  the  straw  to  keep  a  little  warmth  in  her  old 
body.     But  then  she  thought  of  the  morrow,  and  of 
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all  that  Nectaria  would  do  with  the  gold  for  the  sick 
woman  and  the  little  boys,  and  in  this  soothing  re- 
flexion she  was  borne  softly  away  out  of  this  world 
of  slavery,  through  the  ivory  gates  to  the  infinite 
gardens  of  dreamland. 

She  was  waked  by  the  sunshine  streaming  into 
the  room  through  the  window,  and  as  she  opened 
her  eyes  she  saw  the  iron  bars,  and  remembered  where 
she  was.  She  sighed,  for  she  had  been  happy  in  her 
sleep.  The  girls  were  sitting  cross-legged  on  the 
carpet,  side  by  side,  at  a  little  distance,  sUently  await- 
ing her  pleasure.  She  turned  her  head  on  the  pillow 
and  lay  on  one  side,  looking  at  their  small  dark  faces; 
but  she  did  not  speak  to  them  yet  They  were  very 
much  alike,  she  thought,  commonplace  girls,  differing 
so  little  from  thousands  of  other  young  slaves  in  the 
great  city,  that  it  would  be  hard  for  her  to  recognise 
them,  if  she  should  not  see  them  for  a  few  days. 
They  would  be  disposed  of  soon,  of  course,  for  there 
was  always  a  demand  for  healthy  young  house  slaves 
who  had  been  properly  taught  She  envied  them 
their  homely  features,  their  coarse  black  hair,  their 
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angular  figures,  their  sallow  cheeks,  and  their  cunning 
little  black  eyes.  They  could  only  be  sold  as  workers. 
All  her  life  ZoS  had  heard  the  price  of  house  slaves 
discussed,  even  more  freely  than  the  price  of  clothes 
or  jewels,  and  she  knew  that  neither  of  the  girls  was 
worth  more  than  five-and-twenty  ducats.  She  won- 
dered what  Rustan  meant  to  ask  for  herself;  he  would 
certainly  not  demand  less  than  double  the  sum  he 
had  paid. 

While  she  was  reflecting  on  these  questions,  and 
wishing  all  the  time  that  she  might  have  news  of 
Kyria  Agatha  during  the  day,  the  big  key  moved  in 
the  Persian  lock.  The  two  girls  sprang  to  their  feet 
and  stood  in  a  respectful  attitude,  Zoe  turned  her 
eyes  as  she  heard  the  sound,  the  door  opened,  and 
the  n^ress's  flaming  head  appeared  in  the  sunlight 
She  saw  that  Zoe  was  awake,  and  she  entered  the 
room,  shutting  the  door  behind  her.  She  greeted  her 
valuable  prisoner  in  the  half-famiUar,  half-obsequious 
tone  she  had  adopted  from  the  first,  asking  her  how 
she  had  slept,  and  whether  the  little  maids  had  done 

their  duty.    The  latter  question  was  accompanied  by 
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a  fierce  look  at  the  two  girls.  Zo^  answered  that  they 
were  most  skilful  and  well  behaved.  The  negress 
looked  at  the  remains  of  the  supper  on  the  table. 

"So  the  Kokona  Arethusa  is  fond  of  sweetmeats," 
she  observed.  ^*She  eats  only  a  mouthful  from  one 
bird  and  all  the  sugar-plums!" 

Zo€  was  on  the  point  of  uttering  an  exclamation 
of  surprised  denial,  when  she  met  the  terrified  eyes 
of  the  two  slave-girls  and  checked  herself  with  a  smile. 

"I  am  very  fond  of  sweets,"  she  answered  care- 
lessly. 

The  black  woman  seemed  satisfied  and  turned 
from  the  table.  She  opened  the  wardrobe  next,  and 
selected  what  she  considered  the  handsomest  of  the 
dresses  that  lay  folded  on  the  shelves  within.  Zoe 
watched  her  curiously.  She  unfolded  garments  of 
apple-green  silk,  and  one  of  peach-coloured  Persian 
velvet  embroidered  with  silver,  with  a  sash  of  plaited 
green  silk  and  gold  threads.  The  two  girls  took  the 
things  from  her  and  laid  them  out 

"Surely,"  Zo^  said,  "you  do  not  wish  me  to  wear 
those  clothes!" 
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"They  are  very  good  clothes,"  observed  the  negress 
coaxingly.  "Look  at  this  velvet  coat!  There  are  even 
seed-pearls  in  the  embroidery,  and  it  is  quite  new 
and  fresh.  My  husband  bought  it  from  the  Blachemae 
palace,  when  Handsome  John  was  imprisoned.  It 
belonged  to  one  of  the  favoiuite  ladies.  The  slaves 
who  ran  away  stole  all  the  things  and  sold  them." 

"I  would  rather  wear  something  plainer,**  said 
Zoe;  but  at  the  mention  of  the  captive  Emperor  her 
brown  eyes  had  grown  very  dark  and  hard,  and  her 
voice  almost  trembled. 

"Kok6na  Arethusa  must  look  her  best  this  mom- 
ing,''  objected Rustan's  wife.  "She  will  receive  a  visit." 

Zo€  started  a  little,  and  instinctively  drew  the  bed- 
clothes up  to  her  chin. 

"Already  1"  she  exclaimed  in  a  low  tone. 

The  negress  grinned  from  ear  to  ear. 

"The  Kokona  will  perhaps  not  spend  another 
night  under  our  humble  roof,"  she  said.  "I  do  not 
know  an)rthing  certainly  as  yet,  because  the  customer 
has  not  seen  you,"  she  continued  more  familiarly, 
"but  Rustan  has  consulted  the  astrologer,  who  says 
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that  these  are  fortunate  days  for  our  buying  and  our 
selling.  So  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  the  customer 
will  be  pleased  with  your  looks,  Kok6na,  for  indeed, 
though  I  do  not  wish  to  flatter  you,  we  have  not 
entertained  such  a  beauty  in  our  modest  home  for  a 
long  time!" 

All  this  was,  of  course,  intended  to  put  Zo€  in  a 
good  humour,  in  order  that  she  might  produce  an 
agreeable  impression  on  the  expected  purchaser. 
Rustan  had  once  missed  a  very  good  bargain  because 
the  merchandise  had  burst  into  tears  at  the  wrong 
moment 

"What  sort  of  person  is  the  customer?"  asked  the 
girl.     "Do  you  know  who  he  is?" 

She  asked  the  question  quietly,  but  she  held  her 
breath  as  she  waited  for  the  reply. 

"I  forget  his  name,"  answered  the  negress  after 
a  moment's  thought.  "He  is  a  foreigner,  a  rich 
young  merchant  who  lives  in  a  fine  house  by  the 
Gk)lden  Horn." 

"A  Christian,  then?"  Zo€  asked,  controlling  her 
voice. 
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The  other  pretended  to  be  shocked. 

"Does  the  Kokona  Arethusa  believe  that  Rustan 
would  be  so  wicked  as  to  sell  a  Christian  maid  to  the 
Turks?  Rustan  is  a  very  devout  man,  Kok6na!  He 
would  not  do  such  an  irreligious  thing  !*' 

Zo€  remembered  the  allowance  of  three  copper 
pennies  daily,  and  how  he  -had  driven  her  to  sell 
herself  for  Kyria  Agatha's  sake;  but  she  did  not  care 
to  impugn  Rustan's  piety. 

"So  the  astrologer  says  that  I  shall  be  sold  to 
day,"  she  observed  with  an  affectation  of  carelessness, 
though  her  heart  was  sinking,  and  she  felt  a  little 
sick.     "Is  he  a  great  astrologer?" 

"He  is  Rustan's  friend,  Gorlias  Pietrogliant,"  an- 
swered the  negress,  who  was  now  turning  over  certain 
fine  linen  in  the  wardrobe.  "Yes,  he  is  a  good  star- 
gazer,  especially  for  merchants.  He  is  very  poor,  but 
many  have  grown  rich  through  consulting  him." 

She  found  what  she  wanted,  and  held  up  a  beauti- 
fully embroidered  garment  of  linen  as  fine  as  a  web. 

"And  if  you  are  so  fortunate  as  to  go  to  the  rich 
merchant's  house,"  she  added,  "you  may  win  favour 
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of  him  by  telling  him  to  consult  Gorlias  about  his 
affairs  whenever  he  is  in  doubt." 

"Gorlias."  ZoS  repeated  the  name,  for  she  had 
never  heard  it 

"Gorlias  Pietrogliant,  who  lives  near  the  church 
of  Saint  Sergius  and  Saint  Bacchus.  Everyone  in 
that  quarter  knows  him." 

"I  shall  remember,"  Zoe  said. 

She  understood  at  last  why  Rustan  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  going  often  to  that  church,  where  she 
had  been  kneeling  in  a  dark  comer  when  he  had 
first  seen  her.  Thence  he  had  followed  her  to  the 
ruined  house.  But  she  did  not  know  that  it  was  a 
part  of  his  regular  business  to  frequent  the  churches 
of  the  poorest  quarters,  because  it  was  there  that 
starving  girls  were  most  often  to  be  seen,  praying  to 
heaven  for  the  bread  that  so  rarely  came  from  that 
direction.  Many  a  good  bargain  had  Rustan  made 
by  following  a  poor  little  ragged  figure  with  a  pretty 
face  to  a  den  of  misery,  and  he  was  a  perfect  expert 
in  doling  out  alms  until  his  victim  yielded  or  was 
forced  to  yield  by  her  parents,  for  a  handful  of  gold; 
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nor  has  his  method  of  conducting  the  business  greatly 
changed,  even  in  our  own  day,  excepting  that  the 
slave-dealers  themselves  are  mostly  women  now. 

Havmg  selected  all  the  garments  necessary  for 
Zee's  costume,  the  negress  bade  one  of  the  slave- 
girls  take  away  the  remains  of  the  supper  and  bring 
what  was  already  prepared  for  the  morning.  The 
maid  obeyed,  and  was  not  gone  two  minutes.  She 
brought  in  a  bowl  of  cherries,  with  white  bread  and 
butter  and  fresh  water,  all  on  a  polished  tray  of 
chiselled  brass. 

"Fruit  is  better  for  the  health  than  sweetmeats 
at  this  time  of  day,"  observed  the  mistress  of  the 
house.  "By-and-by,  at  dinner,  the  Kokona  shall 
have  all  she  wishes." 

The  little  slaves  looked  at  ZoS  furtively  and  she 
smiled. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "fruit  is  much  better  in  the 
morning." 

Rustan's  wife  came  and  stood  beside  the  bed  and 
scrutinised  Zoe's  face. 

"I  think,"  she  said  critically,  "that  as  the  customer 
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is  a  foreigner,  it  will  be  better  not  to  paint  your  eyes. 
The  natural  shadows  under  them  are  not  bad.*' 

"I  never  painted  my  face  in  my  life!"  cried  the 
girl,  rather  indignantly. 

"And  the  Kok6na  is  quite  right!"  answered  the 
negress,  anxious  to  keep  her  in  a  good  humour. 
"Besides,"  she  continued,  fawning  again,  "I  am  here 
only  to  do  your  bidding  and  to  wait  on  you  to-day. 
Will  it  please  you  to  bathe  now?  I  shall  wait  on 
you  myself." 

"The  little  maids  are  very  quick  and  clever," 
objected  Zo€,  who  hardly  looked  upon  the  strapping 
African  as  a  woman. 

"No  doubt,  Kokona,  but  this  is  a  part  of  our 
business,  and  I  do  it  better  than  they." 

"I  would  rather  let  them  help  me,  if  I  must  be 
helped,"  said  Zo€.  "But,  indeed,  I  am  quite  used 
to  dressing  myself" 

"And  pray,"  argued  the  negress,  grinning  and 
growing  familiar  again,  "how  could  Rustan  give  his 
customers  a  written  guarantee,  unless  I  assured  him, 
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that  there  is  no  cause  for  complaint,  no  blemish,  no 
scar,  no  hidden  deformity,  no  ugly  birthmark?" 

ZoS  turned  her  face  away  on  the  pillow. 

"I  had  not  thought  of  that,"  she  answered. 

"Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  myself,"  returned 
the  woman,  relapsing  into  her  obsequious  manner 
again,  "if  it  were  not  to  save  the  young  Kok6na  from 
any  trouble  or  annoyance  with  our  customer!  If  it 
will  but  please  her  to  call  herself  my  mistress  and  me 
her  slave,  she  shall  not  be  disappointed.  If  I  am 
rough  or  clumsy  she  shall  box  my  ears  whenever  she 
pleases,  and  I  shall  not  complain!" 

The  little  maids  devoutly  wished  that  ZoS  would 
avail  herself  of  their  tyrant's  extraordinary  offer,  but 
they  dared  not  smile.  She  still  turned  her  face  away 
and  was  silent. 

"See!"  coaxed  the  African.  "I  take  off  my  coat!" 
She  suited  the  action  to  the  word  and  divested  her- 
self of  her  outer  garment,  which  was  the  long  coat 
and  skirt  in  one,  worn  only  by  free  women.  "I  cover 
my  head,  in  the  Kok6na's  presence!"  She  quickly 
flattened  her  wild  red  hair  under  a  kerchief  which 
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she  knotted  at  the  back  of  her  neck.  "I  roll  up  my 
sleeves!  Am  I  anything  but  a  slave,  a  bath- woman? 
Why  will  the  beautiful  Kokona  not  let  me  wait  on 
her?" 

Zo€  turned  her  eyes  and  saw  the  change,  and 
suddenly  her  objection  vanished;  for  Rustan's  wife 
looked  precisely  like  the  black  slave-women  who  used 
to  attend  the  ladies  in  the  Roman  bath  in  Rhangabe's 
palace.  The  association  of  ideas  was  so  strong  that 
the  young  girl  could  not  help  smiling  faintly. 

"As  you  please,"  she  said,  raising  herself  upon 
one  hand  and  preparing  to  get  up. 
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Carlo  Zeno's  interview  with  Rustan  had  been 
short  and  businesshke,  as  has  been  said.  It  was 
indeed  not  at  all  likely  that  a  man  of  the  Venetian's 
temper  and  tastes  would  talk  with  a  Bokharian  slave- 
dealer  a  moment  longer  than  necessary. 

Rustan,  on  hearing  what  was  wanted,  declared 
that  he  had  the  very  thing;  in  fact,  by  a  wonderful 
coincidence,  it  was  the  very  thing  in  the  acme  of 
perfection,  a  dream,  a  vision,  fully  worth  four  hun- 
dred ducats,  and  certainly  not  to  be  sold  for  three 
hundred;  it  had  fine  natural  hair  that  had  never 
been  dyed;  its  teeth  were  twenty-eight  in  number, 
the  wisdom  teeth  not  having  yet  appeared,  and 
Rustan  would  wager  that  Messer  Carlo  could  not  find 
a  single  pearl  in  all  Constantinople  to  match  one  of 
those  eight-and-twenty;  its  ankles  were  so  finely  turned 
that  a  woman  could  span  them  with  her  thumb  and 
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forefinger.  Rustan  felt  safe  in  saying  this,  for  his 
black  wife's  huge  hand  could  have  spanned  Zoe's 
throat;  also  it  had  a  most  beautiful  and  slender 
waist,  which,  as  Messer  Carlo  remarked,  was  certainly 
a  point  of  beauty.  Moreover,  Rustan  would  deliver 
a  signed  and  sealed  certificate  with  it 

For  Zeno  was  conscientious,  and  held  Marco 
Pesaro's  letter  in  his  hand  while  he  questioned  the 
Bokharian  in  regard  to  the  various  points  in  succes- 
sion, lest  he  should  forget  any  one  of  them.  He  did 
not  in  the  least  believe  a  word  that  Rustan  said,  of 
course.  The  East  was  never  the  land  of  simple, 
trusting  faith  between  man  and  man.  He  would  even, 
have  wagered  that  Rustan  had  nothing  in  his  prison, 
of  the  sort  Pesaro  wanted,  and  at  the  moment  of  the 
interview  he  would  have  been  quite  right  But  he 
was  tolerably  sure  that  if  he  insisted  on  having  the 
best,  the  best  to  be  had  would  be  forthcoming  in  a 
week  at  the  utmost  Satisfied  with  this  prospect,  he 
dismissed  Rustan  and  thought  no  more  about  the 
matter,  except  to  wish  that  Marco  Pesaro  had  not 
troubled  him  with  such  an  absurd  commission. 
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A  fine  young  gentleman  of  later  times  would 
probably  have  thought  few  quests  more  amusing  than 
this,  and  would  have  dreamt  that  night  of  the 
beauties  he  intended  to  see  before  at  last  deciding 
upon  the  purchase.  Doubtless,  there  were  young 
Venetians  even  then  in  Constantinople  who  would 
have  envied  Zeno  the  amusing  task  of  criticising 
pretty  faces,  hands,  and  ankles. 

But  he  was  not  of  the  same  temper  or  disposition 
as  those  gay  youths.  He  could  not  remember  that 
any  woman  had  ever  made  a  very  profound  impres- 
sion on  him,  even  in  his  boyish  days.  When  he  was 
in  Greece,  it  had  been  suggested  to  him  that  he 
might  as  well  marry,  like  other  young  men,  and  he 
had  allowed  himself  to  be  betrothed  to  a  sleepy 
Greek  heiress  who  had  conceived  an  indolent  but 
tenacious  admiration  for  his  fighting  qualities;  but  it 
had  pleased  the  fates  that  she  should  die  before  the 
wedding-day  of  a  complication  of  the  spleen  super- 
induced by  a  surfeit  of  rose-leaf  jam  and  honey-cakes. 
He  was  rather  ashamed  to  own  to  himself  that  her 
translation  to  a  better  world  had  been  a  distinct  re- 
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lief  to  his  feelings,  for  he  had  soon  discovered  that 
he  did  not  love  her,  though  he  had  been  too  kind  to 
tell  her  so,  and  too  honourable  to  think  of  breaking 
his  promise  of  marriage. 

He  did  not  despise  women  either;  indeed,  his 
conduct  in  the  affair  of  his  betrothal  had  proved 
that  Now  and  then  he  had  paused  in  his  restless 
career  to  think  of  a  more  peaceful  life,  and  in  the 
pictures  that  rose  before  his  imagination  there  was 
generally  a  woman.  Unhappily,  he  had  never  seen 
anyone  like  her  in  real  life,  and  when  he  was  tired 
of  dreaming  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  at  such  im- 
possibilities and  went  back  to  his  adventurous  exist- 
ence without  a  sigh.  Yet  it  might  be  thought  that 
although  he  did  not  fall  in  love  he  might  now  and 
then  spend  careless  hours  with  the  free  and  frail, 
for  he  made  no  profession  or  show  of  austerity,  and 
whatever  he  really  might  be,  he  did  not  aspire  to  be 
called  a  saint.  He  had  been  a  wild  student  in  Padua 
once,  and  had  drunk  deep  and  played  high,  until  he 
had  suddenly  grown  tired  of  stupid  dissipation  and 
had  left  the  dice  to  play  the  more  exciting  game  of 
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life  and  death  as  a  soldier  of  fortune  under  a  con- 
dottiere,  during  five  long  wandering  years.  But  at 
the  core  of  his  nature  there  was  something  ascetic 
which  his  comrades  could  never  understand,  and  at 
which  they  laughed  when  he  was  not  within  hearing; 
for  he  was  an  evil  man  to  quarrel  with,  as  they  had 
found  out.  He  never  killed  his  man  in  a  duel  if  he 
could  help  it,  but  he  had  a  way  of  leaving  his  mark 
for  life  on  his  adversary's  face  which  few  cared  to 
risk. 

And  now  it  was  long  indeed  since  his  lips  had 
touched  a  woman's,  for  his  character  had  taken  its 
final  manly  shape,  and  the  only  folly  to  which  he 
still  yielded  now  and  then  was  that  of  risking  his  life 
recklessly  whenever  he  fancied  that  a  cause  was 
worth  it;  but  this  he  did  not  look  upon  as  madness, 
still  less  as  weakness,  and  there  was  no  one  to  argue 
the  question  with  him.  His  honest  brown  eyes 
softened  sometimes,  almost  like  a  woman's,  but  only 
for  pity  or  kindness,  never  for  word  or  look  of  love. 

He  rose  in  the  bright  spring  morning  just  before 

the  sun  was  up,   and  went  down  the  steps  at  the 
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water's  edge  below  his  house  and  swam  far  out  in 
clear  water  that  was  still  icy  cold.  Then  he  dressed 
himself  completely  as  strong  and  healthy  men  do, 
who  hate  to  feel  that  they  are  not  ready  to  face  any- 
thing from  the  beginning  of  the  day.  But  while  he 
was  dressing  he  was  not  thinking  of  the  errand  that 
was  to  take  him  to  Rustan's  house  an  hour  before 
noon*  Indeed,  he  had  quite  forgotten  it,  till  he  saw 
Omobono  folding  Pesaro's  letter  in  his  neat  way  in 
order  to  file  it  for  reference.  As  the  secretary  knew 
what  it  contained,  and  had  been  actively  employed 
in  the  matter  to  which  it  referred,  he  had  thought 
there  could  be  no  great  sin  of  curiosity  in  reading  it 
carefully  while  his  master  was  at  his  toilet  It 
would  have  been  wrong,  he  thought,  to  find  out  what 
was  in  it  before  Zeno  himself  had  broken  the  seal, 
but  since  it  was  open,  it  was  evidently  better  that 
the  secretary  should  understand  precisely  what  was 
wanted  of  his  employer,  for  such  knowledge  could 
only  increase  his  own  usefulness.  For  the  rest,  he 
vaguely  hoped  that  Zeno  would  take  him  into  dose 
confidence  and  ask  his  opinion  of  any  merchandise 
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he  thought  of  buying;  for  Omobono  had  a  high 
opinion  of  his  own  taste  in  beauty,  and  had  wished 
to  pass  for  a  lively  spark  in  his  young  days. 

But  Zeno  evidendy  considered  himself  qualified 
to  decide  the  matter  without  help,  for  when  it  lacked 
an  hour  of  noon  he  set  his  secretary  at  work  on  a 
fair  copy  of  a  letter  he  had  been  preparing,  ordered 
his  horse  and  running  footman,  and  went  upon  his 
errand  without  any  other  attendant  or  companion. 
Omobono  looked  out  of  the  window  and  watched 
him  as  he  mounted,  innocently  envying  him  his 
youth  and  strength.  The  greatest  fighting  man  of 
his  century  moved  as  such  men  generally  do,  without 
haste  and  without  effort,  never  wasting  a  movement 
and  never  making  an  awkward  one,  never  taking 
a  fine  attitude  for  the  sake  of  effect,  as  the  young 
men  of  Raphael's  pictures  so  often  seem  to  be  doing, 
but  always  and  everywhere  unconsciously  graceful, 
self-possessed,  and  ready  for  anything. 

He  rode  a  half-bred  brown  Arab  mare,  for  he 
was  not  a  heavy  man,  and  he  preferred  a  serviceable 
mount  at  all  times  to  the  showy  and  ill-tempered 
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white  Barbary,  or  the  rather  delicate  thoroughbred 
of  the  desert,  which  were  favourites  with  the  rich 
Greeks  of  Constantinople.  He  was  quietly  dressed, 
too;  and  his  bare-legged  runner,  who  cleared  the  way 
for  him  when  the  streets  were  crowded,  wore  a  plain 
brown  tunic  and  cap,  and  did  not  yell  at  the  poorer 
people  and  slaves  or  strike  them  in  passing  as  the 
footmen  of  great  personages  always  did.  2^no  had 
picked  him  out  of  at  least  a  hundred  for  his  en- 
durance and  his  long  wind. 

So  they  went  quietly  and  quickly  along,  the  man 
and  his  master,  following  very  nearly  the  way  which 
Omobono  had  taken  on  the  previous  afternoon,  tOl 
they  came  to  the  long  wall  crested  with  sharp  bits 
of  rusty  iron  and  broken  crockery,  and  stopped  be- 
fore the  only  door  that  broke  its  blank  length.  Zeno 
looked  at  the  defence  critically,  and  wondered  just 
how  great  an  inducement  would  make  him  take  the 
trouble  of  getting  over  it,  at  the  risk  of  cutting  his 
hands  and  tearing  his  clothes.  Before  anyone  an- 
swered his  footman's  knock,  he  had  decided  that  it 
would  be  an  easy  matter  to  bring  his  well-broken 
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horse  close  to  the  wall,  to  stand  on  the  saddle,  draw 
himself  up  and  throw  a  heavy  cloak  over  the  spiky 
iron  and  the  sharp-edged  shards  with  one  hand  while 
hanging  by  the  other.  The  rest  would  be  easy  enough. 
It  was  always  his  instinct  to  make  such  calculations 
when  he  entered  or  passed  by  any  place  that  was 
meant  to  be  defended. 

This  time  the  door  was  opened  by  Rustan  Kara- 
boghazji  in  person,  and  he  bowed  to  the  ground  as 
Zeno  got  off  his  horse  and  stood  beside  him.  Still 
bending  low  he  made  way  and  with  a  wide  gesture 
invited  his  visitor  to  enter.  But  Zeno  had  no  in- 
tention of  wasting  time  by  going  in  till  he  was  as- 
sured that  there  was  something  ready  for  his  inspec- 
tion in  the  way  of  merchandise. 

In  answer  to  his  question  Rustan  turned  up  his 
face  sideways  and  smiled  cunningly  as  he  gradually 
straightened  himself. 

"Your  Magnificence  shall  see!"  he  answered, 
"Where  is  the  letter?  Every  point  is  perfect,  as  I 
promised." 

"Were  you  really  speaking  the  truth?"  laughed 
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Zeno.  "I  expected  to  come  at  least  three  times  be- 
fore seeing  anythii^!" 

Rustan  assumed  an  expression  of  gentle  re- 
proach. 

"If  your  Splendour  had  dealt  with  Barlaam,  the 
Syrian  merchant,  or  with  Abraham  of  Smyrna,  the 
Jewish  caravan-broker,"  he  said,  "it  would  have  been 
as  your  Greatness  deigns  to  suggest.  Moreover,  your 
Highness  would  not  have  been  satisfied  after  all, 
and  would  have  come  at  last  to  the  house  of  your 
servant  Rustan  Karaboghazji,  sumamed  the  Truth- 
speaker  and  the  Just,  and  also  the  Keeper  of  Pro- 
mises, by  those  who  know  him.  It  must  have  been 
so,  since  there  is  but  one  treasure  in  all  the  Empire 
such  as  your  Mightiness  asks  for,  and  it  is  in  this 
house." 

Zeno  laughed  carelessly,  and  entered. 

"Your  Unspeakableness  is  amused,"  said  Rustan, 
fastening  the  outer  door  carefully  with  both  keys. 
"But  if  it  is  not  as  I  say,  I  entreat  your  High 
Mightiness  to  kick  his  humble  servant  from  this 
door  to  the  Seven  Towers  and  back  again,  passing 
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by  the  Chora,  Blachemae,  and  the  Church  of  the 
Blessed  Pantokrator  on  the  way." 

"That  would  take  a  long  time,"  observed  Zeno. 
"Open  the  door  and  let  me  see  the  girl." 

"Yonr  Grandeur  shall  see,  indeed!"  answered 
Rustan,  smiling  confidently  as  he  led  the  way. 
"Rustan  the  Truth-speaker,"  he  continued,  as  if  to 
himself  while  walking,  "Karaboghazji  the  faithful 
Keeper  of  Promises!" 

He  gently  caressed  his  beautiful  black  beard  as 
he  went  on.  He  took  Zeno  through  the  small  part 
of  the  house  which  he  reserved  for  his  own  use,  far 
from  the  larger  rooms  where  he  kept  his  stock  of 
slaves.  In  an  inner  apartment  they  met  the  negress, 
resplendent  in  scarlet  velvet  and  a  heavy  gold  chain, 
her  red  hair  combed  straight  out  from  her  head. 
When  Zeno  appeared,  she  at  once  assumed  what  she 
considered  a  modest  but  engaging  attitude,  crossing 
her  great  hands  upon  her  splendid  coat,  and  looking 
down  with  a  marvellous  attempt  at  a  simper. 

Rustan  stood  still  and  for  a  moment  Zeno  thought 
that  the  dealer  had  ventured  to  jest  with  him,  by 
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showing  him  the  terrific  negress  in  her  finery  as  the 
incomparable  treasure  of  which  he  had  spoken.  But 
Rustan's  words  explained  everything. 

"My  Life,"  he  said,  speaking  to  his  wife  in  a 
caressing  tone,  "is  the  girl  ready  to  be  seen?" 

"As  my  lord  commanded  me,"  replied  the  negress, 
keeping  her  hands  folded  and  bending  a  little. 

"This  lady,"  said  Rustan  to  Zeno,  "is  my  wife, 
and  my  right  hand."  He  turned  to  her.  "Sweet 
Dove,"  he  said,  "pray  lead  his  Magnificence  to  the 
slave's  room.     I  will  wait  here." 

Zeno  seemed  surprised  at  this  arrangement 

"My  wife,"  explained  Rustan,  "understands  the 
creatures  better  than  I.  My  business  is  bu)ring  and 
selling;  it  is  her  part  to  keep  the  merchandise  in 
good  condition,  and  to  show  it  to  the  customers  who 
honour  us." 

He  smiled  pleasantly  as  he  said  this,  and  re- 
mained standing  while  Zeno  followed  the  negress  out 
of  the  room.  As  he  walked  behind  her  he  could 
not  help  noting  her  strongs  square  shoulders,  and  the 
swing  of  her  powerful  hips,  and  her  firm  tread,  and 
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he  conceived  the  idea  that  she  would  be  a  match  for 
any  ordinary  man  in  a  tussle.  He  was  certainly  not 
thinking  of  the  slave-girl  he  was  about  to  inspect 

Another  door  opened,  and  he  was  in  a  room 
flooded  with  sunshine  and  sweet  with  spring  flowers; 
he  stopped,  and  unconsciously  drew  one  sharp  breath 
of  surprise.  Zofi  had  been  sitting  in  a  big  chair  in  the 
sun,  and  had  half  risen  as  the  door  opened,  her  hand 
resting  on  one  of  the  arms  of  the  seat.  Her  eyes 
met  Zeno's,  and  for  a  moment  no  one  moved.  If 
Rustan  had  been  present  he  would  have  raised  the 
price  of  the  merchandise  to  five  hundred  ducats  at 
least;  the  black  woman  only  grinned,  well  pleased 
with  the  appearance  of  the  girl  whom  she  had  herself 
dressed  to  receive  the  customer's  visit  of  inspection. 

Zoe's  hand  tightened  a  little  on  the  arm  of  the 
chair  and  she  sank  quietly  into  her  seat  again  as  she 
turned  her  eyes  from  Zeno's  face,  forgetting  that  she 
had  promised  herself  to  stand  erect  and  cold  as  a 
slave  should  when  she  is  being  exhibited. 

If  the  Venetian  still  doubted  that  by  some  mys- 
terious chance  of  fate  the  girl  he  had  come  to  buy 
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at  the  slave-dealer's  was  as  well  bom  as  himself,  her 
movement  as  she  sat  down  dispelled  his  lingering 
uncertainty.  He  had  entered  the  room  carelessly, 
still  wearing  his  cap.  As  Zoe  resumed  her  seat,  he 
took  it  from  his  head,  bowing  instinctively,  as  he 
would  have  done  on  meeting  a  woman  of  his  own 
class.  A  faint  colour  rose  in  the  girPs  cheeks,  as  she 
looked  at  him  again. 

Rustan's  wife  laughed  silently,  standing  a  little 
behind  him.     Zo€  spoke  first 

"Pray,  sir,"  she  said,  "be  covered." 

"His  High  Mightiness  uncovers  his  head  for  cool- 
ness," said  the  negress. 

Zeno  gave  her  a  sharp  glance  and  then  turned  to 
Zoe. 

"It  is  not  possible  that  you  are  a  slave,"  he  said, 
coming  a  little  nearer  and  looking  down  into  her  face. 

But  she  would  not  meet  his  eyes. 

"It  is  the  truth,  sir,"  she  said.  "I  am  a  slave 
and  anyone  may  buy  me  and  take  me  away." 

"Then  you  have  been  carried  off  by  force,"  Zeno 
answered  with  conviction,  "in  war,  perhaps,   or  in 
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some  raid  of  enemies  on  enemies.  Tell  me  who  you 
are  and  how  it  happened,  and  by  the  body  of  blessed 
Saint  Mark,  I  will  give  you  back  free  to  your  own 
people!" 

Zo^  looked  at  him  in  silent  surprise.  The  negress 
answered  him  at  once,  for  she  did  not  like  the  turn 
affairs  were  taking,  and  though  she  had  never  heard 
of  Carlo  Zeno,  she  judged  from  his  looks  that  he  was 
able  to  make  good  his  promise. 

"Your  Splendour  does  not  really  believe  that  my 
husband  would  risk  the  punishment  of  a  robber  for 
carrying  off  a  free  woman!"  she  cried. 

"I  am  a  slave,"  Zo€  said  quietly.  "Only  a  slave 
and  nothing  else.    There  is  no  more  than  that  to  tell." 

She  drew  one  hand  across  her  brow  and  eyes  as 
if  to  shut  out  something  or  to  drive  it  away.  Zeno 
came  nearer  and  stood  alone  beside  her. 

"Tell  me  your  story,"  he  said  in  a  lower  tone. 
"Do  not  be  afraid!  no  one  shall  hurt  you." 

"There  is  no  more  to  tell,"  she  repeated,  shaking 
her  head.  "But  you  are  kind,  and  I  thank  you  very 
much." 
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She  raised  her  clear  brown  eyes  gratefully  to  his 
for  a  moment.  There  was  sadness  in  them,  but  he 
saw  that  she  had  not  been  weeping;  and  like  a  man, 
he  argued  that  if  she  were  very  unhappy  she  would, 
of  course,  shed  copious  tears  the  live-long  day,  like 
the  captive  maidens  in  the  tales  of  chivalry*  He 
looked  at  the  beautiful  young  hand,  now  lying  on  the 
arm  of  the  chair,  and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he 
felt  embarrassed. 

The  negress,  who  was  not  at  all  used  to  such 
methods  in  the  buying  and  selling  of  humanity,  now 
came  forward  and  began  to  call  attention  to  the  fine 
quality  of  her  goods. 

"Very  fine  natural  hair,"  she  observed.  "Your 
Gorgeousness  will  see  at  once  that  it  has  never  been 
dyed." 

She  took  one  of  Zoe*s  plaits  in  her  hand,  and  the 
girl  shrank  a  little  at  the  touch. 

"Let  her  alone!"  Zeno  said  sharply.  "I  am  not 
blind." 

"It  is  her  business  to  show  me,"  Zo€  answered 
for  her,  in  a  tone  of  submission. 
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"It  shall  not  be  her  business  much  longer,"  re- 
plied Zeno,  almost  to  himself. 

He  suddenly  turned  away  from  her,  went  to  the 
open  window  and  looked  out,  laying  one  hand  on 
the  iron  bars.  It  was  not  often  that  he  hesitated, 
but  he  found  himself  faced  by  a  very  unexpected 
difficulty.  He  was  executing  a  commission  for  a 
friend,  and  if  he  bought  a  slave  with  his  friend's 
money,  he  should  feel  bound  in  honour  to  send  her 
to  her  new  master  at  the  first  opportunity.  On  the 
other  hand,  though  it  was  perfectly  clear  from  the 
girl's  behaviour  that  she  expected  no  better  fate,  he 
was  intimately  convinced  that  in  some  way  a  great 
wrong  was  being  done,  and  he  had  never  yet  passed 
a  wrong  by  without  trying  to  right  it  with  his  purse 
or  his  sword.  Clearly,  he  was  still  at  liberty  to  buy 
Zo€  for  himself,  and  take  her  to  his  home;  yet  he 
shrank  from  such  a  solution  of  the  problem,  as  if  it 
were  the  hardest  of  all.  What  should  he  do  with  a 
young  and  lovely  girl  in  his  house,  where  there  were 
no  women,  where  no  woman  ever  set  foot?  She 
would  need  female  attendants,  and  of  course  he  could 
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buy  them  for  her,  or  hire  them;  but  he  thought  with 
strong  distaste  of  such  an  establishment  as  all  this 
would  force  upon  him.  Besides,  he  could  not  keep 
the  girl  for  ever,  merely  because  he  suspected  that 
she  was  bom  a  lady  and  was  the  victim  of  some 
great  injustice.  She  denied  that  she  was.  What  if 
she  should  persist  in  her  denial  after  he  had  bought 
her  to  set  her  free?  What  if  she  really  had  no  family, 
no  home,  no  one  to  whom  she  could  go,  or  wished 
to  go?  He  would  not  turn  her  out,  then;  he  would 
not  sell  her  again,  and  he  should  not  want  her.  More- 
over, he  knew  well  enough  that  it  was  not  his  nature 
to  go  on  leading  the  peaceful  life  of  a  merchant 
much  longer,  even  if  the  threatening  times  would 
permit  it  He  had  always  been  as  free  as  air.  As 
he  was  now  living,  if  it  should  please  him  to  leave 
Constantinople,  he  could  do  so  in  twenty-four  hours, 
leaving  his  business,  though  at  a  loss,  to  another 
merchant — for  he  had  prospered.  But  it  would  be 
otherwise  if  this  girl  were  in  the  house,  under  his 
protection,  and  it  never  occurred  to  him,  after  he 
had  looked  into  her  eyes,  that  she  could  live  under 
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his  roof  except  in  order  that  he  might  protect  her — 
protect  her  from  imaginary  enemies,  right  imaginary 
wrongs  she  had  never  suffered,  and  altogether  make 
of  her  what  she  protested  that  she  was  not. 

It  was  absurd  to  think  of  such  a  thing,  and  hav- 
ing come  to  this  conclusion  in  a  shorter  time  than  it 
has  taken  me  to  describe  his  thoughts,  he  turned  ab- 
ruptly with  the  intention  of  buying  her  for  Marco 
Pesaro's  account 

Unfortunately,  when  he  saw  her  face  he  could 
not  do  it 

"I  will  send  a  palanquin  for  you  in  an  hour,"  he  said 
hurriedly,  and  he  made  for  the  door  in  evident  anxiety 
to  get  away  without  exchanging  anotJier  word  with  2^)6. 

The  negress  followed  him  quickly  into  the  next 
room,  very  much  surprised  at  his  way  of  doing  business. 

"If  it  please  your  Glory,"  she  began,  overtaking  him 
with  difficulty,  but  he  would  not  listen,  and  hurried  on. 

"I  will  settle  with  Rustan,"  he  said. 

But  in  the  room  where  he  had  left  her,  2k)€  was 
leaning  back  in  her  chair  alone,  gazing  at  the  sunlit 
window.     At  that  very  moment,  so  far  as  she  knew, 

Areihuui,   /,  lO 
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the  gold  was  being  counted  out  that  was  the  price  of 
her  young  life.  In  an  hour  she  would  be  taken  away 
in  a  closed  litter,  as  she  had  been  brought  last  night, 
she  would  be  carried  into  another  house,  the  slide 
would  slip  back  and  she  would  be  told  to  get  down. 

The  voice  would  be  a  man's.  Who  was  he?  What 
was  his  name?  What  was  she  to  be  to  him?  He 
was  a  Venetian,  she  guessed  by  his  dress,  and  she 
felt  that  his  blood  was  gentle,  like  her  own.  But  that 
was  all,  though  she  was  already  his  property.  It  was 
dreadful;  or,  at  least,  it  should  be  dreadful  to  think 
of!  She  felt  that  she  ought  to  long  for  death  now, 
a  thousand  times  more  earnestly  than  last  night 

But  she  did  not.  For  she  was  a  most  womanly 
woman  already,  though  not  nineteen,  and  there  are 
few  women  of  that  intensely  feminine  temper  who 
cannot  judge  at  a  first  meeting  with  a  man  whether 
they  can  gain  power  over  him  or  not  Moreover,  this 
strength  is  greatest  with  men  who  are  most  pro- 
foundly masculine,  because  it  is  not  the  influence  of 
one  character  over  another,  but  the  deeper,  stronger, 
more  mysterious  power  of  sex  over  sex. 
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Little  Omobono's  thin  legs  carried  him  up  and 
down  the  stairs  of  Zeno's  house  at  an  astonishing  pace 
during  the  next  hour;  for  Carlo  gave  fifty  orders, 
every  one  of  which  he  insisted  should  be  executed  at 
once.  It  was  not  a  small  thing  to  instal  a  woman 
luxuriously  in  a  house  in  which  no  woman  had  set 
foot  since  Carlo  had  lived  there,  and  to  do  this  within 
sixty  minutes.  It  is  true  that  the  rich  young  merchant 
had  great  store  of,  thick  carpets  and  fine  stuffs,  and 
all  sorts  of  silver  vessels,  and  weapons  from  Damascus, 
and  carved  ivory  chessmen  firom  India;  but  though 
some  of  these  things  quickly  fiimished  the  upper 
rooms  which  Zeno  set  apart  for  the  valuable  slave's 
use  while  she  remained  imder  his  roof,  yet  scimitars, 
chessmen,  and  heathen  idols  of  jade  were  poor  sub- 
stitutes for  all  the  things  a  woman  might  be  expected 
to  need  at  a  moment's  notice,  from  hairpins  and 
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hand-mirrors  to  fine  linen  pillow-cases,  sweetmeats, 
and  a  lap-dog.  Zeno's  ideas  of  a  woman's  require- 
ments were  a  little  vague,  but  he  determined  that 
2^)6  should  want  nothing,  and  he  charged  Omobono 
with  the  minute  execution  of  his  smallest  commands. 

He  himself  lived  simply  and  almost  rudely.  He 
slept  on  a  small  hard  divan  with  a  little  hard  cushion 
under  his  head,  and  a  cloak  to  cover  him  in  cold 
weather.  He  hated  hot  water,  scented  soap,  and  all 
the  soft  luxuries  of  the  Roman  bath.  There  was  no 
mirror  in  his  room,  no  elaborate  toilet  service  of  gold 
and  silver,  such  as  fine  young  gentlemen  used  even 
then.  He  liked  a  good  dinner  when  he  was  hungry, 
good  wine  when  he  was  thirsty,  and  a  wide  easy- 
chair  when  he  had  worked  all  day;  but  it  never  had 
cost  him  a  moment's  discomfort  to  exchange  such  a 
home  as  he  now  lived  in  for  the  camp  or  the  sea. 

Women  were  different  beings,  however,  so  he 
made  all  allowances  for  them,  and  went  to  extreme 
lengths  in  estimating  their  necessities,  as  Omobono 
found  to  his  cost.  Yet  with  all  his  pre-occupation 
for  details,  Zeno  forgot  that  Z06  must  have  a  woman 
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to  wait  on  her  at  once,  and  when  he  realised  the 
omission,  almost  at  the  last  minute,  the  future  con- 
queror of  the  Genoese,  the  terror  of  the  Mediterranean, 
the  victorious  general  of  the  Paduan  campaign,  the 
hero  of  thirty  pitched  battles  and  a  score  of  sea- 
fights,  felt  his  heart  sink  with  something  like  fear. 
What  would  have  happened  if  he  had  not  remem- 
bered just  in  time  that  Marco  Pesaro's  slave  must 
have  a  maid?  She  should  have  two,  or  three,  or  as 
many  as  she  needed. 

"Omobono,"  he  said,  as  the  little  secretary  came 
up  the  stairs  for  the  twentieth  time,  "go  out  quickly 
and  buy  two  maids.  They  must  be  young,  healthy, 
clean,  clever,  and  silent.     Lose  no  time!" 

"Two  maids?"  The  secretary's  jaw  dropped. 
"Two  maids?"  he  repeated  almost  stupidly. 

"Yes.  Is  there  anything  wonderful  in  that?  Did 
you  expect  to  wait  on  the  lady  yourself?" 

"The  lady?"  Omobono  opened  his  little  eyes 
very  wide. 

"I   mean,"    answered   Zeno,   correcting   himself 
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"the — the  young  person  who  is  going  to  be  lodged 
here.   Lose  no  time,  I  say!    Go  as  fast  as  you  can!" 

Omobono  turned  and  went,  not  having  the  least 
idea  where  to  go.  Before  he  had  reached  the  outer 
door,  Zeno  called  after  him  down  the  stairs. 

"Stop!"  cried  the  merchant  "It  is  too  late. 
You  must  go  and  get  the  lady — the  young  person. 
Take  two  palanquins  instead  of  one,  and  tell  Rustan 
to  let  her  choose  her  own  slaves.  You  can  put  the 
two  into  one  litter  and  bring  them  all  together." 

"But  the  price,  sir?"  enquired  Omobono,  who 
was  a  man  of  business.  "Rustan  will  ask  what  he 
pleases  if  I  take  him  such  a  message!" 

"Tell  him  that  if  he  is  not  reasonable  he  shall 
do  no  more  business  with  Venetians,"  answered  Zeno, 
from  the  head  of  the  marble  stairs. 

Omobono  nodded  obediently  and  followed  his  in- 
structions. So  it  came  to  pass  that  before  long  he 
found  himself  within  Rustan's  outer  wall  with  two 
palanquins  and  eight  bearers,  besides  a  couple  of 
Zeno's  trusty  menservants,  well  armed,  for  he  carried 
a  large  sum  of  money  in  gold.     The  Bokharian  and 
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the  secretary  went  into  an  inner  room  to  count  and 
weigh  the  ducats,  but  before  this  began  Omobono 
deHvered  his  message  in  full. 

"I  have  the  very  thing,"  said  Karaboghazji. 
"There  are  two  girls  who  have  waited  on  her  and 
with  whom  she  is  much  pleased.  As  for  asking  too 
high  a  price,  forty  ducats  for  the  two  is  nothing. 
They  are  a  gift,  at  that." 

"Forty  ducats!"  cried  Omobono,  casting  up  his 
eyes,  and  preparing  to  bargain  for  at  least  half  an  hour. 

"If  it  is  dear,"  said  Rustan,  his  face  becoming  like 
stone,  "may  my  tongue  never  speak  the  truth  again!" 

Considering  attentively  the  consequences  of  such 
an  awful  fate  Omobono  did  not  think  that  the 
Bokharian  risked  any  great  inconvenience  if  the  im- 
precation should  take  effect. 

"It  is  far  from  me,"  said  the  secretary,  "to  suggest 
that  your  words  are  not  literally  true,  according 
to  your  own  light.  But  you  must  be  aware  that 
the  price  of  maidservants  has  fallen  much  since 
yesterday,  owing  to  the  arrival  of  a  shipload  of  them 
from  Tanais." 
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Rustan  shook  his  head  and  maintained  his  stony 
expression. 

"They  are  worthless,"  he  said.  "Do  you  suppose 
I  should  not  have  bought  the  best  of  theni?  There 
has  been  a  plague  of  smallpox  in  their  country,  and 
they  are  all  pitted.  They  are  as  oranges,  blighted 
by  hail." 

As  Omobono  had  invented  the  ship  and  its  cargo, 
he  found  it  hard  to  refute  Rustan's  argument,  which 
was  quite  as  good  as  his  own. 

"May  my  fingers  be  turned  round  in  their  sockets 
and  close  on  the  back  of  my  hand,  if  I  have  asked 
one  ducat  too  much,"  said  the  Bokharian  with  stolid 
calm. 

Omobono  hesitated,  for  a  new  idea  had  struck  him. 
Before  he  could  answer,  a  door  opened  and  Rustan's 
wife,  who  had  put  off  her  finery,  ushered  in  Zo€, 
closely  veiled  and  wrapped  in  the  cloak  she  had 
worn  on  the  previous  night  It  was,  in  fact,  necessary 
that  she  should  be  delivered  up  in  return  for  the 
gold,  and  the  negress  had  supposed  that  the  count- 
ing was  almost  over. 
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"My  turtle  dove,"  said  Rustan  in  dulcet  tones, 
"fetch  those  two  girls  who  have  waited  on  Kokona 
Arethusa.  The  Venetian  merchant  will  buy  them 
for  her." 

The  negress  grinned  and  went  out.  By  this  time 
Omobono  had  made  up  his  mind  what  to  say. 

"My  dear  sir,"  he  began,  in  a  conciliatory  tone, 
"consider  that  we  are  friends,  and  do  not  ask  an 
exorbitant  price.  I  beseech  you  to  be  obliging,  by 
four  toes  and  five  toes." 

Omobono  wondered  what  would  happen  after  he 
had  pronounced  the  mysterious  words.  Rustan  looked 
keenly  at  him  and  was  silent  for  a  moment.  Neither 
of  them  noticed  that  ZoS  made  a  quick  movement  as 
she  stood  by  the  table  between  them.  The  Bokharian 
rose  suddenly  and  went  to  shut  the  door. 

"Where?"  he  asked  as  he  crossed  the  small 
room. 

Omobono's  face  fell  at  the  unexpected  and  ap- 
parently irrelevant  question.  Instantly  Zofi  bent  down 
and  whispered  three  words  in  his  ear.  Before  Rustan 
turned   back   to  hear  the  clerk's  answer,  she  was 
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Standing  erect  and  motionless  again,  and  he  did  not 
suspect  that  she  had  moved. 

"Over  the  water,"  answered  Omobono,  with  per- 
fect confidence. 

"You  may  have  the  two  for  four-and- twenty 
ducats,"  said  Rustan.  "But  you  cannot  expect  me 
to  take  anything  off  the  price  of  the  Kokona,"  he 
added.  "I  bargained  with  your  master,  and  he 
agreed." 

"No,  no!     Certainly!     And  I  thank  you,  sir." 

"I  suppose,"  said  Rustan,  "that  you  would  do  as 
much  for  me." 

"Of  course,  of  course,"  answered  Omobono. 
"Shall  we  count  the  ducats?" 

When  the  operation  was  almost  finished,  the 
negress  returned  with  the  two  slave-girls,  whose  com- 
monplace features  were  wreathed  in  smiles,  and  they 
began  to  kiss  the  hem  of  Zo^'s  cloak.  Omobono  in- 
spected them  critically. 

"Are  you  pleased  with  them,  Kok6na?"  he  en- 
quired of  Zoe.  "My  master  is  very  anxious  that  you 
should  be  satisfied." 
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"Indeed  I  am,"  Zo^  answered  readily.  "They 
are  very  clever  little  maids." 

The  two  were  almost  crying  with  delight,  and 
only  a  meaning  movement  of  the  negress's  hand  to  her 
girdle  checked  them.  They  were  not  out  of  her 
power  yet  Omobono  eyed  them,  and  really  thought 
them  cheap  at  twelve  ducats  each,  as  indeed  they 
were.  He  was  paying  four  hundred  for  ZoS,  but  Rustan 
did  not  mean  her  to  see  the  gold,  and  had  covered 
it  with  one  of  his  loose  sleeves  as  she  entered.  He 
now  begged  his  wife  take  the  three  slaves  to  the 
palanquins  while  he  finished  counting  and  weighing, 
and  wrote  out  his  receipt  for  the  money.  He  called 
the  negress  his  pet  mouse,  his  little  bird,  and  the 
down-quilted  waistcoat  of  his  heart,  and  but  for  her 
terrific  appearance,  and  the  weapon  she  carried  in 
her  girdle,  Omobono  would  have  laughed  outright. 

Rustan  wrote  on  a  strip  of  parchment,  in  bad 
Greek: — 

In  the  name  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  Constantinople,  the 
Saturday  before  Passion  Sunday,  the  second  year  of  Andronicus 
Augustus  Caesar,   and  the  fourteenth  of  the  Indiction,  I  have 
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received  from  the  Most  Magnificent  Carlo  Zeno,  a  Venetian, 
the  sum  of  four  hundred  and  forty  gold  ducats  of  Venice,  for 
the  following  merchandise : — 

For  one  Greek  maid  slave,  slave-bom, 
between  seventeen  and  eighteen  years 
old,  answering  to  the  name  of  Are- 
thusa,  without  blemish,  scar  or  birth- 
mark, Jiaving  natural  brown  hair, 
brown  eyes,  twenty-eight  teeth  all 
sound,  weighing  two  Attic  talents  and 
five  minae  more  or  less,  and  speaking 
Greek,  Latin  and  Italian        ....      Ducats  400 

For  two  maid  slaves,  from  Tanais,  slave- 
bom,  of  fourteen  and  fifteen,  answer- 
ing to  the  names  of  Lucilla  and  Yulia, 
sound,  healthy,  never  having  been 
tortured  or  branded,  each  having  black 
hair,  black  eyes,  and  twenty -eight 
teeth,  trained  to  wait  on  a  lady,  and 
speaking  intelligible  Greek,  besides  a 
barbarous  dialect  of  their  own,  war- 
ranted dodle,  and  not  given  to  stealing; 
at  20  ducats  each Ducats     40 

In  all Ducats  440 


RusTAN    Karaboghazji,    the   son    of 
Daddiijdn,  Merchant. 
{Witness) — SEBASTIAN  Omobono,  of  Venice,   Clerk. 

Omobono  observed  that  the  receipt  acknowledged 
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forty  ducats  as  the  price  of  the  two  girls,  instead  of 
twenty-four. 

"Rustan  Karaboghazji,  surnamed  the  Truth- 
speaker,  does  not  sell  slaves  at  twelve  ducats,"  an- 
swered the  Bokharian  with  dignity.  "Moreover,  your 
employer  will  see  that  he  has  paid  forty,  and  you 
can  justly  keep  the  sixteen  ducats  for  yourself." 

"That  would  not  be  honest,"  protested  Omobono, 
shaking  his  neat  grey  beard. 

Rustan  smiled,  in  a  pitying  way. 

"You  Venetians  do  not  really  understand  busi- 
ness," he  said,  tightening  the  strings  of  the  canvas 
bag  into  which  he  had  swept  the  gold,  and  knotting 
them  as  he  rose. 

A  few  minutes  later  Omobono  was  trudging  along 
after  the  two  palanquins,  wondering  much  at  certain 
things  that  had  happened  to  him  during  the  last 
twenty-four  hours  and  less.  For  he  was  curious,  as 
you  know,  and  it  irritated  him  to  feel  that  something 
was  going  on  in  the  world,  all  about  him  and  near 
him,  of  which  he  could  not  even  guess  the  nature, 
manifesting  itself  in  such  nonsensical  phrases  as  "four 
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toes  and  five  toes,"  and  "over  the  water,"  which 
nevertheless  produced  such  truly  astonishing  results. 
Since  the  previous  afternoon  he  had  met  four  per- 
sons who  knew  those  absurd  words, — the  negress, 
her  Bokharian  husband,  the  sacristan  to  Saints  Sergius 
and  Bacchus,  and  a  Greek  slave-girl,  whom  he  was 
far  from  recognising  as  the  beautiful  creature  he  had 
seen  yesterday  in  the  ruined  house  in  the  beggars' 
quarter.  She  was  so  closely  veiled  to-day  that  he 
could  not  in  the  least  guess  what  her  face  was  like. 

Since  she  not  only  knew  the  first  password,  but 
had  whispered  the  second  to  him,  he  wondered  why 
she  had  not  used  her  knowledge  to  get  her  freedom. 
It  was  incredible  that  the  people  who  knew  the  words 
should  not  be  banded  together  in  some  secret  brother- 
hood; but  if  they  were  brethren,  how  could  they  sell 
one  another  into  slavery?  Omobono  was  so  much 
interested  in  these  problems  that  he  did  not  see 
where  he  was  till  the  leading  palanquin  entered 
Zeno's  gate. 

Zeno  himself  was  not  to  be  seen.  The  servant 
at  the  door  gave  Omobono  a  slip  of  cotton  paper 
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on  which  the  merchant  had  written  an  order.  The 
secretary  was  to  take  his  charges  to  what  was  now 
the  women's  apartment  and  leave  them  there.  Zo€ 
obeyed  Omobono's  directions  in  silence,  still  veiled, 
and  the  two  maids  tripped  up  the  marble  stairs  after 
her,  as  happy  as  birds  on  a  May  morning,  and  tak- 
ing in  all  they  saw  with  wondering  eyes;  for  they 
had  never  been  in  a  fine  house  before. 

"This  is  the  Kok6na's  apartment,"  Omobono  said, 
standing  aside  to  let  Zofi  pass.  "If  the  Kok6na  de- 
sires anything,  she  will  please  to  send  one  of  her 
maids  to  me.     I  am  the  master's  secretary." 

He  had  been  surprised  when  Zeno  spoke  of  her 
as  a  "lady,"  but  somehow,  since  she  had  whispered 
in  his  ear  at  the  slave-dealer's  house,  and  since  he 
had  seen  her  movement  and  carriage  when  she 
walked  upstairs,  he  instinctively  treated  her  and  spoke 
to  her  as  if  she  were  his  superior.  She  nodded  her 
thanks  now,  but  said  nothing,  and  he  went  away. 
She  looked  after  him  and  listened,  but  no  key  was 
turned  after  the  door  was  closed,  and  she  heard  only 
his  retreating  steps  on  the  marble  stairs.     Then  she 
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turned  to  the  window,  which  was  open,  and  she  threw 
aside  her  veil  and  looked  out  upon  the  Golden  Horn. 
The  two  little  maids  at  once  began  a  minute 
examination  of  the  rooms,  which  occupied  more  than 
half  the  upper  storey  of  the  house,  and  were,  if  any- 
thing, too  crowded  with  rich  furniture,  with  divans, 
carved  tables,  hanging  lamps,  cushioned  seats,  and 
pillows  of  every  size,  shape,  and  colour.  There  were 
handsome  wardrobes,  too,  full  of  the  fine  clothes  Zoe 
was  to  wear.  The  girls  touched  everything  and 
talked  by  signs,  lest  they  should  disturb  Zo^'s  medi- 
tations. They  told  each  other  that  the  master  of  the 
house  must  be  highly  pleased  with  his  slave,  since 
he  surrounded  her  with  beautiful  things;  that  these 
things  were  all  new,  which  was  a  sign  that  there  was 
no  other  woman  in  the  house;  and  that  they  were 
very  fortunate  and  happy  to  have  been  sold,  after 
only  a  month  of  apprenticeship  under  the  negress's 
merciless  training.  They  also  explained  to  each  other 
that  they  were  himgry,  for  it  was  past  noon.  The 
idea  of  running  away  had  probably  never  occurred 
to  either  of  them,  even  in  Rustan's  house.     Where 
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should  they  go?  And  besides,  the  fate  of  runaway 
slaves  was  before  their  eyes. 

Meanwhile  Zeno  sat  in  his  balconied  room  alone. 
Omobono  had  delivered  the  receipt  and  had  simply 
told  him  that  sixteen  ducats  had  been  saved  on  the 
bargain,  though  Rustan  did  not  wish  it  known.  There- 
upon Zeno  gave  the  secretary  a  couple  of  ducats  for 
himself,  which  Omobono  saw  no  reason  for  not  taking. 

Zeno  was  preoccupied  and  chose  to  be  alone,  so 
he  dismissed  his  secretary  with  injunctions  to  rest 
after  the  labour  of  installing  the  new  arrival,  which 
had  not  been  light,  and  he  walked  up  and  down  his 
room  in  deep  thought  He  had  acted  on  an  impulse 
altogether  against  his  own  judgment,  and  now  he  was 
faced  by  the  unpleasant  necessity  of  justifying  his 
conduct  in  his  own  eyes. 

One  thing  was  quite  clear;  so  long  as  he  did  not 
draw  from  the  house  of  Corner  the  money  which 
Marco  Pesaro  had  sent  to  the  banker  for  the  com- 
mission, the  merchandise  was  his  property,  since  he 
had  paid  for  it.     But  he  must  make  up  his  mind 

whether  he  meant  to  call  it  his  own,  or  not     If  he 
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decided  to  keep  Arethusa,  he  must  at  once  set  about 
finding  another  slave  for  Marco  Pesaro,  or  else  write 
to  say  that  he  declined  to  execute  the  commission. 

In  that  case,  Arethusa  remained  his.  The  reason 
why  he  had  so  suddenly  determined  to  buy  her  was 
that  he  fancied  she  was  a  girl  of  good  family  whom 
some  great  misfortune  had  brought  into  her  present 
distress.  But  she  had  calmly  declared  that  she  was 
a  slave,  and  expected  nothing  better  than  to  be  sold. 

If  this  were  true  he  had  paid  four  hundred  ducats 
for  a  foolish  fancy.  She  was  perhaps  the  child  of 
some  beautiful  slave,  and  had  been  carefully  educated 
by  her  mother's  owner;  and  the  latter,  needing  money 
perhaps,  had  sent  her  to  the  market;  or  perhaps  he 
had  died  and  his  heirs  were  selling  his  property. 

All  this  was  very  unsatisfactory.  If  she  was 
slave-bom,  Zeno's  best  course  was  to  send  Arethusa 
to  Pesaro,  as  soon  as  the  Venetian  ship  sailed,  for 
he  had  not  the  least  intention  of  wasting  money  in  a 
futile  attempt  to  free  slaves  whom  the  law  regarded 
as  bom  to  their  condition.  Their  position  was  a 
misfortune,  no  doubt,  but  they  were  used  to  it,  and 
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no  one  had  then  dreamed  of  man's  inherent  right  of 
freedom,  excepting  one  or  two  popes  and  fanatics 
who  had  been  considered  visionaries.  To  Zeno,  who 
was  a  man  of  his  own  times,  it  seemed  quite  as 
absvird  that  everyone  should  be  bom  free,  as  it 
would  seem  to  you  that  everybody  should  be  bom 
an  English  duke,  a  Taromany  boss,  a  great  opera 
tenor,  or  Crown  Prince  of  the  Empire.  Moreover,  in 
the  case  of  a  beauty,  especially  of  one  sold  to  live 
in  Venice,  there  were  palliations,  as  Zeno  knew. 
Arethusa  would  live  in  luxury:  she  would  also  soon 
be  the  real  dominant  in  Marco  Pesaro's  household, 
as  favourite  slaves  very  generally  were  in  the  palaces 
of  those  who  owned  them.  They  had  not  yet  all  the 
vast  influence  in  Venice  which  they  gained  in  the 
following  century,  but  their  power  was  already  waxing 
balefiilly. 

Zeno  did  not  hesitate  long;  he  never  did,  and 
when  he  had  made  up  his  mind  he  sent  for  one  of 
Arethusa's  maids. 

"What  is  your  name,  child?"  he  asked,  scmtinis- 
ing  the  girl's  commonplace  features  and  intelligent  eyes. 
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" Yulia,  Magnificence,"  she  answered.  "If  it  please 
you,"  she  added  diffidently,  as  if  half-expecting  that 
he  would  choose  to  call  her  something  else. 

"Yulia,"  repeated  Zeno,  fixing  the  name  in  his 
memory,  "and  what  do  you  call  your  mistress?"  he 
asked  abruptly. 

The  girl  was  puzzled  by  the  question. 

"Her  name  is  Arethusa,"  she  answered,  after  a 
moment's  reflexion. 

"1  know  that  But  when  you  speak  to  her,  what 
do  you  call  her?  When  she  gives  you  an  order,  how 
do  you  answer  her?  You  do  not  merely  say,  *Yes, 
Arethusa,'  or  *No,  Arethusa,'  do  you?  She  would  not 
be  pleased." 

Yulia  smiled  and  shook  her  head. 

"We  call  her  Kok6na,"  she  answered.  "Is  not 
that  the  Greek  word  for  young  lady,  your  Magni- 
ficence?" 

"Yes,"  said  Zeno,  "that  is  the  Greek  word  for 
young  lady.  But  Arethusa  is  only  a  slave  as  you 
are.  Why  do  you  give  her  a  title?  What  makes 
you  think  she  is  a  lady?" 
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"She  is  a  different  kind  of  slave.  She  cost  much 
gold.  Besides,  if  we  did  not  call  her  Kok6na  she 
would  perhaps  pull  our  hair  or  scratch  our  faces. 
Who  knows?  We  are  only  ignorant  little  maids,  but 
so  much  the  big  n^ess  at  the  slave-prison  taught  us." 

"She  taught  you  manners,  did  she?"  Zeno  smiled 
at  the  idea. 

"She  made  us  cry  very  often,  but  it  was  the 
better  for  us,"  answered  the  maid,  with  philosophy 
beyond  her  years.  "We  have  fetched  a  good  price, 
and  we  have  a  good  master,  and  we  are  together,  all 
because  we  waited  cleverly  on  the  Kok6na  one  night 
and  one  morning." 

"One  night?"  asked  Zeno,  in  surprise. 

"She  was  only  brought  to  the  slave-prison  yester- 
day evening.  Magnificence." 

"At  what  time?" 

"It  was  the  third  hour  of  darkness,  for  the  black 
woman  sent  the  others  to  bed  as  soon  as  she  was 
brought" 

Zeno  thought  over  this  information  for  a  mo- 
ment 
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"Tell  her,"  said  he,  "that  I  shall  sup  with  her  this 
evening.     That  is  all." 

Yulia,  who  had  kept  her  hands  respectfully  before 
her,  made  a  little  obeisance,  turned  quickly  and  ran 
away,  leaving  the  master  of  the  house  to  his  medita- 
tions. She  found  Zoe  still  sitting  by  the  window, 
and  the  dainty  dishes  which  Lucilla  had  received  on 
a  chiselled  bronze  tray  and  had  placed  beside  her, 
were  untasted. 

"The  master  bids  me  say  that  he  will  sup  with 
you  to-night,  Kok6na,"  said  Yulia. 

Zoe  made  a  slight  movement,  but  controlled  her- 
self, and  said  nothing,  though  the  colour  rose  to  her 
face,  and  she  turned  quite  away  from  the  maids  lest 
they  should  see  it  They  stood  still  a  long  time, 
waiting  her  pleasure. 

"Will  it  not  please  you  to  eat  something?"  asked 
Yulia  timidly,  after  a  time.  "You  have  eaten  nothing 
since  last  night,  and  even  then  it  was  little." 

"I  thought  I  ate  all  the  sweetmeats,"  answered 
Zoe,  turning  and  smiling  a  little  at  the  recollection  of 
the  girls'  terror. 
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The  hours  passed  and  nothing  happened^  Some 
time  after  dinner  she  saw  from  her  upper  window 
that  Zeno  came  out  of  the  house  and  went  down  the 
marble  steps  to  a  beautiful  skiff  that  was  waiting 
there.  As  he  stepped  in,  she  drew  far  back  from 
the  window  lest  he  should  look  up  and  see  that  she 
had  been  watching  him.  She  heard  his  voice  as  he 
gave  an  order  to  the  two  watermen;  their  oars  fell 
with  a  gentle  plash,  and  when  she  looked  again  they 
were  pulling  the  boat  away  upstream,  towards  the 
palace  of  Blachemae  and  the  Sweet  Waters. 

The  maids,  having  eaten  of  the  most  delicious 
food  they  had  ever  tasted  till  they  could  eat  no 
more,  had  curled  themselves  up  together  on  a  carpet 
not  far  from  their  mistress,  and  were  fast  asleep. 
The  shadow  of  the  house  lengthened  till  it  slanted 
out  to  the  right  beyond  the  marble  steps  upon  the 
placid  water,  and  the  bright  sunlight  that  fell  on 
Pera  and  Galata  began  to  turn  golden;  so,  when 
gold  has  been  melted  to  white  heat  in  the  crucible, 
it  begins  to  cool,  grows  tawny,  and  is  shot  with 
streaks  of  red. 
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As  the  day  waned  in  a  purple  haze  and  the  air 
grew  colder,  the  two  maids  awoke  together,  rubbed 
their  eyes,  and  instantly  sprang  to  their  feet  Zog 
had  not  even  noticed  them,  but  just  then  the  even 
plashing  of  oars  was  heard  again,  and  she  saw  the 
skiff  coming  back,  but  without  Zeno.  She  looked 
again  to  be  sure  that  it  was  the  same  boat,  and  a 
ray  of  hope  flashed  in  her  thoughts  like  summer 
lightning.  Perhaps  he  had  changed  his  mind,  and 
would  not  come — not  to-night. 

The  maids  reminded  her  of  his  message,  and  she 
let  them  dress  her  again  for  the  evening.  They 
arranged  her  hair,  and  twined  strings  of  pearls  in  it, 
which  they  had  found  in  a  sandal-wood  box  on  the 
dressing-table.  They  took  clothes  from  the  wardrobes, 
fine  linen,  wrought  with  wonderful  needlework,  and 
pale  silks,  and  velvet  of  faintest  blue  embroidered 
with  silver  threads;  and  when  they  had  done  their 
best  they  held  two  burnished  metal  mirrors  before 
her  and  behind  her,  that  she  might  admire  herself. 
They  had  lighted  many  little  lamps  that  were  all 
prepared,  for  it  was  now  dark  out  of  doors,  and  they 
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had  spent  two  hours  in  arraying  Zoe.  And  she 
smiled  and  patted  their  cheeks,  and  called  them 
clever  girls,  for  she  was  sure  that  Zeno  had  changed 
his  mind.     He  would  not  come  to  her  to-night. 

But  even  as  she  repeated  the  words  to  herself,  he 
came  softly  through  the  warm  lamplight  and  stood 
before  her,  and  her  heart  stopped  beating. 

For  the  first  time  since  she  had  taken  the  final 
step,  she  felt  the  whole  extent  and  meaning  of  what 
she  had  done.  She  was  really  a  slave,  and  she  was 
alone  with  her  master. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


CHAPTER    Vn. 

"Are  you  afraid  of  me?" 

Zeno  asked  the  question  gently,  for  the  colour 
had  left  her  face;  and  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a 
frightened  stare.  He  had  once  seen  a  like  terror  in 
the  eyes  of  a  startled  doe,  as  if  a  clouded  opal 
passed  across  its  sight. 

Zoe  did  not  answer,  but  she  moved  instinctively, 
drawing  herself  together,  as  it  were,  and  turning  one 
shoulder  to  him.     He  heard  her  breathing  hard. 

It  was  a  very  new  thing  that  he  felt;  for  often, 
in  fight,  and  often  again,  he  had  seen  strong  men 
turn  pale  before  him,  just  when  they  felt  that  he  was 
a  master  of  the  sword  and  was  going  to  kill,  but  he 
had  never  seen  a  woman  afraid  of  him  in  his  life. 
In  his  narrow  experience,  they  had  always  seemed 
glad  that  he  should  be  near  them,  and  should  speak 
to  them.     Therefore,    when  he  saw  that  Zog  wa§ 
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terrified,  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  or  say,  and  he 
stupidly  repeated  his  question, 

"Are  you  afraid  of  me?" 

Zoe  dug  her  little  nails  into  the  palms  of  her 
hands,  and  looked  round  the  room,  as  if  for  help;  but 
the  two  maids  had  disappeared  as  soon  as  the  master 
had  entered,  for  so  they  had  been  taught  to  do  by 
their  trainer.  She  was  quite  alone  with  the  man  who 
had  paid  for  her. 

All  sorts  of  confused  thoughts  crowded  her  brain, 
as  Zeno  sat  down  on  a  seat  beside  the  divan.  She 
wondered  what  would  happen  if  she  told  him  her 
story  in  a  few  words,  and  appealed  to  his  generosity. 
She  guessed  that  he  was  kind;  at  least,  sometimes. 
But  perhaps  he  was  a  friend  of  the  new  Emperor, 
and  it  would  amuse  him  to  know  that  he  had  bought 
Michael  Rhangabe's  daughter.  Or  he  might  send  for 
Rustan,  and  insist  on  revoking  the  bargain,  and 
Rustan  might  take  her  back  to  the  beggars'  quarter, 
and  force  poor  Kyria  Agatha  to  give  up  the  money. 
Zoe  knew  at  once  little  and  much  of  the  world  of 
Constantinople,   but  of  one  thing  she  was  certain, 
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there  would  be  neither  mercy  nor  kindness  for  any 
of  her  name  while  Andronicus  reigned  in  Blachemae. 

She  was  terrified  by  the  presence  of  her  master, 
but  she  was  perfectly  brave  in  her  resolve;  the  sight 
of  death  itself  before  her  eyes  should  not  make  her 
do  anything  whereby  those  for  whom  she  had  sold 
herself  might  suffer. 

Zeno  sat  still  and  looked  at  her.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  she  was  far  more  beautiful  than  he  had  at 
first  realised.  As  she  leaned  sideways  against  the  big 
cushions,  turning  her  face  away  and  her  shoulder  to- 
wards him,  there  was  something  in  the  line  of  her 
cheek  and  of  her  neck  where  it  joined  the  ear,  and 
in  the  little  downy  ringlets  at  the  roots  of  her  hair 
that  stirred  his  blood,  against  his  will.  Also,  the 
devil  came  and  whispered  to  his  heart  that  she  was 
his  personal  property,  as  much  as  his  horse,  his 
house  and  his  stores  of  merchandise.  The  laws  about 
slaves  were  uncertain  enough  in  Italy,  but  there  was 
no  doubt  of  the  law  in  Constantinople.  The  slave 
Arethusa,  weighing  so  many  talents  and  minae,  hav- 
ing so  many  sound  teeth,  and  other  good  points,  was 
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the  absolute  property  of  Carlo  Zeno.  He  might  kill 
her,  if  he  liked,  in  any  way  he  chose,  and  the  law 
would  not  call  it  murder.  There  would  be  one  slave 
less,  and  he  would  have  thrown  away  four  hundred 
gold  ducats;  but  that  would  be  all. 

She  seemed  to  him  the  most  beautiful  creature 
in  the  world,  and  the  devil  was  not  suggesting  that 
he  should  kill  her;  not  by  any  means. 

For  a  long  time,  the  man  and  his  slave  were 
silent,  and  scarcely  moved,  and  neither  of  them  after- 
wards forgot  those  minutes.  In  their  thoughts  each 
was  struggling  with  what  seemed  an  impossibility,  a 
something  which  could  never  be  done.  The  high- 
born girl,  for  the  sake  of  a  mother  who  was  not  her 
mother,  and  of  brothers  who  were  not  of  her  blood, 
was  resolved  to  be  to  the  end  what  she  had  made 
herself  to  save  their  lives,  the  obedient  slave  of  a 
merchant  who  had  paid  gold  for  her.  It  was  worse 
than  death,  but  if  she  did  not  die  of  it,  she  must 
live  through  it,  lest  the  good  she  had  done  should 
be  undone  again. 

The  man  who  had  the  law's  own  right  of  life  and 
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death  over  her,  and  whose  warm  young  blood  her 
beauty  stirred  so  profoundly,  chose  to  resist  and  play 
that  he  was  not  the  master  after  all.  His  lean  face 
was  calm  enough  in  the  quiet  lamplight,  as  it  would 
have  been  in  raging  battle;  but  within  was  that  he 
would  not  care  to  feel  again,  nor  perhaps  to  let 
others  know  that  he  had  felt 

At  last,  wondering  at  the  stillness,  half-believing 
and  quite  hoping  that  he  was  no  longer  in  the  room, 
Zo^  turned  her  head.  His  eyes  were  on  her,  but 
there  was  something  in  them  that  she  could  not  fear. 

"Tell  me  who  you  are,"  he  said  quietly. 

Of  all  questions  she  had  least  expected  this  one, 
which  seemed  so  natural  to  him.  She  waited  a 
moment  before  she  spoke. 

"Are  you  dissatisfied,  sir?"  she  asked  in  a  low 
voice.     "Has  the  Bokharian  cheated  you?" 

"No!     What  a  thought!" 

"Then  you  know  what  I  am,  and  I  can  tell  you 
nothing  more,  my  lord.  Can  a  slave  have  a 
pedigree?" 

"I  do  not  believe  that  you  were  bom  a  slave," 


13 


1 80  ARETHUSA. 

said  Zeno,  leaning  forward  a  little  and  looking  into 
her  eyes. 

After  a  moment,  her  lids  drooped  under  his 
gaze,  but  she  would  not  speak. 

"Have  you  nothing  to  saji?"  he  asked,  dis- 
appointed  at  her  silence, 

Again  the  temptation  seized  her  to  tell  him  all, 
since  he  spoke  so  kindly;  but  still  she  thought  of 
what  might  happen  to  Kyria  Agatha. 

"I  am  yoiu-  bought  slave,"  she  said,  almost 
directly.     "I  have  nothing  else  to  tell." 

"But  you  had  a  mother?" 

"I  never  knew  her." 

"Your  father,  then?" 

"I  never  knew  him." 

Zeno  was  not  always  patient,  even  with  women, 
and  there  was  no  reason  why  he  should  be  forbear- 
ing with  his  own  property. 

"I  do  not  believe  you,"  he  said  in  a  tone  of  an- 
noyance, and  he  rose  and  began  to  pace  the  room. 

Now  it  chanced  that  Zo€  had  been  able  to  an- 
swer his  last  two  questions  quite  truthfully,  for  she 
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had  not  the  least  recollection  of  her  own  father  and 
mother,  who  had  died  of  the  plague  when  she  was 
three  months  old. 

"I  will  swear  to  you  on  all  holy  things  that  it  is 
true,"  she  said,  watching  him. 

He  made  an  impatient  gesture. 

"A  slave  cannot  take  an  oath,"  he  answered 
roughly. 

Zoe  lifted  her  beautiful  head  at  once,  and  her 
eyes  shone;  but  he  did  not  see,  for  he  had  turned 
his  back  on  her  in  his  walk,  and  a  moment  later  she 
resumed  her  former  submissive  attitude. 

Zeno  stopped  near  the  door  and  clapped  his 
hands;  the  two  maids  appeared. 

"Bring  supper,"  he  said. 

As  they  went  to  obey  he  came  back  and  sat  down 
again  beside  the  divan.  There  was  just  room  to  place 
a  small  table  between  him  and  Zo€.  The  girls  came 
back  and  waited  on  them,  but  neither  spoke.  Zeno 
prepared  a  salad  himself  with  ingredients  brought 
ready  for  making  it,  and  when  it  was  dressed  he 
helped  Zoe  to  a  little  of  it     She  had  watched  him. 
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for  the  Italian  custom  was  new  to  her  and  she  had 
never  known  how  a  salad  was  composed.  Zeno  poured 
Greek  wine  into  her  glass,  a  delicate  white  goblet 
from  Murano,  with  faint  blue  lines  round  the  stem. 
But  she  neither  ate  nor  drank. 

"Go,"  said  Zeno  to  the  maids.    "I  will  call  you." 

The  two  slipped  away  noiselessly.  Zeno  had  for- 
gotten his  displeasure,  and  he  felt  her  presence  again. 

"You  must  eat  and  drink,"  he  said  gently.  "If 
there  is  anything  you  like,  tell  me.    You  shall  have  it" 

"You  are  kind,"  she  answered/  but  she  did  not 
lift  her  hand.  "I  have  no  appetite,"  she  added,  after 
a  little  pause. 

I  do  not  know  why  no  man  believes  a  woman 
when  she  says  that  she  is  not  hungry.  Zeno  was  an- 
noyed, and  by  way  of  showing  his  displeasure  he 
himself  began  to  eat  more  than  he  wanted.  Zo€ 
looked  on  in  silence  while  he  finished  another  bird 
and  all  the  salad  he  had  made.  She  would  not  have 
been  a  woman  if  she  had  not  seen  that  he  felt  a  little 
shy,  all  at  once,  as  the  most  fearless  and  energetic 
men  may  before  a  woman  they  do  not  understand. 
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Then  there  was  a  change  for  the  better  in  her  own 
state;  she  breathed  more  freely,  her  heart  beat  more 
steadily,  the  weight  that  lay  like  lead  on  her  chest, 
just  below  her  throat,  was  lightened.  When  a  woman 
sees  that  a  man  is  shy  with  her,  she  is  sure  that  sooner 
or  later  he  will  turn  at  her  will;  and  though  she  is 
sometimes  mistaken,  the  chances  are  that  she  is  right 
Zeno  had  never  been  shy  before;  but  now,  when 
he  wished  to  speak,  he  could  find  nothing  to  say,  and 
Z06  knew  it,  and  would  not  help  him.  It  was  strange 
that  as  her  fear  subsided  she  thought  him  handsomer 
than  at  first  sight,  in  the  morning.  When  he  had 
finished  eating,  he  drank  some  wine,  set  down  the 
glass  and  looked  at  her  with  an  expression  that  was 
meant  to  show  something  like  anger;  for  he  already 
regretted  the  time — distant  five  minutes — when  she 
had  been  afiraid  of  him,  and  he  had  been  master  of 
the  situation.  He  drew  his  brows  together,  set  his 
lips  and  glared  at  her,  but  to  his  amazement  she  did 
not  seem  frightened.  He  had  lost  the  thread,  for 
the  time,  and  she  had  found  it  She  answered  his 
look  with  one  of  gentle  surprise. 
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"Have  you  finished  supper  already?"  she  asked 
sweetly. 

A  slight  flush  rose  in  his  brown  cheek,  as  he  felt  his 
shyness  increase,  but  he  kept  his  eyes  steadily  on  her. 

"You  do  not  seem  to  be  afraid  of  me  any 
longer,"  he  said,  by  way  of  answer. 

"Have  I  anything  to  fear  from  you?"  she  asked, 
in  a  trusting  tone. 

She  risked  everything  on  the  question,  or  thought 
she  djd.  She  won.  His  face  changed  and  softened, 
for  by  appealing  to  his  generosity  she  had  put  him 
at  ease. 

"No,"  he  answered.  "You  never  were  in  danger 
from  me.  Besides,"  he  added,  with  something  like 
an  effort,  "I  have  not  made  up  my  mind  what  to  do 
with  you." 

Zo€  sat  up  straight,  resting  one  hand  on  the  edge 
of  the  little  table. 

"The  truth  is,"  he  went  on,  "I  did  not  buy  you 
for  myself." 

2k)6  made  a  quick  movement  in  her  seat  Then 
her  tender  mouth  hardened  in  a  look  of  contempt 
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"So  you  are  only  another  slave-dealer!"  she  cried 
scornfully.  But  Zeno  laughed  at  the  mere  idea,  and 
was  glad  to  laugh.     It  was  a  relief. 

"No,"  he  said,  "I  am  not  a  slave-dealer.  I  am 
a  Venetian  merchant,  I  believe.  I  have  been  a  soldier, 
and  I  came  near  being  a  prebendary!" 

"A  priest!"     Zo^'s  face  showed  her  disgust 

"No,  for  I  never  was  in  orders,"  answered  Zeno, 
growing  more  sure  of  himself  as  she  grew  more  angry. 
"But  as  for  you,  a  friend  of  mine,  a  rich  gentleman 
of  Venice,  has  asked  me  as  a  favour  to  send  him  the 
most  beautiful  slave  to  be  had  in  Constantinople  for 
the  large  price  he  named.   As  a  matter  of  fact " 

But  here  he  was  interrupted,  for  Z06  turned  from 
kim  and  buried  her  face  in  the  leathern  cushion. 
Her  body  shook  a  little,  and  Zeno  thought  she  was 
crying.  She  had  grown  almost  used  to  him,  and  had 
begun  to  feel  that  she  might  have  some  power  over 
him;  and  she  was  ashamed  to  own  that  he  attracted 
her,  though  she  meant  to  hate  him.  But  the  idea 
that  he  had  only  bought  her  like  a  piece  of  goods, 
to  pass  her  on  to  an  unknown  man  far  away,  was 
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more  than  she  could  bear  at  first.  Moreover,  though 
the  idea  of  eating  sickened  her,  she  was  really  weak- 
ened by  need  of  food,  and  she  had  undergone  within 
twenty-four  hours  as  much  as  her  nature  could  bear 
without  breaking  down  in  some  way. 

Zeno  was  distressed,  and  bent  over  her,  rather 
awkwardly,  anxious  to  soothe  her.  She  turned  her 
face  to  him  suddenly,  without  warning,  and  he  saw 
that  her  eyes  were  dry  and  her  cheeks  flushed. 

"Venice  is  a  beautiful  city,"  he  said  coaxingly. 
"You  will  be  a  great  person  in  my  friend's  house — 
he  will  give  you " 

"When  are  you  going  to  send  me?  To-morrow?" 
The  girl  had  mastered  herself  a  little. 

"I  have  told  you  that  I  have  not  made  up  my 
mind  about  you,"  Zeno  answered.  "The  money  I 
gave  the  Bokharian  was  my  own.  I  may  keep  you 
here  after  all." 

Zo€  detested  him  in  that  moment  She  longed 
to  insult  him,  to  strike  him,  to  drive  him  away. 
There  was  something  so  condescending  in  what  he 
said.     He  would  make  up  his  mind  about  her!     He 
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might  keep  her  after  all!  He  had  paid  his  own 
money  for  her!  It  was  not  possible  that  she  could 
have  thought  him  handsome,  that  she  could  have 
been  even  momentarily  attracted  by  his  face,  his 
manner,  or  his  voice. 

"I  hate  you!"  she  cried,  shutting  her  teeth  tightly 
as  she  spoke. 

He  was  near  her,  and  she  drew  back  from  him 
as  far  as  she  could  against  the  cushions  of  the  divan. 
He  resumed  his  seat,  for  he  saw  how  angry  she  was. 
He  had  purposely  spoken  as  if  she  were  really  the 
slave  she  told  him  that  she  was,  and  against  the 
natural  instinct  which  bade  him  treat  her  as  his  equal. 

"Indeed,"  he  said  coldly,  and  he  took  a  cracked 
walnut  from  the  table  and  began  to  peel  the  kernel, 
"it  is  not  easy  to  know  what  will  please  you.  You 
seem  horrified  at  the  idea  of  going  to  Venice  and 
furious  at  the  thought  of  staying  here!  Of  course, 
there  is  a  third  possibility.  I  would  not  send  my 
friend  a  slave  who  would  be  so  discontented  as  to 
poison  him  and  his  family,  and  I  shall  certainly  not 
keep  one  in  my  house  who  hates  me  and  may  take 
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it  into  her  head  to  cut  my  throat  in  my  sleep.  The 
only  thing  that  remains  will  be  to  sell  you  back  to 
the  Bokharian  at  a  loss.     Should  you  like  that?" 

Zo^  felt  again  that  he  was  her  master. 

"You  made  me  think  you  would  be  kind  to  me!" 
she  said,  and  her  voice  quavered. 

Zeno  laughed,  for  he  had  been  too  much  annoyed 
to  yield  at  once  to  her  appeal. 

"That  did  not  prevent  you  from  sa3dng  that  you 
hated  me,  awhile  ago,"  he  answered.  "You  must  not 
expect  too  much  Christian  virtue  of  me,  for  I  am  no 
saint.     I  never  learned  to  love  those  that  hate  me!" 

She  liked  him  better  now;  as  he  threw  back  his 
head  a  little,  looking  at  her  from  imder  his  half-closed 
lids,  she  glanced  at  his  brown  throat  and  she  did  not 
think  of  cutting  it,  as  he  had  suggested.  But  she  was 
angry  with  herself  for  passing  through  so  many  phases 
of  like  and  dislike  in  so  short  a  time,  and  for  not 
feeling  relief  at  the  thought  of  being  sent  on  a  long 
journey,  which  certainly  would  mean  safety  while  it 
lasted,  and  perhaps  a  chance  of  freedom.  She  won- 
dered, too,  why  she  no  longer  wished  to  die  outright 
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now  that  she  had  saved  Kyria,  Agatha.  Her  answer 
to  his  last  speech  was  humble. 

"You  made  me  say  it,"  she  said.  "I  am  sorry, 
sir." 

"At  least,  I  have  learnt  that  you  would  rather 
stay  here  than  go  back  to  Rustan  Karaboghazji  arid 
that  gentle  wife  of  his — his  red-haired  dove!" 

"Anything  rather  than  that!" 

Her  tone  was  earnest,  for  it  was  the  fate  she 
feared  most,  both  for  herself  and  because  she  fancied 
that  the  dealer  would  in  some  way  claim  his  money 
from  Kyria  Agatha.  Zeno  was  apparently  satisfied 
with  her  answer,  fqr  he  looked  more  kindly  at  her 
and  was  silent  for  a  time.  Again  he  allowed  his  eyes 
to  be  delighted  with  her  beauty. 

"I  will  not  send  you  back,"  he  said  at  last;  and 
he  held  out  his  hand  towards  her,  as  if  he  were 
giving  a  promise  to  an  equal. 

She  was  grateful,  but  she  thought  that  perhaps 
he  was  trying  to  make  her  betray  her  birth.  No 
slave  would  take  the  master's  hand  familiarly  in  her 
own;  she  knew  the  ways  of  slaves,   for  there  had 
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been  many  in  her  adopted  father's  house,  and  she 
touched  the  tips  of  Zeno's  fingers  with  her  own  and 
pressed  her  lips  to  the  back  of  her  own  hand  when 
she  withdrew  it.  The  action  disconcerted  him  a  little, 
for  it  was  performed  perfectly,  with  all  the  deference 
of  bom  servitude. 

"You  were  not  long  in  Rustan*s  house,  were  you?" 
he  asked,  not  seeming  to  be  much  interested  in  the 
answer,  for  he  hoped  to  take  her  unawares. 

If  she  told  the  truth,  which  he  knew,  he  would 
show  surprise  and  press  her  with  another  question; 
if  she  answered  with  an  untruth  he  should  gain  that 
much  knowledge  of  her  character  for  future  use. 
Quick-witted,  she  did  neither. 

"It  pleased  my  lord  to  remind  me  awhile  ago 
that  a  slave's  oath  is  never  to  be  believed,"  she  said. 
"It  is  the  law  that  a  slave  must  be  tortured  when 
giving  evidence,  is  it  not?" 

"I  believe  it  is,"  answered  Zeno,  with  a  smile. 
"But  you  are  quite  safe!  I  only  ask  you  how  long 
you  were  in  Rustan's  house." 
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"One  night  and  part  of  a  day,"  Zo€  answered 
after  a  moment 

Zeno  pretended  surprise. 

"So  short  a  time!  Then  he  only  bought  you 
yesterday?" 

"Yesterday  evening." 

"And  of  whom?     Will  you  tell  me  that?" 

Zoe  reflected  a  moment  and  then  smiled. 

"Yes.  I  will  tell  you  that  He  bought  me  of  a 
lady  of  Constantinople,  in  whose  closest  intimacy 
I  was  brought  up.  She  is  just  of  my  own  age  and 
we  are  much  alike." 

"I  see,"  said  Zeno,  completely  deceived,  and 
speaking  almost  to  himself.  "Poor  girl!  The  same 
father,  I  suppose — hence  the " 

Zoe  drooped  her  eyes  and  looked  at  the  carpet 

"Yes — since  you  have  guessed  it,  sir.  We  had 
the  same  father,  though  we  never  knew  him.  He  died 
of  the  plague  when  we  were  a  few  months  old." 

Zeno  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  this  logical  ex- 
planation which  entirely  explained  Zo€'s  aristocratic 
beauty,  her  nobility  of  manner  and  the  delicate  rear-* 
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ing  that  was  so  apparent  in  all  her  ways,  as  well  as 
the  fearlessness  which  had  made  her  turn  upon  him 
and  tell  him  that  she  hated  him.  The  only  point  he 
could  not  understand,  was  that  Zo^  should  have 
smiled.  But  he  thought,  as  was  quite  possible,  that 
there  might  have  been  jealousy  and  even  hatred  be- 
tween the  mistress  and  her  slave-born  sister,  and  he 
would  not  inquire  too  closely  yet,  since  all  was  so 
clear  to  him.  Such  unnatural  doings  were  not  rare 
in  a  city  half-filled  with  slaves.  Zo€'s  mistress  had 
probably  sold  her  in  a  fit  of  anger,  or  perhaps  de- 
liberately and  with  a  cruel  purpose,  or  even  out  of 
avarice,  to  buy  a  string  of  pearls. 

The  girl  did  not  offer  to  say  more,  but  she  looked 
away  from  her  owner  and  seemed  to  be  thinking  of 
the  past,  as  indeed  she  was,  though  it  was  so  dif- 
ferent from  that  which  his  imagination  was  inventing 
for  her. 

He,  on  his  side,  peeled  another  walnut  thought- 
fully, and  looked  at  her  from  time  to  time,  sure  that 
he  knew  the  truth,  and  wondering  what  he  ought  to 
do,  and  above  all  what  he  really  wished  to  do.     He 
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had  believed  her  deeply  wronged,  and  had  paid  a 
great  sum  to  redress  that  wrong,  almost  without 
hesitating,  because  it  was  his  nature  to  help  anyone 
in  distress,  and  because  he,  who  counted  neither  life 
nor  limb  when  his  cause  was  good,  had  never  counted 
such  stuff  as  gold  in  a  like  case. 

But  now,  it  was  all  clear.  She  was  a  slave,  in 
spite  of  all  appearances.  She  had  suffered  no  in- 
justice; her  smile  had  told  him  that  the  change  in 
her  life  had  not  been  to  greater  unhappiness.  That 
she  should  fear  to  be  sent  back  to  Rustan  was  only 
natural;  she,  who  had  no  doubt  always  lived  de- 
licately in  the  great  house  where  she  had  been  bom, 
must  have  felt  the  sordidness  and  the  degradation  of 
the  slave-prison,  in  spite  of  the  special  care  she  had 
received  in  consideration  of  her  beauty  and  value. 
Very  likely,  too,  she  had  not  much  real  feeling,  in 
spite  of  her  behaviour;  slave  women  rarely  have. 

What  should  he  do  with  her?  He  was  passionate 
rather  than  material  or  pleasure-loving;  he  was  con- 
sequently an  optimist  and  an  idealist  where  women 
were  concerned,  and  was  full  of  a  vague  belief  in  the 
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romantic  side  of  love.  He  could  no  more  really  love 
a  slave-girl  than  he  could  have  loved  a  hired  maid, 
though  she  might  be  beautiful  beyond  comparison, 
for  he  was  incapable  of  attaching  himself  to  beauty 
alone.  Only  his  equal  could  be  his  mate,  and  he 
never  could  care  long  or  truly  for  any  creature  that 
was  less.  At  twenty,  the  youth  in  him  would  have 
boiled  up  and  over  for  a  week,  or  a  month;  but  he 
was  verging  on  thirty,  his  thirty  years  that  had  been 
crammed  with  the  deeds  of  many  a  daring  man's 
whole  lifetime,  and  his  nature  had  hardened  in  a 
nobler  mould  than  his  early  youth  had  promised.  He 
would  not  make  a  plaything  of  any  woman  now;  and 
since  he  would  not,  he  wondered  what  he  should  do 
with  Zoe,  now  that  she  was  his. 

In  this  mood  of  uncertainty  he  rose  to  leave  her, 
more  or  less  resolved  not  to  see  her  again  until  he 
had  come  to  some  conclusion  as  to  her  future;  for  in 
spite  of  all  he  still  felt  himself  attracted  to  her,  and 
the  line  of  her  cheek  and  throat  when  her  face  was 
half  turned  away  was  of  exquisite  beauty.  Standing 
beside  her  for  a  moment,  he  knew  that  if  ever  again 
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in  his  life  he  stooped  to  take  a  woman  for  a  toy, 
lonelessly,  stupidly,  contemptibly,  the  plaything  would 
be  this  Arethusa  whom  he  had  bought  of  a  scoundrelly 
Bokharian  dealer. 

"Good  night,"  he  said,  looking  down  into  her  up- 
turned eyes.  "If  you  need  anything,  if  you  want 
anything,  send  for  Omobono,  and  you  shall  have  it 
Good  night,  Arethusa." 

It  was  the  first  time  he  had  called  her  by  her 
name,  as  he  knew  it  He  did  not  even  hold  out  his 
hand.     She  looked  up  steadily. 

"What  shall  you  do  with  me?"  she  asked,  very 
anxiously,  surprised  by  his  sudden  leave-taking. 

She  was  so  lovely  then  that  he  felt  a  despicable 
impulse  to  take  her  into  his  arms,  just  for  her  loveli- 
ness, and  close  her  sad  eyes  with  kisses.  Instead, 
he  shook  his  head  and  turned  away. 

"I  do  not  know,"  he  said,  half-aloud.   He  reached 

the  door.     "I  do  not  know,"  he  repeated,  as  if  the 

problem  were  very  hard  to  solve;  and  he  went  out, 

not  turning  back  to  look  at  her. 

Thus  ended  the  first  hour  the  slave  spent  with 

13* 
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her  master;  and  when  he  was  gone  she  felt  suddenly 
exhausted,  as  if  she  had  fought  with  her  hands;  and 
strangely  enough  she  knew  all  at  once  that  she  was 
weak  from  want  of  food,  and  that  the  thought  of 
eating  no  longer  disgusted  her.  Half  ashamed  of 
herself,  she  glanced  at  the  door  through  which  Zeno 
had  disappeared,  as  if  she  thought  he  might  come 
back,  and  listened,  as  though  expecting  his  footstep. 
Then,  not  seeing  or  hearing  anything,  she  began  to 
eat  quickly,  and  almost  ravenously,  as  if  she  were 
doing  something  to  be  a  little  ashamed  of,  and  she 
hoped  that  the  maids  would  not  come  in  and  see  her. 
She  was  soon  satisfied,  for  it  had  been  a  nervous 
craving  rather  than  anything  else,  and  every  woman 
who  reads  these  lines  knows  precisely  how  Zo€  felt, 
or  will  know  one  of  these  days;  for  in  all  that  be- 
longs to  the  instinctive  side  of  life,  women  are  much 
more  alike  than  men  are;  whereas,  because  they  are 
not  led,  pushed,  or  dragged  through  one  average 
course  of  teaching,  as  most  men  are,  but  are  left  to 
think  and,  above  all,  to  guess  at  truth  for  themselves, 
they  are  much  more  unlike  in  their  way  of  looking 
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at  things.  This  also  is  the  reason  why  many  gifted 
men  and  a  good  many  really  learned  ones  would 
rather  talk  to  women  than  to  men;  for  among  men 
they  hear  the  same  things  everlastingly,  but  women 
always  have  something  new  to  say,  which  is  flattering, 
pleasant,  amusing,  or  irritating — perhaps,  as  they 
choose.  Women  have  also  a  sort  of  mock-humble, 
wholly  appealing  way  of  asking  the  great  man  how  it 
is  possible  that  he  can  really  care  to  talk  with  a  poor, 
ignorant,  little  woman,  when  he  might  be  engaged  in 
a  memorable  conversation  with  the  other  great  man, 
who  is  talking  to  the  other  poor,  ignorant  little  wo- 
man with  lovely  eyes,  on  the  other  side  of  the  room. 
In  this  way  we  learn  that  life  is  full  of  contra- 
dictions. 

Zo€  slept  ten  hours  without  dreaming,  and  awoke 
refreshed  and  rested,  to  wonder  presently  why  her 
mood  had  changed  so  much.  But  Zeno  was  restless 
in  the  night,  and  dissatisfied  with  himself  and  with 
what  he  had  done;  when  he  lay  awake  he  found  fault 
with  his  impulsive  action,  but  when  he  fell  asleep  for 
half-an-hour  Zo^  haunted  his  dreams.     More  than 
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once  he  got  up  and  walked  barefoot  on  the  marble 
mosaic  pavement  of  his  room,  and  he  threw  open 
the  shutters  and  looked  out.  The  night  was  calm 
and  clear,  and  the  air  was  almost  wintry.  To  the 
left  of  Pera's  towering  outline  the  northern  constella- 
tions shone  bright  and  cold.  Each  time  he  looked 
he  wondered  at  the  slow  motion  of  the  Bear;  the 
seven  stars  hung  above  the  Pole,  for  it  was  spring- 
time, and  they  hardly  seemed  to  have  moved  a  hand- 
breadth  to  their  westward  sinking  in  a  whole  hour, 
when  he  looked  again.  When  morning  came  his  face 
was  a  little  paler  than  usual,  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
in  a  bad  humour. 

Omobono  only  guessed  it  from  a  certain  increase 
of  his  natural  reserve,  but  that  was  enough  for  the 
experienced  secretary,  who  was  wonderfully  careful 
not  to  speak  unless  Zeno  spoke  to  him,  and,  above 
all,  not  to  mention  the  existence  of  the  women's  apart- 
ment upstairs.  On  the  other  hand,  although  it  was 
a  Sunday,  he  had  expected  to  be  sent  by  his  master 
to  draw  the  money  from  the  house  of  Corner,  accord- ' 
ing  to  Pesaro's  letter,  of  which  he  had  thoroughly 
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mastered  the  contents.  But  the  order  was  not  given, 
and  as  Zeno  was  neither  forgetful  of  details  nor  slack 
in  matters  of  business,  Omobono  began  to  wonder 
what  had  happened. 

On  Monday  Zeno's  mood  had  not  changed,  nor 
did  he  send  for  the  money,  and  the  secretary's 
curiosity  grew  mightily;  on  Tuesday  it  became  almost 
unbearable.  So  far  as  he  knew,  and  he  knew  most 
things  that  went  on  in  the  house,  Zeno  had  only  once 
gone  upstairs,  when  he  had  supped  with  Zoe  on 
Saturday  evening,  and  had  remained  barely  an  hour. 
Since  then  he  had  not  even  asked  after  the  slave, 
and  no  one  had  seen  her  except  the  two  little  maids, 
who  came  out  upon  the  landing  to  receive  the  meals 
at  regular  hours,  but  never  spoke  to  the  menservants. 
The  secretary  could  have  asked  to  see  Zo^,  to  inquire 
if  she  needed  anything,  and  she  would  certainly  have 
received  him;  but  he  was  afraid  to  do  so  without 
orders,  and  Zeno  gave  none,  and  might  come  in  at 
the  very  moment  when  Omobono  was  there.  The  in- 
dustrious secretary  had  fits  of  abstraction  over  his 
letters  and  accounts,  and  stared  out  of  the  window. 
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Stroking  his  neatly-trimmed  grey  beard  very  thought- 
fully.  ^ 

On  Thursday,  a  little  before  noon,  Zo^  was  sit- 
ting in  her  window,  and  she  again  saw  2^no  go  down 
the  steps  to  the  water  and  get  into  his  skiff.  It  was 
always  there  now,  even  at  dawn,  for  since  there  had 
been  women  in  the  house  Zeno  had  been  rowed  to 
another  place  for  his  morning  plunge  in  the  Golden 
Horn.  To-day  he  was  dressed  with  particular  care, 
Zoe  thought,  as  she  caught  sight  of  him,  and  she 
did  not  draw  back  from  the  window,  as  she  had 
done  the  first  time,  but  stayed  where  she  was,  and 
she  wished  in  her  heart  that  he  would  look  up  and 
see  her.  He  did  not  even  turn  as  he  stepped  into 
the  boat,  and  she  thought  he  held  his  head  lower 
than  when  she  had  last  seen  him,  and  looked  down, 
and  raised  his  shoulders  a  little  like  a  person  deter- 
mined not  to  look  to  the  right  or  the  left  Then  the 
two  men  pulled  the  skiff  away  upstream,  and  she 
watched  it  till  she  could  no  longer  distinguish  it  from 
many  others  that  moved  about  on  the  water  in  the 
direction  of  the  palace.   She  wondered  where  he  went 


ARETHUSA.  20I 

He  had  not  been  gone  ten  minutes  when  a  man 
came  to  the  gate  of  the  fore-court  on  the  other  side 
of  the  house,  and  asked  to  see  the  secretary.  He 
was  simply  dressed  in  a  clean  brown  woollen  tunic, 
that  hung  almost  to  the  ground.  It  had  wide  sleeves, 
and  they  hid  his  joined  hands  as  he  stood  waiting, 
in  the  attitude  monks  often  take  before  a  superior, 
or  when  reciting  prayers  before  meals.  But  the  man 
was  not  a  monk,  for  he  wore  a  broad  belt  of  dark 
red  leather,  in  which  he  carried  a  sheathed  knife,  a 
Syrian  ink-horn,  and  a  small  cylindrical  case  of  ham- 
mered brass,  which  held  his  reed  pens.  On  his  head 
he  wore  a  tall  felt  cap,  such  as  dervishes  now  wear. 

The  slave  at  the  door  looked  at  him  attentively 
before  admitting  him.  There  was  something  unusual 
in  his  expression,  though  his  features  were  not  very 
marked,  and  he  had  the  rather  pasty  complexion  that 
is  so  common  in  the  East.  His  eyes  were  perhaps  a 
little  longer  and  more  almond-shaped  than  those  of 
the  average  Greek  or  Bokharian,  and  he  kept  them 
half-closed.  His  scanty  black  beard  had  a  few  grey 
hairs  in  it.    His  nostrils  curved  sharply,  but  the  nose 
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was  neither  very  large  nor  markedly  aquiline.  A 
commonplace  face  enough  in  Constantinople;  but 
there  was  something  oddly  fixed  in  its  expression, 
that  made  the  slave  feel  uncomfortable  and  yet  sub- 
missive. Many  persons  of  all  conditions  came  to  the 
merchant's  house  on  business  during  the  day,  and  it 
was  the  rule  to  send  them  to  Omobono.  The  slave's 
business  was  to  keep  out  thieves,  beggars,  and 
suspicious  characters;  he  stood  aside,  admitted  the 
visitor  to  the  court  which  separated  the  house  from 
the  street,  and  shut  the  gate  again. 

One  of  the  free  house-servants,  of  whom  two  or 
three  were  always  waiting,  came  forward — a  square- 
shouldered  Venetian  named  Vito,  who  had  been  a 
sailor  and  had  followed  Zeno  for  years.  He  inquired 
the  stranger's  name  and  business. 

"I  am  Gorlias  Pietrogliant,"  was  the  answer. 
"My  business  with  the  secretary  is  private." 

The  serving-man  disappeared,  and  returned  a 
moment  later  to  conduct  the  visitor  to  the  private 
room    of  the    counting-house    on   the  ground  floor, 
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where  Omobono  sat  behind  a  high  desk  covered  with 
papers  and  slips  of  parchment. 

Omobono  straightened  himself  on  his  stool  and 
eyed  the  new-comer  with  a  look  of  inquiry,  at  the 
same  time  drawing  from  his  right  arm  the  half  sleeve 
of  grey  cotton  which  he  always  put  on  when  he  was 
going  to  write  long,  lest  a  spot  of  ink  should  stain 
the  soft  linen  wrist-band  which  just  showed  below  the 
tight  cuff  of  his  coat.  He  was  a  careful  man.  He 
looked  at  his  visitor  keenly,  till  he  suddenly  became 
aware  that  his  scrutiny  was  returned  with  a  rather 
disquieting  fixedness. 

"I  am  Gorlias  Pietrogliant,"  said  the  stranger. 

Omobono  bent  his  head  politely,  and  wondered 
whether  he  should  be  able  to  repeat  such  an  out- 
landish name. 

"I  am  Messer  Zeno's  secretary,"  he  answered. 
"What  is  your  business.  Master  Porlias  Dietroplant?" 

"Gorlias,"  corrected  the  other,  quite  unmoved. 
"Gorlias  Pietrogliant" 

"Master  Gorlias — I  beg  your  pardon." 

"I  am  an  astrologer,"  observed  the  visitor,  seating 
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himself  on  a  high  stool  at  Omobono's  elbow,  and 
relapsing  into  silence. 

"You  are  an  astrologer,"  said  the  secretary  ten- 
tatively, after  a  long  pause,  for  he  did  not  know  what 
to  say. 

"Yes,  I  told  you  so,"  replied  Gorlias;  and  for  a 
few  seconds  longer  it  did  not  seem  to  occur  to  him 
that  there  was  anything  else  to  be  said. 

There  was  something  so  oddly  fixed  in  his  look 
and  so  dull  in  his  voice  that  Omobono  began  to  fear 
that  he  might  be  a  lunatic,  which  was  indeed,  in  the 
secretary's  opinion,  much  the  same  as  an  astrologer, 
for  the  Venetians  were  never  great  believers  iji  the 
influence  of  the  stars.  But  the  visitor  soon  made 
him  forget  his  suspicions  by  reviving  his  curiosity. 

"The  matter  which  brings  me  to  you  is  of  a  very 
delicate  nature,"  said  Gorlias,  all  at  once  speaking 
fluently  and  in  a  low  voice.  "I  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  we  are  interested  in  the  same  business." 

"Are  we?"  asked  the  secretary  in  some  surprise. 

"I  think  we  are.  I  think  we  are,  by  four  toes 
and  by  five  toes!" 
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"Over  the  water,"  answered  Omobono  promptly, 
and  hoping  to  learn  more. 

"Both  salt  and  fresh,"  returned  Gorlias.  "By 
these  tokens  I  shall  trust  to  your  fidelity  and  dis- 
cretion." 

"Implicitly,"  replied  the  Venetian,  who  was  sure 
of  being  discreet,  but  wondered  what  the  matter 
might  be  to  which  his  fidelity  was  pledged  before- 
hand. He  inwardly  hoped  that  his  visitor  was  not 
going  to  ask  him  for  money,  for  he  suspected  that 
some  awful  fate  must  be  in  store  for  those  who  re- 
fused a  service  when  appealed  to  by  the  mysterious 
pass-words,  of  which  he  had  now  learnt  one  more. 

"Messer  Carlo  is  gone  out,"  said  Gorlias.  "By 
this  time  he  is  in  the  house  of  Messer  Sebastian 
Polo,  who  wishes  to  marry  him  to  his  daughter.  He 
will  not  come  home  till  after  dinner." 

Omobono  stared  at  the  speaker. 

"You  know  more  than  I  do,"  he  observed. 

"Of  course.  I  am  an  astrologer.  You  are  in 
charge  of  the  house  and  all  it  contains,  and  the 
servants  and  slaves  are  afraid  of  you  because  you 
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have  the  master's  ear,  but  they  love  you  because  you 
are  kind  to  them.  Therefore,  whatever  you  do  is 
right  in  their  eyes.  Upstairs  there  are  three  female 
slaves;  one  is  Arethusa,  the  other  two  are  called 
Yulia  and  Lucilla,  and  wait  on  her.  You  see,  I  know 
everything.  Now,  for  the  sake  of  that  business  in 
which  we  are  both  interested,  you  must  take  me  up 
to  their  apartment,  for  I  must  speak  with  the  one 
called  Arethusa." 

Omobono  wished  that  Gorlias  had  asked  him  for 
his  coat,  or  his  money,  or  anything  that  was  his, 
rather  than  for  such  a  favour;  and  he  was  about  to 
risk  refusing  it,  whatever  the  penalty  might  be,  when 
a  luminous  idea  revealed  itself  to  him. 

"There  is  only  one  condition,"  he  answered,  after 
a  moment's  thought  "I  must  be  present  while  you 
talk  with  her." 

"That  need  not  disturb  you,"  said  Gk)rlias  calmly. 
"I  have  seen  the  room  where  she  is  by  virtue  of  my 
knowledge  of  the  stars.  It  has  a  small  covered  bal- 
cony with  an  outer  lattice  against  the  sun,  on  the 
south  side.     There  I  will  talk  with  Arethusa,  while 
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you  Stand  by  the  door  and  watch  us.  I  will  draw 
figures,  and  appear  to  explain  them  to  her,  so  that 
the  two  girl-slaves  may  think  that  I  have  come  to 
amuse  her  by  setting  up  her  horoscope.  Even  Messer 
Carlo  could  not  object  to  that,  and  Arethusa  can  veil 
herself,  so  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  see  her 
face." 

Omobono  reflected  a  moment,  but  could  now  see 
no  good  reason  for  refusing  the  request,  whereas  he 
saw  a  prospect  of  learning  something  more  about  the 
mystery  that  interested  him.  Zoe  herself  had  prompted 
him  with  the  second  password  of  the  chain,  in  Rustan's 
house,  and  he  was  almost  sure  that  in  some  way  she 
knew  the  rest,  and  the  meaning  of  them  all. 

The  two  went  up  the  marble  stairs  to  the  second 
storey,  and  Omobono  tapped  at  the  entrance  to  the 
women's  apartment.  There  came  a  little  pattering  of 
slippered  feet,  and  Lucilla  opened  the  door  just 
enough  to  put  her  head  out,  for  it  was  not  yet  time 
for  the  midday  meal,  and  she  wondered  what  was 
wanted. 

"Bid  your  mistress  veil  herself,  my  child,"  said 
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Omobono.  "Here  is  a  famous  astrologer  come  to  tell 
her  the  future,  which  will  help  her  to  pass  the  time." 

Lucilla  glanced  at  Gorlias  with  curiosity  and 
smiled,  showing  all  her  teeth. 

"Indeed  it  is  very  dull  here,"  she  observed,  and 
disappeared,  shutting  the  door  behind  her. 

While  the  two  men  waited  Gorlias  produced  from 
the  folds  of  his  wide  tunic  a  big  roll  of  parchment, 
which  he  unrolled  a  foot  or  two,  displaying  a  multi- 
tude of  incomprehensible  signs  and  figures;  he  also 
took  out  a  large  brass  compass,  a  sheet  of  cotton 
paper  from  Padua,  also  rolled  up,  and  an  Arabic 
almanack  with  a  silver  clasp.  Omobono  surveyed 
these  preparations  with  mingled  curiosity  and  sceptical 
amusement,  till  Lucilla  opened  the  door  again  and 
ushered  both  men  into  Zofi's  presence.  The  astro- 
loger made  cabalistic  signs  with  his  right  hand  while 
he  advanced,  as  if  he  were  drawing  imaginary  figures 
in  the  air  with  his  extended  forefinger.  Zo€'s  face 
was  quite  concealed  in  the  double  folds  of  a  white 
gauze  veil,  but  she  seemed  to  watch  him  attentively 
as  he  came  towards  her. 
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ZoE  and  the  astrologer  sat  in  the  covered  balcony 
in  fiill  view  of  the  secretary,  who  remained  near  the 
door,  straining  his  sharp  ears  in  vain  to  catch  some 
words  of  the  whispered  conversation.  The  maids  had 
been  dismissed.  From  time  to  time  GorHas  spoke 
aloud,  pointing  with  his  compass  to  different  parts  of 
the  figure,  but  what  he  said  only  made  it  more  im- 
possible to  guess  at  what  he  whispered.  Zoe  sat  almost 
motionless,  but  she  had  opened  the  folds  of  her  veil  so  as 
to  uncover  her  mouth,  and  after  her  companion  had 
been  speaking  some  time  she  bent  down  and  answered 
in  his  ear,  pretending,  however,  to  point  to  the  figures 
on  the  paper,  as  if  she  were  asking  questions. 

The  substance  of  what  Gorlias  told  her  was  that 
he  and  his  friends  were  interested  in  a  mighty  enter- 
prise, and  had  often  tried  to  sound  Carlo  Zeno  with 
regard  to  helping  them  to  carry  it  out,  but  they  had 
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met  with  no  success,  for  he  either  did  not  under- 
stand, or  he  would  not.  Messer  Sebastian  Polo,  whose 
house  he  frequented,  was  a  timid  man,  and  was  not 
to  be  trusted  with  such  a  secret;  moreover,  he  was 
so  extremely  anxious  to  make  Zeno  marry  his  daughter, 
that  he  would  certainly  never  allow  him  to  run  any  risks. 

All  this  he  put  very  clearly,  and  Omobono  might 
have  been  surprised  to  learn  that  he  had  not  used 
any  password.     Then  Zo^  bent  down  to  his  ear. 

"What  is  the  name  of  Sebastian  Polo's  daughter?" 
she  asked. 

"Giustina,"  whispered  the  astrologer.  "The  sun 
near  to  mid-heaven,"  he  continued  aloud,  "and  in 
trine  aspect  to  Mars,  signifies  fine  horses  and  a  retinue 
of  servants."  He  dropped  his"  voice  again.  "She  is 
thirty,  and  has  had  the  smallpox,"  he  whispered. 

"The  master  has  only  been  here  once  since  I 
came,"  said  Zoe,  bending  to  his  ear  again.  "I  have 
no  influence  with  him." 

Gorlias  turned  his  face  towards  her  in  slow  surprise. 

"Had  he  not  seen  you  before  he  bought  you, 
Kok6na  Arethusa?"  he  enquired. 
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"Yes,  indeed!" 

"Oh!  I  thought  that  you  also  might  have  had 
the  smallpox,"  was  the  whispered  answer. 

Zo^  could  not  help  laughing  a  little.  The  pretty 
notes,  muffled  by  the  veU,  seemed  to  come  from  far 
away.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had  laughed  naturally 
since  many  weeks.  The  astrologer  bent  nearer  to  her 
when  she  was  silent  again,  and  spoke  aloud,  pointing 
to  his  figure. 

"Venus  is  in  the  Seventh  House  in  benign  aspect 
to  the  Moon,"  he  said  aloud.  "You  will  be  fortunate 
in  love."  Then  he  whispered  again,  "I  will  give 
you  a  philtre  that  has  never  failed.  The  next  time 
he  comes " 

Zo€  shook  her  head  decidedly,  with  something 
that  looked  like  indignation. 

"It  is  for  a  good  matter,  Kok6na,"  Gorlias 
answered.  "If  you  will  help  us,  you  shall  have 
pearls  and  diamonds,  and  gold  and  liberty." 

"Liberty?    How?" 

Gorlias  thought  that  he  had  tempted  her  with 
that,  at  least 
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"If  you  will  promise  your  help  with  Messer  Carlo, 
I  will  tell  you." 

"How  can  I  promise  what  is  not  mine  to  give?" 
asked  the  girl. 

The  astrologer  was  not  discouraged,  and  after 
more  talk  about  the  planets,  in  a  tone  loud  enough 
to  be  heard  by  the  maids  if  they  were  listening  at 
the  door,  he  went  on  quickly  again. 

"Messer  Carlo  is  a  man  who  loves  adventures, 
who  has  led  desperate  and  forlorn  hope  to  victory, 
both  in  Italy  and  Greece,  who  has  the  gift  of  the  leader, 
if  ever  a  man  had  it.     Surely,  you  knew  all  this." 

"I  know  he  has  been  a  soldier,"  Zoe  answered, 
for  Zeno  had  told  her  so. 

"He  also  possesses  some  fortune,  and  has  great 
connections  in  Venice.  Moreover,  I  can  tell  you, 
Kok6na,  that  this  is  no  small  matter.  If  he  succeeds, 
he  will  earn  gratitude  of  the  Serene  Republic  and 
honour  everywhere." 

"As  much  as  that?"  asked  ZoS,  looking  attentively 
at  the  astrologer  through  her  veil.  "How  am  I  to 
believe  you?" 


ARETHUSA.  215 

"I  thought  I  had  spoken  clearly  enough,"  Gorlias 
answered,  "but  lest  you  should  doubt  my  word  and 
promise,  take  these." 

He  had  furtively  slipped  his  hand  into  the  bosom 
of  his  tunic,  and  when  he  withdrew  it  his  fingers 
closed  over  something  he  held  gathered  in  his  palm. 
Cleverly  turning  the  sheet  of  paper  on  which  he  had 
shown  his  astrological  figures,  so  as  to  hinder 
Omobono  fi:om  seeing,  he  disclosed  to  Zo€  a  short 
string  of  very  large  and  beautiful  pearls. 

"In  your  nativity,"  he  rattled  on,  aloud,  "the 
beneficent  influences  altogether  outweigh  the  malefic 
ones."  * 

He  said  much  more  to  the  same  effect,  and  while 
he  was  speaking  he  let  the  pearls  slip  down  upon 
the  skirts  of  Zofi's  over-garment  on  the  side  away 
firom  the  secretary. 

"They  are  yours,"  he  whispered.  "You  shall 
have  a  hundred  strings  like  them  if  you  succeed." 

"Give  such  things  to  my  maids,"  Zofi  answered, 
"not  to  me!  If  you  are  in  earnest  make  a  sign,  that 
I  may  know  whence  you  come." 
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"A  sign?"  repeated  Gorlias,  as  if  not  under- 
standing. 

"Yes,  where?"  Her  mouth  was  close  to  his  ear 
as  she  whispered  the  question,  and  she  turned  her 
ear  towards  him  for  the  answer. 

He  hesitated,  and  for  the  first  time  the  dull  fixed- 
ness of  his  expression  was  momentarily  dispelled  by 
a  very  faint  look  of  surprise. 

"I  ask,  where?"  Zoe  repeated,  with  strong 
emphasis  bending  to  him  again. 

"Over  the  water,"  he  answered  at  last 

"Both  salt  and  fresh,"  she  replied  instantly. 

Gorlias  looked  at  her  veiled  face  long. 

"Who  are  you?"  he  asked  at  length.  "Who 
taught  you  these  things?"  He  glanced  suspiciously 
at  Omobono,  who,  as  he  had  reason  to  believe,  was 
acquainted  with  the  secret. 

Zoe  shook  her  head. 

"No,"  she  answered.  "One  greater  than  he  taught 
me  what  I  know.  You  may  go  now,  for  your  mes- 
sage is  delivered.  What  I  can  do,  I  will  do,  and 
there  is  no  more  to  say,  for  it  is  my  own  cause  as 
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well  as  his — the  cause  of  justice,  and  God  is 
with  it" 

Gorlias  spoke  aloud  again,  and  brought  his  ex- 
planation of  the  horoscope  to  a  conclusion  by  inform- 
ing Zoe  that  if  she  wished  to  know  the  smaller  details 
of  her  wonderful  future,  she  must  consult  him  at 
intervals,  as  the  phases  of  the  moon  had  a  great  in- 
fluence on  her  fate. 

"When  the  Kokona  wishes  to  see  me,"  he  said, 
rising,  "Messer  Omobono  will  send  for  me,  and  I  will 
come." 

Before  Zoe  realised  that  he  had  not  picked  up 
the  string  of  pearls,  he  had  made  his  obeisance  and 
was  at  the  door  with  Omobono,  who  bowed  low  to 
her,  and  ushered  him  out 

When  she  was  alone  she  took  the  necklace  from 
the  folds  of  her  dress,  where  it  had  lain,  and  looked 
at  it  a  moment  before  she  hid  it  in  her  bosom.  For 
she  would  not  allow  the  maids  to  see  it,  and  was  al- 
ready debating  how  she  should  hide  it  till  she  could 
find  an  opportunity  of  giving  it  back.  But  when  the 
cold  pearls  touched  her  flesh  they  sent  a  little  chill 
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to  her  heart,  and  she  thought  it  was  somehow  like  a 
warning. 

She  understood  well  enough  what  had  happened, 
for  she  was  quick-witted.  Rustan,  who  had  shown 
that  he  knew  the  secret,  and  his  wife,  who  had  spoken 
to  him  of  Gorlias,  had  told  the  latter  that  Carlo  Zeno 
was  in  love  with  a  beautiful  Greek  slave,  who  could, 
of  course,  be  easily  induced  by  gifts  to  use  her  in- 
fluence with  her  master.  For  Zeno's  past  deeds  had 
already  woven  a  sort  of  legend  about  his  name,  so 
that  even  the  soldiers  talked  of  him  among  them- 
selves, and  told  stories  of  the  desperate  bravay  and 
amazing  skill  with  which  he  had  kept  a  small  Turkish 
army  at  bay  in  Greece  with  a  handful  of  men  for 
nearly  a  whole  year,  and  many  other  tales,  of  which 
the  most  fantastic  was  less  strange  than  much  that 
afterwards  happened  to  him  in  his  life. 

It  must  have  seemed  easy  enough  to  the  astrologer, 
and  even  to  Omobono  perhaps;  but  it  looked  strangely 
impossible  to  Zoe  herself,  when  she  remembered  her 
only  interview  with  the  man  whom  she  was  now 
pledged  to  win  over. 
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The  whole  situation  was  known  to  her.  A  con- 
spiraqr  was  on  foot  to  take  the  Emperor  Johannes 
from  his  prison  and  restore  him  to  the  throne,  im- 
prisoning his  son  Andronicus  in  the  Amena  tower  in 
his  stead.  Thousands  of  John's  loyal  subjects  re- 
cognised each  other  by  passwords,  and  talked  secretly 
of  a  great  rising,  in  which  some  foresaw  vengeance 
for  the  wrongs  they  had  suffered,  while  others,  like 
the  Bokharian  Rustan,  hoped  for  fortune,  reward,  and 
perhaps  honour.  But  the  body  of  the  army  was  not 
with  them  yet,  the  disaffected  men  lacked  skill  or 
courage  to  preach  the  cause  of  the  lawful  Emperor 
to  their  comrades,  and  the  revolution  had  no  guiding 
spirit.  It  is  far  easier  to  choose  a  general  among 
soldiers  than  to  pick  out  a  leader  of  revolt  amongst 
untried  and  untrained  men. 

Before  he  lost  his  liberty  the  Emperor  had  known 
Zeno,  and  though  a  weak  man,  had  judged  him 
rightly.  In  his  prison  he  possessed  means  of  com- 
municating occasionally  with  his  friends,  and  he  had 
instructed  them  to  ask  Zeno's  help;  but  so  far  his 
message  had  either  not  been  delivered  or  Zeno  had 
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been  deaf  to  the  appeal,  perhaps  judging  that  the 
time  was  not  come  for  the  attempt,  or  that,  after  all, 
the  cause  was  not  a  good  one.  Having  failed  to 
move  him  in  all  other  ways,  the  revolutionaries  had 
seized  the  unexpected  opportunity  that  now  presented 
itself. 

The  thought  that  such  a  man  might  turn  the  tide 
of  history,  restore  the  rightful  sovereign  to  the  throne, 
and  avenge  the  awful  death  of  Michael  Rhangab^, 
had  crossed  Zo€'s  mind  when  she  had  first  seen  her 
purchaser  in  Rustan's  house,  for  the  bom  leader  and 
fighting  man  generally  has  something  in  his  face  that 
is  not  to  be  mistaken;  but  to  influence  Carlo  was  an- 
other matter,  as  she  had  understood  when  he  had 
supped  with  her.  It  would  be  as  hard  to  induce 
him  to  do  anything  he  was  not  inclined  to  do  of  his 
own  accord  as  it  would  be  impossible  to  hinder  him 
from  attempting  whatever  he  chose  to  try.  As  for 
winning  him  to  the  cause  by  gentler  means,  the  high- 
bom  girl  blushed  at  the  suggestion.  He  was  cer- 
tainly not  in  love  with  her  at  first  sight;  of  that  she 
was  as  sure  as  that  she  did  not  love  him  either. 
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Yet  while  she  was  thinking,  she  suddenly  wondered 
whether  Gorlias  had  spoken  the  truth  about  Giustina 
Polo.  Was  she  really  thirty,  and  was  her  face  pitted 
like  a  cheese-grater,  as  Gorlias  had  told  her?  If  she 
was  ugly,  why  did  Zeno  go  to  Polo's  house  so  often? 
For  Zo€  had  no  doubt  but  that  he  went  there  every 
time  he  was  rowed  up  the  Golden  Horn  in  his  pretty 
skiff.  He  was  always  carefully  dressed  when  he 
stepped  into  his  boat;  it  was  not  for  old  Polo  that 
he  wore  such  fine  clothes. 

She  was  very  lonely  now.  During  the  first  two 
days  she  had  rested  herself  in  her  luxurious  surround- 
ings, not  without  the  excitement  of  expecting  another 
visit  from  Zeno,  and  she  had  thought  with  satisfaction 
of  all  the  comfort  her  sacrifice  must  have  brought  to 
her  adopted  mother,  to  the  little  boys,  and  to  poor 
old  Nectaria.  But  now  she  wished  she  could  at  least 
be  sure  that  all  was  well  with  them,  though  she  was 
rather  sadly  conscious  that  she  did  not  miss  them  as 
she  had  thought  she  must.  During  many  months  she 
had  nursed  Kyria  Agatha  most  tenderly,  and  had 
helped  the  old  slave  to  take  care  of  the  children; 
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the  last  weeks  had  been  spent  in  abject  misery,  the 
last  days  in  the  final  struggle  with  starvation  and 
sickness,  and  still  she  had  bravely  done  her  best 
Yet  she  had  long  felt  that  Kyria  Agatha  had  not 
much  real  affection  for  her,  and  would  let  her  starve 
herself  to  death  to  feed  her  and  the  boys.  It  would 
have  been  otherwise  if  Rhangab^  had  lived;  she  would 
have  willingly  died  of  hunger  for  him,  but  he  was 
gone,  and  though  she  had  done  and  borne  the  im- 
possible, it  had  not  been  for  her  own  blood,  but  for 
the  sake  of  the  good  and  brave  man's  memory.  He 
was  in  peace,  after  the  agony  of  his  death,  his  wife 
and  his  sons  were  provided  for,  so  far  as  Zo^  could 
provide  by  giving  her  freedom  and  her  life  for  them. 
As  far  as  she  could  she  had  paid  her  debt  of 
gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  the  debt  that  was  not 
wiped  out  was  due  to  her;  those  who  had  murdered 
Rhangabe  owed  her  his  unspeakable  sufferings  and 
every  precious  drop  of  his  heart's  blood.  They  should 
pay.  If  she  lived,  they  should  pay  all  to  the  utter- 
most. 

And  now,  fate  had  placed  within  her  reach  the 
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instrument  of  vengeance,  the  bravest,  rashest,  wisest, 
most  desperate  of  mankind.  Her  heart  had  silently 
and  joyfully  drunk  in  every  word  that  Gorlias  had 
said  about  the  man  who  owned  her  as  he  owned  the 
carpet  under  her  feet,  the  roof  over  her  head,  and 
the  clothes  that  covered  her. 

He  was  within  her  reach,  but  he  was  not  within 
her  power.  Not  yet.  Her  mood  had  changed,  and 
for  awhile,  not  knowing  what  she  dreamt  of,  she 
wished  that  she  were  indeed  one  of  those  Eastern 
enchantresses  of  whom  she  had  often  heard,  without 
half  understanding,  who  roused  men  to  frenzy,  or 
lulled  their  lovers  to  sleep  and  ruin,  as  they  would; 
she  wished  she  were  that  wicked  Antonina,  for  whom 
brave,  pure-hearted  Belisarius  had  humbled  himself 
in  the  dust;  she  wished  she  were  Theodora,  shame- 
lessly great  and  fair,  an  imperial  Vision  of  Sin,  com- 
pelling to  her  heel  the  church-going,  priest-haunted 
master  of  half  the  known  world — Justinian.  She 
knew  the  story  of  her  adopted  country.  What  had 
either  of  those  women  that  she  had  not,  wherewith  to 
master  a  man? 
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Then  the  tide  of  shame  came  back,  and  she 
turned  her  face  away  from  the  empty  room,  as  if 
it  had  guessed  her  thoughts;  and  then,  to  get  away 
from  them,  she  called  her  maids,  clapping  her  hands 
sharply.    They  came  running  in  and  stood  before  her. 

"Go,  Yulia,"  she  said,  "find  the  secretary  and 
beg  him  to  come  to  me." 

While  she  waited,  she  made  Lucilla  arrange  her 
veil  again  so  that  it  hid  her  face,  and  this  was 
scarcely  done  when  Omobono  was  ushered  in  by  the 
other  girl.  He  bowed  to  Zoe  and  gravely  stroked 
his  pointed  beard. 

"What  is  the  Kokona's  pleasure?"  he  asked,  after 
a  pause. 

"Do  you  speak  Latin?"  ZoS  enquired,  in  that 
language. 

The  little  man  drew  himself  up  proudly,  and 
cleared  his  throat 

"In  my  family  we  have  been  notaries  for  five 
generations,"  he  answered,  in  language  that  was 
comprehensible   but   would    have   filled  an   average 
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Churchman  with  vague  uneasiness,  and  would  have 
made  Cicero's  ashes  rattle  in  their  urn. 

Zo^  was  satisfied,  however,  for  though  her  maids 
might  understand  Italian,  she  was  quite  sure  that 
Latin  was  beyond  them.  She  herself  spoke  it  far 
more  correctly  than  Omobono,  though  with  a  rather 
lisping  Greek  accent.  She  could  not  have  helped 
saying  "vonus"  for  "bonus,"  "eyo"  for  "ego,"  and 
"Thominus"  for  "Dominus." 

"Where  is  Thominus  Carolus?"  she  enquired,  so 
suddenly  that  the  secretary  was  almost  taken  off  his 
guard. 

"He  is — he  is  gone  out,"  he  answered. 

"Yes.  He  is  gone  to  dine  with  Messer  Sebastian 
Polo.     He  goes  there  two  or  three  times  a  week." 

Zoe  watched  the  secretary's  face  with  amusement; 
his  surprise  was  comical. 

•*Then  the  man  is  really  an  astrologer,"  he  said,  in  a 
wondering  tone,  "and  star-gazing  is  not  all  nonsense!" 

"Sebastian  Polo's  daughter  is  young  and  beauti- 
ful," observed  Zoe,  who  apparently  did  not  place 
implicit  faith  in  astrology. 

Arethusa,  /.  15 
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Omobono's  face  and  gesture  expressed  a  qualified 
assent,  but  he  said  nothing. 

"Tell  me  at  once,"  said  Zoe,  "that  she  is  thirty, 
that  her  complexion  resembles  the  dust  when  it  is 
pitted  by  raindrops  after  a  shower " 

"That  would  not  be  true,"  cried  the  secretary. 
"Giustina  Polo  is  not  supremely  beautiful,  but  she 
is  young  and  pretty,  and  as  fresh  as  roses." 

"But  she  is  very  poor,"  suggested  ZoS.  "She 
has  no  dowry." 

"Who  says  so?"  asked  Omobono  indignantly. 
"The  house  of  Sebastian  Polo  is  as  prosperous  as 
any  in  Constantinople!  He  is  as  rich  as  any  Venetian 
here  except,  perhaps,  Marin  Corner!" 

"Then  it  is  true  that  the  master  is  going  to 
marry  his  daughter,"  Zo€  replied,  as  if  stating  a  fact 
that  could  no  longer  be  denied. 

She  was  rapidly  working  the  secretary  into  a 
state  of  excitement  in  which  his  Latin  grammar  went 
to  the  winds. 

"No,  indeed!"  he  cried.  "It  is  altogether  a  lie! 
Who  has  told  you  such  things?" 
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"She  is  young,  pretty,  fresh  as  roses,  and  very 
rich,"  said  Zo€,  recapitulating.   "Did  you  not  say  so?" 

"Yes " 

"And  the  master  goes  to  dine  in  her  father's 
house  three  times  a  week " 

"Perhaps " 

"Do  you  suppose  that  Polo  would  invite  the 
master  so  often  unless  he  wanted  him  for  his 
daughter?" 

"Perhaps  not " 

"Or  that  the  master  would  wilfully  deceive  Polo 
and  the  girl?" 

"What  are  you  saying?" 

"Simply  that  Thominus  Carolus  is  going  to  marry 
Thomna  Justina." 

"But  I  tell  you " 

"Either  you  are  very  simple,  or  you  think  I  am," 
interrupted  Zoe  with  crushing  logic.  "Which  shall  it 
be,  Master  Secretary?" 

Omobono  thought  her  a  terrible  young  person 

just  then.     He  spread  out  his  hands  and  looked  up 

to  the  ceiling  in  despair,  but  still  protesting. 

15* 
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"And  meanwhile,"  she  continued,  "what  is  the 
master  going  to  do  with  me?  Am  I  to  be  locked 
up  here  for  ever?" 

If  anything  could  further  disturb  Omobono's 
equanimity  it  was  this  question.  His  gentle  temper 
was  beginning  to  be  ruffled. 

"How  can  I  tell?"  he  asked.  "He  will  do  what 
he  thinks  best!     Ask  him  yourself!" 

After  all,  she  was  only  a  slave,  he  said  in  his 
heart,  and  he  was  the  descendant  of  five  generations 
of  notaries.  What  right  had  she  to  cross-examine 
him?  He  was  the  more  angry  with  her  for  asking 
the  question,  because  his  own  curiosity  had  tormented 
him  for  days  to  find  an  answer  to  it 

"Omobono,"  Zo€  said,  affecting  a  very  grave  tone, 
"you  know  very  well  what  the  master  means  to  do. 
Now  I  ask  you  solemnly,  and  you  are  warned  that 
you  must  answer  me — by  four " 

"No,  no!"  cried  the  secretary,  in  sudden  dis- 
tress.    "Do  not  ask  me  by  that!" 

"I  must,  Omobono;  and  of  course  you  have  been 
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told  what  you  have  to  expect  if  you  refuse  to  help 
a  friend  over  the  water." 

She  emphasised  the  last  words  in  a  way  that 
made  him  tremble. 

"Yes,  yes — I  know "  he  said  feebly,  though 

he  had  not  the  least  notion  of  the  penalty. 

"You  will  be  broken  to  pieces  by  inches  with  a 
small  hammer,  beginning  at  the  tips  of  your  fingers 
till  there  is  not  a  whole  bone  in  your  body.  That  is 
only  the  beginning." 

Omobono's  knees  knocked  together. 

"Then  your  skin  will  be  turned  inside  out  over 
your  head  and  your  living  heart  will  be  cut  out  of 
your  body,  Omobono,  and  you  will  die." 

The  secretary  had  already  such  belief  in  the 
power  of  those  who  knew  the  magic  words  that  he 
turned  pale  and  the  cold  sweat  stood  on  his  forehead. 

"If  all  this  were  to  be  done  to  me  now,"  he 
faltered,  "I  could  not  tell  you  what  the  master  in- 
tends!" 

» 

She  saw  that  it  was  the  truth. 

"Very  well,"  she  said]   "then  you  must  manage 
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that  he  shall  come  here  to-day  as  soon  as  he  re- 
turns from  Polo's  house." 

"I  will  tell  him  that  you  have  asked  to  see 
him " 

"No.  Tell  him  that  I  shall  fall  ill  if  I  am  shut 
up  in  these  rooms  any  longer,  and  that  if  he  does 
not  believe  it,  he  had  better  come  and  see  how  I 
am.  He  will  probably  take  your  advice.  I  do  not 
choose  to  show  you  my  face,  but  I  assure  you  I  am 
very  pale,  and  I  have  no  appetite." 

"He  will  come,"  said  the  secretary  confidently. 

"You  can  also  do  me  another  service,  Omobono," 
continued  ZoS.  "I  have  learned  that  last  Friday, 
when  you  went  to  find  Rustan  about  buying  me, 
you  came  upon  him  in  the  beggars'  quarter,  near  the 
Church  of  Saint  Sergius  and  Saint  Bacchus,  at  a 
house  where  some  very  poor  people  lived.  This  is 
true,  is  it  not?" 

Omobono  nodded,  wondering  how  she  knew  of 
the  circumstance. 

"A  poor  woman  lay  there  ill,  with  children  and 
a  very  old  nurse,  and  Rustan  gave  them  something. 
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I  wish  to  know  how  these  poor  people  are,  and 
where  they  Hve,  if  they  have  left  that  house.  I  am 
sure  the  master  is  charitable,  and  will  let  you  give 
them  something  if  they  are  still  in  need.  There 
were  two  little  boys,  and  there  was  a  grown  girl  be- 
sides the  sick  woman  and  the  other." 

"You  know  everything!"  cried  Omobono.  "The 
man  must  be  a  great  astrologer!  I  will  go  myself  to 
the  beggars'  quarter  and  do  your  bidding." 

Zo€  had  played  her  little  comedy  because  she 
had  by  this  time  guessed  the  man's  character, .  and 
wished  to  make  sure  that  she  could  rely  on  his 
help  in  anything  she  decided  to  do;  for  it  was 
clear  that  whenever  Zeno  was  absent,  the  secretary 
was  in  charge  of  the  whole  establishment,  and  the 
servants  would  obey  him  without  hesitation.  As 
Gorlias  had  told  him,  whatever  he  did  was  right  in 
their  eyes. 

That  he  was  in  haste  to  do  her  bidding  she  dis- 
covered before  the  afternoon  was  half  over,  for  as 
she  sat  in  her  window  she  saw  him  go  down  to  wait 
for  his  master  at  the  marble  steps,  and  he  walked 
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slowly  on  the  strip  of  black  and  white  pavement  by 
the  water's  edge. 

At  last  he  stood  still,  and  looked  towards 
Blachemae,  for  the  skiif  was  in  sight  Zo^  drew 
her  veil  across  her  face  and  rested  her  head  against 
the  right-hand  side  of  the  open  window  as  if  she 
were  very  tired,  and  she  did  not  move  from  this 
position  as  the  boat  came  near.  Zeno  was  leaning 
back  in  the  stem,  and  could  not  help  seemg  her  as 
he  approached  the  house,  but  from  her  attitude  he 
thought  she  did  not  see  him,  and  he  looked  up  at 
her  steadily  for  two  or  three  seconds.  She  was 
quite  motionless. 

Omobono  stood  by  the  water's  edge  as  Zeno 
stepped  ashore,  and  asked  permission  to  say  a  few 
words  to  him  at  once.  Zeno  dismissed  the  boat  by 
a  gesture. 

"Has  anything  happened?"  he  asked,  glancing 
up  at  the  window  again. 

Zog  had  not  moved,  but  she  could  see  him 
through  her  veil.  Then  the  two  men  walked  up  and 
down,    while  Omobono  spoke  in  a  low  tone,   but 
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though  she  could  not  hear  the  words  she  knew  what 
the  substance  was.  Then  came  Zeno's  voice,  cold 
and  dear. 

"Certainly  not,**  he  said  decidedly.  "I  shall  do 
nothing  of  the  sort!  If  she  has  no  appetite  send  for 
a  doctor.  Do  you  take  me  for  one?  Send  for  old 
Solomon  the  Jewish  physician.  He  is  the  best,  and 
he  is  an  old  man.  If  he  says  the  girl  needs  air, 
take  her  out  in  the  boat,  her  and  the  maids,  on  fine 
mornings." 

A  question  from  Omobono  followed,  which  Zofi 
could  not  hear  distinctly.  Zeno  was  evidently  an- 
noyed. 

"Omobono,  you  are  a  good  man,"  he  said;  "but 
you  have  no  more  sense  than  a  cackling  hen!  Never 
think!  It  is  not  your  strong  point.  When  you  do 
just  what  I  tell  you,  you  never  make  a  mistake." 

The  secretary's  voice  was  heard  again,  low  and 
indistinct 

"No,"  answered  Zeno.  "You  need  not  go  and 
tell  her  what  I  have  said,  for  she  has  probably  heard 
every  word  of  it  herself,  from  the  window.    It  is  use- 
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less  ever  to  tell  women  anything.    They  always  know 
before  they  are  told." 

Thereupon  Zeno  went  in,  apparently  in  a  bad 
temper.  If  anything  can  make  a  woman  angry  when 
she  is  overhearing  a  conversation  about  herself,  it  is 
to  hear  it  said  that  she  is  undoubtedly  listening.  Zoe 
had  not  hidden  herself,  and  Zeno  must  have  meant 
her  to  hear  what  he  was  saying,  but  she  felt  the 
more  deeply  insulted.  Her  cheek  burned,  and  she 
drew  back  her  veil  to  feel  the  cool  air.  So  he  had 
no  intention  of  coming  to  see  her  again!  A  Jewish 
doctor  and  an  airing  in  the  boat,  with  Omobono  for 
company!  And  she  had  been  told  that  she  had 
been  listening — it  was  not  to  be  borne!  She  threw 
her  veil  on  one  side,  her  silk  shawl  on  the  other,  and 
then  walked  up  and  down  the  long  room  with  rest- 
less steps,  like  a  young  wild  animal  in  a  cage. 

The  little  maids  picked  up  the  things  and  watched 
her  uneasily,  for  she  had  always  seemed  very  gentle. 
They  looked  at  her  with  wide  eyes  now,  and  their 
gaze  irritated  her,  till  she  felt  that  she  wanted  to 
box  their  ears,   and  wished  she  had  the  negress's 
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whip  in  her  belt  Then,  without  any  apparent  reason, 
she  threw  her  arms  round  the  one  that  stood  nearest 
and  kissed  the  astonished  girl  a  dozen  times,  almost 
lifting  her  from  the  floor.  As  she  let  her  go,  she 
laughed  nervously  at  herself. 

She  was  thirsty,  and  she  drank  off  a  tall  glass 
of  cold  water  at  a  draught;  and  all  the  time  she  was 
unconsciously  repeating  one  phrase  to  herself. 

"He  shall  pay  me  for  this,  he  shall  pay  me  for  this ! " 

The  words  rang  in  her  ears,  to  a  sort  of  silly  tune 
that  would  not  go  away.  There  is  a  vile  natural 
hurdy-gurdy  somewhere  in  our  brains,  and  when  we 
are  angry,  or  in  love,  or  broken-hearted,  or  otherwise 
beside  ourselves,  it  plays  its  absurd  little  tunes  at  us 
till  we  are  ready  to  go  mad.  I  sometimes  think  that 
deviPs  music  may  have  brought  on  the  final  fatal  ir- 
ritation against  life,  that  has  decided  the  fate  of  many 
half-mad  suicides. 

"He  shall  pay  me  for  this!"  She  heard  the 
words  keeping  time  with  her  movements;  she  walked 
slower — faster,  but  it  made  no  difference,  for  the 
infernal  little  notes  took  the  beat  from  her  steps. 
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She  had  not  the  least  notion  how  Zeno  was  to 
pay  for  having  made  her  so  very  angry,  and  that 
question  did  not  obtrude  itself  on  her  thoughts  till 
her  temper  was  beginning  to  subside;  then  she  sud- 
denly felt  how  utterly  helpless  she  was,  and  her  wrath 
boiled  up  again.  The  only  way  of  paying  him  out 
that  suggested  itself  was  to  throw  herself  out  of  the 
window.  Then  he  would  be  sorry  for  what  he  had 
done. 

Would  he?  He  would  probably  send  Ompbono 
to  have  her  corpse  taken  away  as  quickly  as  possible. 
And  the  day  after  to-morrow  he  would  go  again  to 
see  Giustina  Polo  in  her  father's  house,  and  she 
would  have  thrown  herself  out  of  the  window  for 
nothing.     Besides,  it  would  be  wicked. 

She  reahsed  how  childish  her  thoughts  were,  and 
she  sat  down  to  think — "like  a  grown-up  woman,'* 
she  said  to  herself.  But  just  then  she  remembered 
Zeno's  words  to  Omobono.  "Never  think,  for  it  is 
not  your  strong  point,"  he  had  said  to  his  secretary; 
but  he  had  of  course  meant  it  for  her.  Everything 
had  been  meant  for  her.    She  wished  she  could  hold 
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his  brown  throat  in  her  hands  and  dig  her  little  nails 
into  it. 

Appetite,  indeed  1  Was  it  strange  that  she  should 
not  be  hungry?  How  could  anyone  eat  who  lived 
such  a  life,  shut  up  between  four  walls? — with  a 
tyrant  downstairs  who  did  not  even  take  the  trouble 
to  come  and  look  at  her,  but  sent  his  silly  old  clerk 
to  keep  her  company!  He  took  trouble  enough  to 
go  and  see  Giustina  Polo! 

This  was  thinking  "like  a  grown-up  woman,"  as 
she  had  proposed  to  do!  She  was  disgusted  with 
herself,  and  looked  about  for  something  to  occupy 
her  thoughts.  There  were  sweetmeats,  whole  boxes 
of  sweetmeats  of  every  sort.  Twice  already  they  had 
been  emptied  and  refilled  with  fresh  ones,  since  she 
had  been  brought  to  the  house.  That  was  Zeno's 
idea  of  what  a  woman  needed  to  occupy  her  thoughts 
and  be  happy!  Sweetmeats!  Preserve  of  rose-leaves ! 
Figs  in  syrup!     That  was  all  he  knew  of  her  wants! 

She  lay  back  among  her  cushions,  her  brown 
eyes  gleamed  angrily,  her  lips  were  a  little  parted, 
and  her  nostrils  quivered  now  and  then  as  she  drew 
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a  sharp  breath.     Presently,  she  called  Yulia  to  her 
side. 

"Go  to  the  secretary,"  she  said,  "and  tell  him  to 
send  me  a  book." 

"A  book?"  repeated  the  slave  stupidly,  for  she 
had  never  seen  a  woman  who  could  read. 

"Yes.  A  book  in  Greek,  Latin,  or  Italian;  it 
does  not  matter  which.  I  am  sick  of  doing  nothing. 
Tell  him  to  be  quick,  too,"  she  added,  in  a  tone  of 
authority. 

The  girl  tripped  away  and  found  Omobono  in 
the  counting-house  on  the  ground  floor.  He  was  in 
a  bad  humour  too,  but  in  his  case  it  took  the  fonn 
of  dignified  sorrow.  His  master  had  compared  him 
to  a  fowl,  and  to  one  that  cackled. 

"What  does  she  want  with  a  book?"  he  asked, 
in  a  dreary  tone,  looking  up  from  his  accounts. 

"To  read,  I  think,  sir,"  answered  the  little  maid 
timidly;  "and  she  told  me  to  beg  you  to  let  her  have 
it  soon." 

"As  if  a  slave  could  read!"  He  looked  about 
him  in  a  melancholy  way,  and  rose  to  take  from  the 
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shelf  above  his  head  a  good-sized  volume  bound  in 
soft  brown  leather,  with  little  thongs  tied  in  slip 
knots,  for  clasps,  to  keep  it  shut. 

"Take  her  that,"  he  said,  thrusting  the  book  into 
the  girl's  hands. 

Yulia  took  it,  and  before  she  had  left  the  room 
Omobono  was  gravely  busy  with  his  figures  again; 
but  each  time  he  added  up  a  column  the  sum  seemed 
to  be  "  cackling  hen,"  instead  of  anything  reasonable. 
But  Yulia  ran  upstairs. 

Zo€  untied  the  thongs  and  opened  the  book  in 
the  middle.  An  exclamation  of  anger  and  disgust 
escaped  her  lips.  The  secretary,  who  did  not  believe 
she  could  really  read,  though  she  spoke  Latin  fluently, 
had  sent  an  old  volume  of  accounts  in  answer  to  her 
request.  There  were  pages  and  pages  of  entries  and 
columns  of  figures,  all  neatly  written  in  his  small, 
clear  hand,  on  stout  cotton  paper.  Here  and  there 
someone  else  had  made  a  note,  as  if  checking  his 
work. 

Zoe  pushed  the  book  away  from  her  on  the 
divan,  and  it  fell  over  the  edge  and  lay  face  down- 
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wards  and  open  on  the  floor.     Then  the  little  tune 
began  again  in  her  head. 

"He  shall  pay  me  for  this!" 

She  wished  he  would  open  the  door  noiselessly 
and  be  all  at  once  beside  her,  as  on  that  first  even- 
ing. That  had  been  Saturday,  and  to-day  was  Thurs- 
day; five  days  had  gone  by.  Counting  Saturday  there 
were  six,  and  six  days  were  practically  a  week!  She 
had  been  under  his  roof  a  whole  week  and  he  had 
only  cared  to  see  her  face  once. 

"He  shall  pay  me  for  this!" 

The  time  went  on,  and  she  quite  forgot  how  she 
had  longed  for  death,  and  how  his  first  anticipated 
coming  had  been  dreadfiil  beyond  anything  she  had 
ever  suffered,  beyond  cold,  starvation,  and  misery. 
Or  if  she  remembered  it  at  all,  she  told  herself  that 
the  man  she  had  seen  was  not  the  kind  of  man  she 
had  expected,  and  that  she  had  nothing  to  fear  from 
him.     She  was  quite  sure  of  that 

She  turned  on  one  side,  as  she  half  lay  on  the  divan, 
till  she  could  reach  the  account-book  to  pick  it  up.  One 
of  the  maids  jumped  up  from  the  carpet  to  help  her. 
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"Go  away!"  she  exclaimed  crossly,  for  she  had 
got  hold  of  the  cover  and  had  drawn  the  volume 
over  the  edge  of  the  divan.  "I  will  call  if  I  want 
anything/' 

The  girls  slipped  away  in  silence  and  left  her 
alone.  She  turned  over  the  pages  with  a  sort  of 
angry  curiosity,  half  expecting  to  find  an  entry  con- 
cerning slaves  bought  and  sold  like  herself.  Just  then 
she  could  have  believed  Zeno  capable  of  anything. 

But  though  she  found  a  great  many  strange  words 
which  she  did  not  understand,  and  which  referred  to 
tonnage,  insurance,  profit  and  loss,  and  all  the  com- 
plicated matters  of  an  Eastern  merchant's  business, 
there  was  nothing  which  could  possibly  be  inter- 
preted to  mean  that  Zeno  had  dealt  in  humanity,  as 
most  of  the  Venetians  who  lived  in  Constantinople 
certainly  did.  Sebastian  Polo's  name  occurred  very 
often.  Large  sums  had  been  paid  to  him,  and  other 
large  sums  had  been  received  from  him.  It  was  clear 
that  the  two  men  were  in  close  relations  of  business, 
and  constantly  made  ventures  together,  dividing  the 
profits  and  sharing  the  losses. 

Areihusa,  /.  X6 
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That  might  account  for  Zeno's  constant  visits  to 
his  fellow-merchant,  though  Zoe  was  not  inclined  to 
admit  such  a  view.  On  the  contrary,  she  made  her- 
self believe  that  Zeno  dealt  with  Polo  solely  in  order 
to  make  an  excuse  for  seeing  more  of  the  latter's 
daughter.  He  should  pay  for  that,  too!  The  little 
tune  hammered  away  in  her  head  at  a  great  rate. 

She  clapped  her  hands. 

"Take  this  back  to  the  secretary,"  she  said,  giv- 
ing the  book  to  Yulia.  "Tell  him  I  am  not  a  mer- 
chant's clerk,  and  that  I  want  something  to  read." 

Again  little  Yulia  tripped  downstairs  to  the  ground 
floor.  But  the  counting-house  was  locked,  and  the 
menservants  told  her  that  Omobono  had  gone  out. 
She  would  not  leave  the  book  with  them,  for  she  had 
a  superstitiously  exaggerated  idea  of  the  value  of  all 
written  things;  therefore,  after  a  moment's  hesitation, 
she  turned  and  carried  it  upstairs  again,  though  she 
did  not  like  the  idea  of  facing  her  mistress. 

At  the  first  landing  she  almost  ran  against  the 
master  of  the  house,  who  asked  her  what  she  was 
carrying  and  where  she  was  going.    He  spoke  rather 


ARETHUSA.  243 

sharply,  and  Yulia  was  frightened  and  told  him  the 
whole  story,  explaining  that  Zo€  seemed  to  be  in  a 
bad  temper,  and  would  be  angry  With  her  for  bring- 
ing back  the  account-book,  but  that  it  was  Omo- 
bono's  fault.  How  could  he  dare  to  suppose  that 
the  Kokona  could  not  read?  And  why  was  he  out? 
And  if  he  was  not  out  why  had  the  menservants 
told  her  that  he  was? 

The  little  slave  did  as  all  slaves  and  servants 
naturally  do  when  they  wish  to  gain  favour  with  the 
master;  she  hinted  that  all  the  other  servants  in  the 
house  were  in  league  to  do  evil,  and  that  she  only 
was  righteous.  Zeno  carelessly  looked  through  the 
pages  of  the  account-book  as  he  stood  listening  to 
her  tale. 

"You  talk  too  much,"  he  observed,  when  she 
paused.     "Go  upstairs." 

Thereupon  he  turned  his  back  on  her  and  went 
in  under  the  heavy  curtain  to  his  own  room,  taking 
the  book  with  him  and  leaving  Yulia  considerably 
disconcerted.  She  looked  at  the  curtain  discon- 
solately for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  slowly  ascended 
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the    second   flight  of   steps  to  the  women's  apart- 
ments. 

A  few  minutes  later  Zeno  himself  followed  her, 
with  another  book  in  his  hand.  He  knocked  dis- 
creetly at  the  outer  door,  and  Lucilla  opened,  for 
Yulia  was  still  explaining  to  Zo^  what  had  hap- 
pened. The  maid  stood  aside  to  let  the  master 
pass  through  the  vestibule  which  separated  the  inner 
rooms  from  the  staircase.  Zeno  raised  the  curtain 
and  went  in, 

"I  am  no  great  reader,"  he  said,  as  he  came  for- 
ward towards  the  divan,  "but  I  have  brought  you 
this  old  book.  It  may  amuse  you.  The  man  died 
more  than  fifty  years  ago,  and  I  fancy  he  was  mad; 
but  there  must^be  something  in  his  poem,  for  it  has 
been  copied  again  and  again.  This  was  given  me  by 
the  Emperor  Charles  when  I  was  with  him  in  Venice." 

Zo€  had  time  to  recover  from  her  surprise  and 
to  study  his  face  and  manner  while  he  spoke,  and 
again  she  was  convinced  that  he  was  a  little  shy  in 
her  presence.  If  she  changed  colour  at  all  he  did 
not  see  it,  for  though  he  glanced  at  her  two  or  three 
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times,  he  looked  more  often  at  the  book  he  held.  As 
he  finished  speaking  he  placed  it  in  her  hands  and 
his  eyes  met  hers. 

Possibly  Zo€  had  guessed  that  if  she  could  make 
a  stir  in  the  house  by  sending  messages  to  Omobono, 
the  master  would  at  last  come  in  person;  at  all  events 
she  felt  a  little  thrill  of  triumph  when  he  was  before 
her  bringing  his  book  and  speaking  pleasantly,  as  a 
sort  of  peace-offering  for  having  neglected  her  so  long. 

"Thank  you,"  said  she,  very  sweetly.  "Will  it 
please  your  lordship  to  be  seated?" 

Yulia  had  pushed  forward  a  large  fold-stool,  and 
Txyi.  motioned  to  her  and  her  companion  to  sit  down 
in  a  comer.  Zeno  thought  she  had  sent  them  out 
of  the  room,  and  he  looked  round  and  saw  them 
squatting  on  their  carpet,  side  by  side. 

"Shall  I  send  them  away?"  asked  Zoe,  with  a 
sweet  smile. 

"They  are  not  in  the  way,"  Zeno  answered  coldly; 
for  he  felt  that  they  might  be  if  they  understood, 
but  nothing  would  have  induced  him  to  dismiss  them 
just  then. 
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A  little  pause  followed,  during  which  Zee  opened 
the  manuscript  and  read  the  illuminated  title-page. 

"It  is  dull  for  you,  here,"  said  Carlo  awkwardly. 

Zoe  did  not  even  look  up,  and  affected  to  answer 
absently,  while  she  turned  over  the  pages. 

"Oh  no!"  she  said.  "Not  in  the  least,  I  assure 
you!"  She  went  back  to  the  title  and  read  it  aloud. 
"*The  Divine  Comedy  of  Dante  Alighieri' — I  have 
heard  his  name.  A  Sicilian,  was  he  not?  Or  a 
Lombard?  I  cannot  remember.  Have  you  read  the 
poetry?  The  paintings  are  very  pretty,  I  see.  There 
is  much  more  life  in  Italian  painting  than  in  our  stiff 
pictures  with  their  gilt  backgroimds.  Of  course,  there 
is  a  certain  childlike  simplicity  about  them,  an  ab- 
sence of  school,  of  the  traditions  of  good  masters,  of 
reverence  for  the  old  art!  But  they  mean  something 
that  is,  whereas  our  Greek  pictures  mean  something 
that  never  was.     Do  you  agree  with  me?" 

She  had  talked  on  in  a  careless  tone,  toying  with 
the  book,  and  only  looking  up  as  she  asked  a  question 
without  waiting  for  a  reply.  By  the  time  she  paused 
she  had  asked  so  many  thkt  Zeno  only  noticed  the  last 


ARETHUSA.  247 

"You  would  like  Venice/'  he  said,  "but  you  would 
like  Florence  better.  There  are  good  pictures  there, 
I  believe." 

"You  have  not  seen  them  yourself?" 

"Oh  yes!  But  I  do  not  understand  such  things. 
This  man  Atighieri  describes  some  of  them  in  his 
book.     He  was  a  Florentine." 

As  Zeno  showed  himself  more  willing  to  talk,  Zk)€ 
seemed  to  grow  more  indifferent  She  laid  the  book 
down  beside  her,  leaned  back  and  looked  out  of  the 
window,  turning  her  face  half  away  from  him.  It  was 
the  first  time  he  had  seen  her  by  daylight  since  she 
had  come,  and  the  strong  afternoon  light  glowed  in 
her  white  skin,  her  eyes,  and  her  brown  hair.  He 
could  have  seen  on  her  cheek  the  very  smallest  im- 
perfection, had  it  been  as  tiny  as  the  point  of  a  pin, 
but  there  was  none.  He  looked  at  her  tender  mouth; 
and  in  the  strong  glare  he  could  have  detected  the 
least  roughness  on  her  lips,  if  they  had  not  been  as 
smooth  as  fresh  fruit  Moreover,  the  line  from  her 
ear  to  her  neck  was  really  as  perfect  as  it  had  seemed 
at  first  sight.     Her  nervous,   high-bred  young  hand 
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lay  on  the  folds  of  her  over-garment,  within  his  reach, 
and  he  felt  much  inclined  to  take  it  and  hold  it 
He  did  not  remember  that  any  woman's  near  presence 
had  disturbed  him  in  the  same  way,  nor  had  he  ever 
hesitated  on  the  few  occasions  in  his  life  when  he 
had  been  inclined  to  take  a  woman's  hand.  He  had 
the  fullest  rights  which  the  laws  of  the  Empire  could 
give  him,  for  Arethusa,  as  he  called  her,  was  his 
property  out-and-out,  and  if  he  died  suddenly  she 
would  be  sold  at  auction  with  the  furniture.  Yet,  for 
some  wholly  inexplicable  reason  he  did  not  quite  dare 
to  touch  the  tips  of  her  fingers. 

"I  have  heard  that  you  are  a  hero,"  Zo€  observed, 
without  looking  at  him.     "Is  it  true?" 

Then  she  turned  her  eyes  to  him  and  smiled  a 
little  maliciously,  he  fancied,  as  if  she  had  guessed 
his  timidity  from  his  silence. 

"Who  told  you  such  nonsense?"  Zeno  asked, 
with  a  laugh,  for  her  question  had  broken  the  ice — 
or  perhaps  had  quenched  the  fire  for  awhile.  "I  am 
a  man  like  any  other!" 
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"That  I  doubt,  sir,"  answered  Zoe,  laughing  too, 
though  not  much. 

"You  have  no  experience  of  men,"  he  said.  "They 
are  all  like  me,  I  assure  you.  One  sheep  is  not  more 
like  another  in  a  flock." 

"I  should  not  have  taken  you  for  one  of  the 
common  herd.  Besides,  I  know  of  your  deeds  in 
Italy  and  Greece,  and  how  you  fought  a  Turkish 
army  for  a  whole  year  with  a  handful  of  men " 

"I  have  seen  some  fighting,  of  course,"  Zeno  re* 
plied.  "But  that  is  all  in  the  past.  I  am  a  sober, 
peace-loving  Venetian  merchant  now,  and  nothing  else." 

"It  must  be  very  dull  to  be  a  sober,  peace-loving 
Venetian  merchant,"  said  Zo^,  faintly  mimicking  his 
tone. 

"Making  money  is  too  hard  work  to  be  dull." 

"I  suppose  so.  And  then,"  she  added,  with 
magnificent  calm,  "I  have  always  heard  that  avarice 
is  the  passion  of  old  age." 

Zeno  fell  into  the  trap. 

"Dear  me!"  he  cried  in  astonishment.  "How 
old  do  you  think  I  am?" 
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Zoe  looked  at  him  quietly. 

"I  have  no  experience  of  men,"  she  said,  with 
perfect  gravity,  "but  from  your  manner,  sir,  I  should 
judge  you  to  be — about  fifty." 

Zeno's  jaw  dropped,  for  she  spoke  so  naturally 
and  quietly  that  he  could  not  believe  she  was  laugh- 
ing at  him. 

"I  shall  be  twenty-nine  in  August,"  he  answered. 

"Only  twenty-nine?"  Zo€  affected  great  surprise. 
"I  should  have  thought  you  were  much,  much  older! 
Are  you  quite  sure?" 

"Yes."  Carlo  laughed.  "I  am  quite  sure.  But 
I  suppose  I  seem  very  old  to  you." 

"Oh  yes  I  Very!"  She  nodded  gravely  as  she 
spoke. 

"You  are  seventeen,  are  you  not?"  Zeno  asked. 

"How  in  the  world  should  I  know!"  she  enquired. 
"Is  not  my  age  set  down  in  the  receipt  Rustan  gave 
you  with  me?  How  should  a  slave  know  her  own 
age,  sir?  And  if  we  knew  it,  do  you  think  that  any 
of  us  could  speak  the  truth,  except  under  torture? 
It  would  not  be  worth  while  to  dislocate  my  arms 
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and  burn  my  feet  with  hot  irons,  just  to  know  how 
old  I  am,  would  it?  You  could  not  even  sell  me 
again,  if  I  had  once  been  tortured!" 

"What  horrible  ideas  you  have!  Imagine  tortur- 
ing this  little  thing!" 

Thereupon,  without  warning,  he  took  her  hand 
in  his  and  looked  at  it  She  made  a  very  slight  in-, 
stinctive  movement  to  withdraw  it,  and  then  it  lay 
quite  still  and  passive. 

"I  am  sure  I  could  never  bear  pain,"  she  said, 
smiling.  "I  should  tell  everything  at  once!  I  should 
never  make  a  good  conspirator.  I  suppose  you  must 
have  been  wounded  once  or  twice,  when  you  were 
young.     Tell  me,  did  it  hurt  very  much?" 

He  let  her  hand  fall  as  he  answered,  and  she 
drew  it  back  and  hid  it  under  her  wide  sleeve. 

"A  cut  with  a  sharp  sword  feels  like  a  stream 
of  icy-cold  water,"  he  answered.  "A  thrust  through 
the  flesh  pricks  like  a  big  thorn,  and  pricks  again 
when  the  point  comes  out  on  the  other  side.  One 
feels  very  little,  or  nothing  at  all,  if  one  is  badly 
ViTOunded  in  the  head,  for  one  is  stunned  at  once;  it 
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is  the  headache  afterwards  that  really  hurts.  If  one 
is  wounded  in  the  lungs,  one  feels  nothing,  but  one 
is  choked  by  the  blood,  and  one  must  turn  on  one's 
face  at  once  in  order  not  to  suffocate.  Broken  bones 
hurt  afterwards  as  a  rule,  more  than  at  first,  but  it 
is  a  curious  sensation  to  have  one's  collar -boue 
smashed  by  a  blow  fronl  a  two-handed  sword " 

"Gk)od  heavens!"  cried  Zoe.  "What  a  cata- 
logue!    How  do  you  know  how  each  thing  feels?" 

"I  can  remember,"  Zeno  answered  simply. 

"You  have  been  wounded  in  all  those  different 
ways,  and  you  are  alive?" 

Zeno  smiled. 

"Yes;  and  you  understand  now  why  I  look  so 
old." 

"I  was  not  in  earnest,"  Zo^  said.  "You  knew 
that  I  was  not  You  need  only  look  at  yourself  in 
a  mirror  to  see  that  I  was  laughing." 

"I  was  not  very  deeply  hurt  by  being  taken  for 
a  man  of  fifty,"  Zeno  answered,  not  quite  truthfully. 

"Oh  no!"  laughed  Zo€.  "I  cannot  imagine  that 
my  opinion  of  your  age  could  make  any  difference  to 
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you.  It  was  silly  of  me — only,  for  a  man  who  has 
had  so  many  adventures,  you  do  look  absurdly 
young!" 

"So  much  the  better,  since  my  fighting  days 
are  over." 

"And  since  you  are  a  sober,  peace-loving 
merchant,"  said  Zoe,  continuing  the  sentence  for 
him.  "But  are  you  so  very  sure,  my  lord?  Would 
nothing  make  you  draw  your  sword  again  and  risk 
your  life  on  your  fencing?     Nothing?" 

"Nothing  that  did  not  affect  my  honour,  I  truly 
believe." 

"You  would  not  do  it  for  a  woman's  sake?" 
She  turned  to  him  to  watch  his  face,  but  its  expres- 
sion did  not  change. 

"Three  things  can  drive  a  wise  man  mad, — wine, 
women,  and  dice." 

"I  daresay!  Your  lordship  reckons  us  in  good 
company.     But  that  is  no  answer  to  my  question." 

"Yes,  it  is,"  said  Zeno  with  a  laugh.  "Why 
should  I  do  for  a  woman  what  I  would  not  do  for 
dice  or  wine?" 


254  ARETHUSA. 

"But  dice  and  wine  never  tempted  you,"  Zoe 
objected. 

Zeno  laughed  louder. 

"Never?  When  I  was  a  student  at  Padua  I  sold 
everything,  even  my  books,  to  get  money  for  both. 
It  was  only  when  the  books  were  gone  that  I  turned 
soldier,  and  learned  the  greatest  game  of  hazard  in 
the  world.  Compared  with  that,  dice  are  an  opiate, 
and  wine  is  a  sleeping-draught." 

He  only  smiled  now,  after  laughing,  but  there 
was  a  look  in  his  face  as  he  spoke  which  she  saw 
then  for  the  first  time  and  did  not  forget,  and  recog- 
nised when  she  saw  it  again.  It  was  subtle,  and 
might  have  passed  imnoticed  among  men,  but  it 
spoke  to  the  sex  in  the  girl,  and  made  her  young 
blood  thrill.  For  worlds,  she  would  not  have  had 
him  guess  what  she  felt  just  then. 

"Fighting  for  its  own  sake  would  tempt  you,  if 
nothing  else  could,"  she  answered  quietly. 

"Ah — perhaps,  perhaps,"  he  answered,  musing. 

"But  you  would  need  a  cause,  though  ever  so 
slight,  and  you  have  none  here,  have  you?" 
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*None  that  I  care  to  take  up." 

"You  may  find  something  to  fight  for — over  the 
water,"  Zoe  suggested,  emphasising  the  words  a  little 
and  watching  his  face. 

The  phrase  meant  nothing  to  him. 

"Over  the  water?"  he  repeated  carelessly.  "At 
home,  in  Venice,  you  mean.  Yes,  if  Venice  needed 
me,  I  should  not  wait  to  be  called  twice!" 

It  was  quite  dear  that  he  attached  no  meaning 
to  the  words  she  had  used,  and  this  fact  tallied  with 
what  the  astrologer  had  told  her  in  the  morning  as 
to  his  having  been  deaf  to  all  advances  made  to  him 
by  the  imprisoned  Emperor's  party. 

Zoe  leaned  back  in  silence  for  awhile,  almost 
closing  her  eyes,  and  she  saw  that  he  watched  her, 
and  that  an  unmistakable  look  of  admiration  stole 
into  his  face.  She  was  wondering  whether  it  would 
ever  turn  into  something  more,  and  whether  she 
should  ever  see  the  gleam  of  fight  in  his  eyes,  for 
her  sake,  that  had  flashed  in  them  a  moment  ago  at 
the  mere  thought  of  battle.  What  did  women  do 
to  make  men  love  them?     There  is  an  age  when 
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girls  believe  that  love  need  only  be  called,  like  a 
tame  dove,  and  that  he  will  fly  in  at  the  window; 
and  there  is  an  age  when  he  comes  to  them  uncalled- 
for.  If  only  the  ages  were  the  same  for  all,  much 
trouble  might  be  spared.  Zo^  was  perhaps  between 
the  two,  but  she  still  believed  that  there  was  some 
fixed  rule  on  which  clever  women  acted  to  make 
men  fall  in  love  with  them,  those  wicked  women  who 
are  described  to  young  girls  as  "designing,"  and  are 
supposed  to  know  precisely  the  effect  they  can  pro- 
duce on  men  at  any  moment,  to  the  very  nicety  of 
an  eyelash. 

Zeno  broke  the  long  silence  with  an  unexpected 
speech  which  roughly  awakened  Zo€  from  her  reflection. 

"As  for  this  Emperor  John  whom  his  son  has 
locked  up,"  he  said,  "his  friends  have  done  their  best 
to  interest  me  in  his  cause.  He  has  even  sent  mc 
messages,  begging  me  to  help  him  to  escape.  Why? 
What  difference  can  it  make  to  me  whether  he  or  his 
son  dies  in  the  Amena  tower?  They  are  poor  things 
both  of  them,  and  for  all  I  care  John  may  starve  in 
his  chains  before  I  will  lift  a  finger  I" 
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Zoe  sighed  and  bit  her  lip  to  check  herself,  for 
his  voluntary  declaration  had  dashed  the  palace  of 
her  hopes  to  pieces  in  an  instant. 

Then  she  was  ashamed  of  having  even  dreamt 
that  he  might  love  her,  since  he  despised  the  very 
cause  for  which  she  had  wished  to  win  his  love.  But 
this  state  of  mind  did  not  last  long,  either.  She  was 
too  brave  to  let  such  a  speech  pass,  as  if  she  agreed 
with  it 

"You  are  wrong,"  she  said,  quite  forgetting  that 
she  had  set  herself  to  play  the  part  of  the  slave. 
"You  ought  to  help  him,  if  you  can — and  you  can, 
if  you  win." 

Zeno  looked  at  her  in  surprise.  There  was  some- 
thing like  authority  in  her  tone,  and  the  two  little 
maids,  whom  he  had  forgotten  in  their  corner  behind 
him  stared  in  astonishment  at  her  audacity.  Not  a 
word  of  the  conversation  had  escaped  them. 

"I  mean,"  continued  Zoe,  before  he  could  find  an 
answer  to  her  plain  statement,  "if  you  are  a  true 
Venetian  you  should  wish  to  put  down  the  man 
whom  the  Genoese  and  the  Turks  have  set  on  the 
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throne.  Johannes  is  your  friend  and  your  country's 
friend,  though  he  is  a  weak  man  and  always  will  be. 
Andronicus  is  an  enemy  to  Venice  and  a  friend  to 
her  enemies.  He  is  even  now  ready  to  give  the 
island  of  Tenedos  to  them — the  key  to  the  Darda- 
nelles  " 

"What?"  asked  Zeno  in  a  loud  and  angry  tone. 
"Tenedos?" 

His  manner  had  changed,  and  he  almost  rose 
from  his  seat  as  he  bent  forwards  and  seized  her 
wrist  in  his  excitement  She  was  glad,  and  smfled 
at  him. 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  "the  Genoese  demand  it 
as  the  price  of  their  protection,  and  they  will  force 
him  to  give  it  to  them.  But  it  may  not  be  easy,  for 
the  governor  of  the  island  is  loyal  to  Johannes." 

"How  do  you  know  these  things?"  asked  Zeno, 
still  holding  her  wrist  and  trying  to  look  into  her  eyes. 

"I  know  them,"  Zoe  answered.  "If  I  am  not  telling 
you  the  truth,  sell  me  in  the  market  to-morrow." 

"By  the  Evangelist,"  swore  Zeno,  "you  will  de- 
serve it." 


CHAPTER  IX. 
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A  MONTH  had  passed,  and  yet,  to  all  outward 
appearance,  Zeno's  manner  of  living  had  undergone 
no  change.  He  rose  early  and  bathed  in  the  Golden 
Horn  on  fine  days.  He  attended  to  his  business  in 
the  morning,  and  dined  with  Sebastian  Polo  twice  a 
week,  but  generally  at  home  on  the  remaining  days; 
and  he  rode  out  in  the  afternoon  with  a  single  run- 
ning footman,  or  stayed  indoors  if  it  rained.  Even 
his  own  servants  and  slaves  hardly  noticed  any  change 
in  his  habits,  and  only  observed  that  he  often  looked 
preoccupied,  and  sometimes  sat  on  his  balcony  for 
an  hour  without  moving,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  towers 
of  the  Blachemae  palace. 

They  did  not  know  how  much  time  he  spent  with 
his  beautiful  Greek  slave;  and  they  found  that  the 
two  little  maids,  Yulia  and  Lucilla,  were  not  inclined 
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to  gossip  when  they  came  downstairs  on  an  errand. 
Omobono  probably  knew  a  good  deal,  but  he  kept 
it  to  himself,  and  stored  the  fruits  of  his  lively  cu- 
riosity to  enjoy  alone  the  delicious  sensation  of  the 
miser  gloating  over  his  useless  gold.  On  the  whole, 
therefore,  life  in  the  Venetian  merchant's  house  had 
gone  on  much  as  usual  for  a  whole  month  after  Zoe 
had  fired  a  train  which  was  destined  to  produce 
momentous  results  when  it  reached  the  mine  at  last 

Zeno  saw  her  every  day  now,  and  often  twice, 
and  she  had  become  a  part  of  his  life,  and  necessary 
to  him;  though  he  did  not  believe  that  he  was  in 
love  with  her,  any  more  than  she  would  have  ad- 
mitted that  she  loved  him. 

For  each  was  possessed  by  one  dominant  thought; 
and  it  chanced,  as  it  rarely  chances  in  real  life,  that 
one  deed,  if  it  could  be  performed,  would  satisfy  the 
hopes  of  both.  Zeno,  bom  patriot  and  leader,  saw 
that  the  whole  influence  of  his  country  in  the  East 
was  at  stake  in  the  matter  of  Tenedos;  Zoe  thirsted 
to  revenge  the  death  of  Michael  Rhangabd,  her 
adopted  father  and  the  idol  of  her  childhood. 
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If  the  imprisoned  Emperor  Johannes  could  be 
delivered  from  the  Amena  tower,  both  would  cer- 
tainly obtain  what  they  most  desired.  Johannes  would 
give  Tenedos  to  Venice,  in  gratitude  for  his  liberty, 
and  the  people  of  Constantinople  would  probably  tear 
Andronicus  to  ribands  in  the  Hippodrome,  on  the  very 
spot  where  Rhangab^  had  suffered. 

They  would  rally  round  their  lawful  sovereign  if 
he  could  only  be  got  out  of  the  precincts  of  the 
palace,  where  the  usurper  was  strongly  guarded  by 
his  foreign  mercenaries,  mostly  Circassians,  Mingre- 
lians,  Avars,  and  Slavonians.  The  people  would  not 
rise  of  themselves  to  storm  Blachemae,  nor  would  the 
Greek  troops  revolt  of  their  own  accord;  but  as  they 
all  feared  the  soldiers  of  the  foreign  legion,  they  hated 
them  and  their  master  Andronicus,  and  the  presence 
of  Johannes  amongst  them  would  restore  their  courage 
and  make  the  issue  certain. 

Such  a  leader  as  Carlo  Zeno  might  indeed  have 
successfully  besieged  Andronicus  in  his  palace;  but 
he  knew,  and  every  man  and  woman  in  Con- 
stantinople knew  well  enough,  that  Andronicus  would 
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make  an  end  of  his  father  and  of  his  two  younger 
brothers  in  prison,  at  the  first  sign  of  a  revolution, 
so  that  there  might  be  no  lawful  heir  to  the  throne 
left  alive  but  he  himself. 

Therefore  it  was  the  first  and  the  chief  object  of 
the  patriots  to  bring  Johannes  secretly  from  his  place 
of  confinement  to  the  heart  of  the  city,  or  to  one  oc 
the  islands,  beyond  the  reach  of  danger,  till  the 
revolution  should  be  over  and  his  son  a  prisoner  in 
his  stead;  though  it  was  much  more  probable  that  the 
latter  would  be  summarily  put  to  death  as  a  traitor. 

All  this  Zeno  had  understood  before  Zo€  had 
spoken  to  him  about  it;  but  he  had  not  known  that 
the  Genoese  had  demanded  Tenedos  of  Andronicus 
as  the  price  of  their  protection  against  the  Turks;  for 
the  negotiations  had  been  kept  very  secret,  and  at 
first  Carlo  had  not  believed  the  girl,  and  had  deemed 
that  the  tale  might  be  a  pure  invention. 

He  had  come  again  to  see  her  on  the  following 
day,  and  again  he  had  vainly  tried  to  find  out  who 
she  was,  and  in  what  great  Fanariote  house  she  had 
been  brought  up.     It  was  impossible  to  get  a  word 
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from  her  on  this  subject;  and  she  warned  him  that 
what  she  had  told  him  must  not  be  repeated  in  the 
hearing  of  any  Genoese,  nor  of  anyone  connected 
with  the  Court  The  Genoese  meant  that  no  one 
should  know  of  the  treaty  till  it  was  carried  out,  and 
until  Tenedos  was  theirs;  for  the  place  was  very 
strong,  as  they  afterwards  found  by  experience,  and 
Andronicus  needed  their  help  too  much  to  risk  losing 
their  favour  by  an  indiscretion. 

These  injunctions  of  silence  made  Carlo  still  more 
doubtful  as  to  the  veracity  of  Zoe*s  story,  and  he 
frankly  told  her  so  and  demanded  proof;  but  she 
only  answered  as  she  had  at  first. 

"If  it  is  not  true,"  she  said,  "brand  me  in  the 
forehead,  as  they  brand  thieves,  and  sell  me  in  the 
open  market." 

And  again  he  was  angry,  and  swore  that  he  would 
do  so  by  her  indeed  if  the  story  was  a  lie;  but  she 
smiled  confidently,  and  nodded  her  assent. 

"If  you  do  not  save  the  Emperor,"  she  said,  "you 
Venetians  will  be  driven  out  of  Constantinople  before 
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many  months;  and  if  Genoa  once  holds  Tenedos  how 
shall  you  ever  again  sail  up  the  Dardanelles?" 

Many  a  time  she  had  heard  Michael  Rhangah6 
say  as  much  to  his  friends,  and  she  knew  that  it  was 
wisdom.  So  did  Zeno,  and  he  wondered  at  the  know- 
ledge of  his  bought  slave.  So  he  came  and  went, 
turning  over  the  great  question  in  his  brain;  and  she 
awaited  his  coming  gladly,  because  she  saw  that  he 
was  roused,  and  because  the  longing  for  just  revenge 
was  uppermost  in  her  thoughts.  Thus  were  the  two 
drawn  together  more  and  more,  fate  helping.  Yet  he 
told  her  nothing  of  the  steps  he  took  so  quickly  after 
he  had  once  made  up  his  mind  to  act 

She  no  longer  asked  him  what  he  meant  to  do 
with  her;  she  did  not  again  send  for  the  secretary  to 
complain  that  her  existence  was  dull;  she  no  longer 
was  impatient  with  her  maids;  she  seemed  perfectly 
satisfied  with  her  existence. 

She  went  out  when  she  pleased  to  go,  in  the 
beautiful  skiff,  in  charge  of  Omobono,  and  always 
with  one  of  the  girls;  and  she  sat  in  the  deep 
cushioned  seat  as  the  great  ladies  did  when  they 
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were  rowed  to  the  Sweet  Waters,  and  as  she  had  sat 
many  times  in  old  days,  beside  Kyrfa  Agatha.  The 
secretary  sat  on  a  little  movable  seat  in  the  waist  of 
the  boat,  which  was  built  almost  exactly  like  a  modem 
Venetian  gondola  without  the  hood,  and  the  slave- 
girl  sat  in  the  bottom  at  her  mistress's  feet  ZoS, 
the  adopted  daughter  of  the  Protosparthos,  had  gone 
abroad  with  uncovered  face,  but  Arethusa,  the  slave, 
was  closely  veiled,  though  that  was  not  the  general 
custom.  And  often,  as  she  glided  along  in  the  spring 
afternoons,  she  passed  people  she  had  known  only  a 
year  ago,  or  a  little  more,  who  wondered  why  she  hid 
her  features;  or  told  each  other,  as  was  more  or  less 
true^  that  she  was  some  handsome  white  slave,  whose 
jealous  master  would  not  suffer  her  beauty  to  be  seen. 
For  it  was  clear  that  Omobono  was  only  a  respect- 
able elderly  person  placed  in  charge  of  her. 

The  two  generally  conversed  in  Latin,  and  the 
secretary  told  her  of  his  search  for  Kyria  Agatha,  the 
children,  and  old  Nectaria.  She  had  never  shown 
him  her  face  since  she  had  been  a  slave,  and  she 
believed  that  he  did  not  connect  her  with  the  ragged 
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girl  he  had  seen  bending  over  the  sick  woman's  bed 
in  the  beggars'  quarter.  She  had  enjoined  upon  him 
the  greatest  discretion  in  case  he  found  the  little 
family,  and  with  Omobono  such  an  injunction  was 
quite  unnecessary,  for  outward  discretion  is  the  char- 
acteristic quality  of  curiosity,  which  is  inwardly  the 
least  discreet  of  failings.  People  who  look  through 
keyholes,  listen  behind  curtains,  and  read  other 
people's  letters  are  generally  the  last  to  talk  of  what 
they  learn  in  that  way. 

As  yet,  the  secretary's  search  had  been  fruitless, 
but  he  had  long  ago  made  up  his  mind  that  Zee 
was  Kyria  Agatha's  daughter.  The  bandy-legged 
sacristan  of  St.  Bacchus  had  helped  him  to  this  con- 
clusion by  informing  him  that  Rustan  Karaboghazji 
had  not  come  to  perform  his  devotions  in  the  church 
for  some  time;  never,  in  fact,  since  that  Friday  after- 
noon on  which  Omobono  had  inquired  after  him. 

The  secretary  had  searched  the  beggars'  quarter 
in  vain.  He  remembered  the  ruined  house  very  well, 
and  the  crazy  shutters  with  bits  of  rain-bleached 
string  tied  to  them  for  fastenings.   There  were  people 
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living  in  it,  but  they  were  not  the  same  beggars;  it 
was  now  inhabited  by  the  chief  physician  of  the 
beggars  himself,  whose  business  it  was  to  prepare 
misery  for  the  public  eye,  at  fixed  rates.  For  among 
those  who  were  really  starving  there  lived  a  small 
tribe  of  professional  paupers,  who  displayed  the 
horrors  of  their  loathsome  diseases  at  the  doors  of 
the  churches  all  over  Constantinople.  The  physician 
was  skilful  in  his  way,  and  though  he  preferred  a 
real  cripple,  or  a  real  sore  for  his  art  to  improve 
upon,  he  could  produce  the  semblance  of  either  on 
sound  limbs  and  a  whole  skin,  though  the  process 
was  expensive.  Yet  that  increased  cost  was  balanced 
by  the  ability  of  his  healthy  patients  to  go  alone  to 
a  great  distance,  and  thus  to  vary  the  scene  of  their 
industry.  They  thus  picked  up  the  charity  which 
should  have  reached  the  real  poor,  most  of  whom 
could  hardly  crawl  as  far  as  the  great  thorough- 
fares more  than  once  or  twice  a  week,  at  the  risk  of 
their  lives.  The  sham  beggar  always  has  a  mar- 
vellous power  of  covering  the  ground,  but  you  must 
generally  seek  the  real  one  in  the  lair  where  he  is 
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dying.  Omobono  had  learnt  much  about  b^gars 
which  he  had  not  known  before  then,  and  he  had 
found  no  trace  whatever  of  the  people  whom  he  was 
seeking. 

They  seemed  very  far  away  when  Zo^  thought  of 
them.  She  wondered  whether  any  of  them  missed 
her,  except  Nectaria,  now  that  they  had  warm  dothes 
and  plenty  to  eat.  The  sacrifice  had  been  very  ter- 
rible at  first, — it  did  not  seem  so  now;  and  she  knew 
that  on  that  very  afternoon  when  she  went  home 
afler  being  out  in  the  boat,  she  would  listen  for  Zeno's 
footstep  in  the  vestibule,  and  think  the  time  long  till 
he  came. 

But  Omobono  had  gathered  a  good  deal  of  in- 
formation about  her  from  his  acquaintance,  the  sacristan, 
whom  he  strongly  suspected  of  being  in  league  with 
Rustan  to  inform  him  when  there  was  anything  worth 
buying  in  the  beggars'  quarter;  for  the  Bokharian 
was  a  busy  man,  and  had  no  time  to  spend  in  search- 
ing for  unusual  merchandise,  nor,  when  there  was 
any  to  be  had,  would  it  have  been  to  his  advantage 
to  be  seen  often  in  its  neighbourhood.     So  he  paid 
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the  sacristan  to  quarter  the  ground  continually  for 
him,  while  he  was  engaged  elsewhere.  It  is  to  the 
credit  of  Riistan's  splendid  business  intelligence  that 
the  system  he  employed  has  not  been  improved  on 
in  five  hundred  years;  for  when  the  modem  slave- 
dealers  make  their  annual  journeys  to  the  centres  of 
supply  they  find  everything  ready  for  them,  like  any 
other  commercial  traveller. 

Having  understood  Rustan's  mode  of  procedure, 
Omobono  had  extracted  from  the  sacristan  such  in- 
formation as  the  latter  possessed  about  Zo€  and  Kyria 
Agatha,  but  that  was  not  very  much  after  all.  They 
had  lived  three  or  four  weeks  in  the  ruined  house, 
or  perhaps  six;  he  could  not  remember  exactiy.  At 
first  they  all  came  to  the  church,  but  they  had  sold 
their  miserable  clothes  and  their  wretched  belong- 
ings. The  last  time  the  girl  had  come,  she  had  been 
alone,  and  she  had  worn  a  blanket  over  her  shoulders 
to  keep  her  warm.  That  had  been  at  dusk.  Then 
Rustan  had  bought  her,  and  soon  afterwards  they 
must  have  gone  away,  since  the  beggars'  physician 
was  now  installed  in  the  house.     Why  should  the 
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sacristan  take  any  interest  in  them?  They  were  gone, 
and  Constantinople  was  a  vast  city.  No,  the  woman 
had  not  died,  for  he  would  have  known  it  When 
people  died  they  were  buried,  even  if  they  had  starved 
to  death  in  the  beggars'  quarter. 

Zo€  thanked  Omobono  for  the  information,  and 
begged  him  to  continue  her  search.  He  wondered 
why  she  did  not  burst  into  tears,  and  concluded  that 
she  was  either  quite  heartless,  or  was  in  love  with 
Zeno,  or  both.  He  inclined  to  the  latter  theory.  Love^ 
he  told  himself  with  all  the  conviction  of  middle-aged 
inexperience,  was  a  selfish  passion.  Zo€  loved  Zeno, 
and  did  not  care  what  had  become  of  her  mother. 

Besides,  he  knew  that  she  was  jealous.  She  had 
heard  of  Giustina,  and  was  determined  to  see  her. 
She  insisted  that  the  boat  should  keep  to  the  left, 
going  up  the  Golden  Horn,  and  she  made  the 
secretary  point  out  Sebastian  Polo's  dwelling.  It  was 
a  small  palace,  a  hundred  yards  below  the  gardens 
of  Blachemae,  and  it  had  marble  steps,  like  those  at 
Zeno's  house.  A  girl  with  dyed  hair  sat  in  the  shade 
in  an  upper  balcony;  her  hair  was  red  auburn,  like 
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that  of  the  Venetian  women,  and  her  face  was  white, 
but  that  was  all  Zo€  could  see.  She  wished  she  had 
a  hawk's  eyes.  Omobono  said  it  might  be  Giustina, 
but  as  the  latter  had  many  friends,  it  might  also  be 
one  of  them,  for  most  Venetian  women  had  hair  of 
that  colour. 

Farther  up,  they  neared  Blachernae,  and  came 
first  to  the  great  Amena  tower,  of  which  the  founda- 
tions stood  on  an  escarped  pier  in  the  water.  Zo€ 
looked  up,  trying  to  guess  the  height  of  the  upper 
windows  from  the  water,  but  she  had  no  experience, 
and  they  were  very  high — perhaps  a  hundred  palms, 
perhaps  fifty — Zeno  would  know.  Could  he  get  up 
there  by  a  rope?  She  wondered,  and  she  thought 
of  what  she  should  feel  if  she  herself  were  hanging 
there  in  mid-air  by  a  single  rope  against  the  smooth 
wall.  Then  in  her  imagination  she  saw  Zeno  half- 
way up,  and  someone  cut  the  line  above,  for  he  was 
discovered,  and  he  fell.  A  painful  thrill  ran  down 
the  back  of  her  neck  and  her  spine  and  through  her 
limbs,  and  she  shrank  in  her  seat. 

It  was  up  there,  in  the  highest  story,  that  Johannes 
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had  been  a  prisoner  nearly  two  years.  The  windows 
needed  no  gratings,  for  it  would  be  death  to  leap 
out,  and  no  one  could  climb  up  to  get  in.  The  pier 
below  the  tower  sloped  to  the  stream,  and  its  base 
ran  out  so  far  that  no  man  could  have  jumped  clear 
of  it  from  above — even  if  he  dared  the  desperate 
risk  of  striking  the  water.  Bertrandon  de  la  Bro- 
quiire  saw  it,  years  afterwards,  when  Zeno  was  an 
old  man,  and  you  may  look  at  a  good  picture  of  it 
in  his  illuminated  book. 

A  solitary  fisherman  was  perched  on  the  edge  of 
the  sloping  pier,  apparently  hindered  from  slipping 
off  by  the  very  slight  projection  of  the  lowest  course 
of  stones,  which  was  perpendicular.  His  brown  legs 
were  bare  far  above  the  knee,  he  wore  a  brown  fisher- 
man's coat  of  a  woollen  stuff,  not  woven  but  fulled 
like  felt;  a  wide  hat  of  sennet,  sewn  round  and  round 
a  small  crown  of  tarred  sailcloth,  flapped  over  his 
ears.  He  angled  in  the  slow  stream  with  a  long  reed 
and  a  short  line. 

Zo€^  looked  at  him  attentively  as  the  boat  passed 
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near  him,  and  she  saw  that  he  was  watching  her,  too, 
from  under  the  limp  brim  of  his  queer  hat 

Her  left  hand  hung  over  the  gunwale  of  the  skiff, 
and  when  she  was  opposite  the  fisherman  she  wetted 
her  fingers  and  carelessly  raised  them  to  her  lips  as 
if  she  were  tasting  the  drops*  The  man  instantly  re- 
plied by  waving  his  rod  over  the  water  thrice,  and 
he  cast  his  short  line  each  time.  She  had  seen  his 
mouth  and  chin  and  scanty  beard  below  the  hanging 
brim  of  his  hat,  and  she  had  fancied  that  she  re- 
cognised him;  she  had  no  doubt  of  it  now.  The 
solitary  fisherman  was  Gorlias  Pietrogliant,  the  astro- 
loger. 

Omobono  had  scarcely  noticed  him,  for  his  own 
natural  curiosity  made  him  look  steadily  up  at  the 
high  windows,  on  the  chance  that  the  imperial  pri- 
soner might  look  out  just  then.  He  had  seen  him 
once  or  twice  before  the  revolution,  and  wondered 
whether  he  was  much  changed  by  his  long  confine- 
ment But  instead  of  the  handsome  bearded  face 
the  secretary  remembered,  a  woman  appeared  and 

looked  towards  Pera  for  a  moment,  and  drew  back 

18* 
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hastily  as  she  caught  sight  of  the  skiff;  she  was  a  rather 
stout  woman  with  red  cheeks,  and  she  wore  the 
Greek  head-dress  of  the  upper  classes.  So  much 
Omobono  saw  at  a  glance,  though  the  window  was 
fully  ninety  feet  above  him,  and  she  had  only  re- 
mained in  sight  a  few  seconds.  He  had  always  had 
good  eyes. 

But  without  seeing  her  at  ^1  Zo€  had  understood 
that  communication  between  the  prisoner  and  the 
outer  world  was  carried  on  through  Gorlias,  and  that 
by  him  a  message  could  be  sent  directly  to  the  Em- 
peror. She  did  not  speak  till  the  boat  had  passed 
the  whole  length  of  the  palace  and  was  turning  in 
the  direction  of  the  Sweet  Waters. 

"That  astrologer,"  she  said,  "do  you  remember 
him?    Why  has  he  never  come  again?" 

Omobono  promised  to  send  for  him  the  very 
next  day.  After  that  there  was  silence  for  awhile, 
and  the  skiff  slipped  along  upstream,  till  the  secretary 
spoke  again,  to  correct  what  he  had  last  said. 

"He  had  better  not  come  to-morrow.  I  will  tdl 
him  to  come  the  next  morning." 


ARETHUSA.  277 

"Why?"  Zoe  asked,  in  some  surprise. 

"To-morrow,"  said  Omobono,  "Messer  Sebastian 
Polo  comes  to  dine  with  the  master.  There  will  be 
confusion  in  the  house." 

"Confusion,  because  one  guest  comes  to  dinner?" 
Zo^  spoke  incredulously. 

"I  believe,"  said  Omobono  rather  timidly,  "that 
he  will  not  be  the  only  guest" 

"He  brings  his  daughter  with  him,  then?"  Zoe 
felt  that  she  changed  colour  under  her  veil. 

"I  do  not  know,"  the  secretary  said  smoothly; 
"but  there  will  be  several  guests." 

Zo€  turned  towards  him  impatiently. 

"You  will  have  orders  to  keep  me  out  of  the 
way  while  they  are  in  the  house,"  she  said.  "I  shall 
receive  through  you  the  master's  conmiands  not  to 
show  myself  at  my  window!" 

"How  can  you  think  such  a  thing?"  cried  Omo- 
bono, protesting.  "Rather  than  put  you  to  such  in- 
convenience I  am  sure  the  master  will  beg  his  guests 
to  enter  by  the  other  side  of  the  house." 

If  it  was  his  object  to  exasperate  her,  he  had 


278  ARFIHUSA. 

succeeded)  but  if  he  expected  her  to  break  out  m 
anger  he  was  mistaken.  She  was  too  proud,  and  she 
already  regretted  the  few  hasty  words  she  had  spoken. 
Moreover,  her  anger  told  her  something  that  surprised 
her,  and  wounded  her  self-respect  She  understood 
for  the  first  time  how  jealous  she  was,  and  that  she 
could  feel  no  such  jealousy  if  she  were  not  in  love. 
She  was  not  a  child,  and  but  for  misfortune  she 
would  have  been  married  at  least  two  years  by  this 
time.  This  was  not  the  dreamy  and  slowly  stealing 
dawn  of  girlhood's  day;  her  sun  had  risen  in  a  flash 
amidst  angry  clouds,  as  he  does  in  India  in  mid-June, 
when  the  south-west  monsoon  is  just  going  to  break 
and  the  rain  is  very  near. 

When  Omobono  had  spoken  she  leaned  back  in 
her  seat  and  drew  the  folds  of  her  mantle  more 
closely  round  her,  as  if  to  separate  herself  from  him 
more  completely,  and  she  did  not  speak  again  for  a 
long  time.  On  his  side,  the  secretary  understood, 
and  instead  of  feeling  rebuked  by  her  silence,  he  was 
pleased  with  himself  because  his  curiosity  had  made 
another  step  forward  in  the  land  of  discovery. 
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It  occurred  to  him  that  it  would  be  very  interest- 
ing to  bring  Zo€  and  Giustina  within  sight  of  each 
other,  if  no  nearer.  Zeno  had  not  said  that  his  guests 
were  to  come  by  land  instead  of  by  water;  the  secre- 
tary had  only  argued  that  he  would  request  them  to 
do  so,  to  avoid  their  seeing  Zo€  if  she  happened  to  be 
at  her  window.  Omobono  had  power  to  do  whatever 
he  thought  necessary  for  keeping  the  house  and  the 
approach  to  it  in  repair  without  consulting  anyone. 
That  was  a  part  of  his  duty. 

It  was  usual  to  repair  the  road  in  the  spring. 
Omobono  chose  to  have  the  work  done  now,  sent  for 
a  gang  of  labourers,  and  gave  a  few  simple  orders. 
Before  Zeno  knew  what  was  going  on  the  way  to  the 
main  entrance  was  quite  impassable,  though  a  narrow 
passage  had  been  left  to  the  door  of  the  kitchen  for 
the  servants  and  slaves.  The  secretary  had  suddenly 
#scovered  that  the  road  was  in  such  a  deplorable 
condition  as  to  make  it  necessary  to  dig  it  out  to  the 
depth  of  a  yard  here  and  there,  where  the  soil  was 
soft,  thus  making  a  series  of  pits,  over  which  no  horsq 
could  pass. 


28o  ARETHUSA. 

"What  in  the  world  possessed  you  to  do  this 
now?'*  asked  Zeno,  with  annoyance.  "I  told  you 
that  Messer  Sebastian  and  his  daughter  were  coming 
to  dine  with  me  to-morrow,  as  well  as  other 
friends." 

"They  will  see  nothing,  sir,"  answered  the  secre- 
tary imperturbably.  "The  guests  always  come  by 
water,  they  dine  on  that  side  of  the  house,  and  they 
go  away  by  water.  How  could  they  see  the  road, 
sir?    It  is  beyond  the  court!" 

Zeno  did  not  choose  to  explain  that  he  had 
especially  begged  Polo  and  the  others  to  come  by 
land,  and  he  now  concealed  his  displeasure,  or  be- 
lieved that  he  did.  But  when  Omobono  had  gone  to 
his  own  room  Zeno  sent  for  the  running  footmen  and 
bade  them  go  to  each  of  the  invited  guests  early  the 
next  morning  to  say  that  the  road  was  torn  up  and 
that  they  must  be  good  enough  to  come  in  their 
boats. 

Then  he  went  upstairs,  for  he  had  not  seen  ZoS 
all  day,  and  it  pleased  him  to  sup  with  her.  As 
soon  as  he  entered  the  room  and  saw  her  he  felt 
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that  something  was  wrong,  but  he  made  as  if  he 
noticed  nothing,  and  sat  down  in  his  usual  place. 

"We  will  have  supper  together,"  he  said  in  a 
cheerful  tone,  settling  himself  in  his  big  chair,  and 
rubbing  his  hands,  like  a  man  who  has  finished  his 
day's  work  and  looks  forward  to  something  pleasant 

As  a  matter  of  fact  he  had  done  nothing  in  par- 
ticular, and  had  set  himself  a  rather  disagreeable 
task;  for  he  did  not  wish  Messer  Sebastian  to  know 
that  Zoe  or  any  other  woman  was  in  the  house,  and 
he  was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  telling  the  girl 
not  to  show  herself.  She  was  legally  his  chattel,  and 
if  he  chose  he  might  lock  her  up  in  a  room  on  the 
other  side  of  the  house  for  a  few  hours,  or  in  the 
cellar.  He  told  himself  this;  and  for  the  hundredth 
time  he  recalled  her  own  story  of  her  birth  and 
bringing  up,  which  was  logical  and  clear,  and  ex- 
plained both  her  gentle  breeding  and  the  careful 
education  she  had  evidently  received.  But  logic  is 
often  least  convincing  when  it  is  most  unanswerable, 
and  Zeno  remained  in  the  belief  that  the  most  im- 
portant part  of  Zoe's  story  was  still  a  secret 
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She  said  nothing  now  in  answer  to  his  announce- 
ment, but  she  beckoned  to  Yulia  to  bring  supper, 
and  the  maid  disappeared.  Being  out  of  temper  with 
him  at  that  moment,  she  was  asking  herself  how  she 
could  possibly  be  jealous  of  Giustina  Polo;  she  men- 
tally added  that  she  would  no  more  think  of  sitting 
at  the  window  to  see  her  go  by,  than  of  looking  at 
her  through  a  keyhole.  Also,  she  wished  Zeno  would 
sit  where  he  was  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  not  utter 
a  word,  so  that  she  might  show  him  how  utterly  in- 
different she  was  to  his  presence,  and  that  she  could 
be  just  as  silent  as  he;  and  women  much  older  than 
Zo€  have  felt  just  as  she  did  then. 

But  Zeno,  who  was  imcomfortable,  was  also  re- 
solved to  be  cheerful  and  at  his  ease. 

"It  has  been  a  beautiful  day,"  he  observed.  "I 
hope  you  had  a  pleasant  morning  on  the  water." 

"Thanks,"  Zoe  answered,  and  said  no  more. 

This  was  not  encouraging,  but  2^no  was  not  easily 
put  off. 

After  a  few  moments  he  tried  again. 
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"I  fear  you  do  not  find  my  secretary  very  amusing," 
he  said. 

Zo€  was  on  the  point  of  asking  him  whether  he 
himself  considered  Omobono  a  diverting  person,  but 
she  checked  herself  with  a  little  snort  of  indignation 
which  might  have  passed  for  a  laugh  without  a  smile. 
Zeno  glanced  at  her  profile,  raised  his  eyebrows,  and 
said  nothing  more  till  the  slave-girls  came  with  the 
supper.  While  they  brought  the  small  table  and  set 
it  between  the  two,  he  leaned  back  in  his  carved 
chair,  crossed  one  shapely  leg  over  the  other  and 
drummed  a  noiseless  tattoo  with  the  end  of  his  fingers 
on  his  knee,  the  picture  of  unconcern.  Zo€  half  sat 
and  half  la^  on  her  divan,  apparently  scrutinising  the 
nail  of  one  little  finger,  pushing  it  and  rubbing  it 
gently  with  the  thumb  of  the  same  hand,  and  then 
looking  at  it  again  as  if  she  expected  to  observe  a 
change  in  its  appearance  after  being  touched. 

The  maids  placed  the  dishes  on  the  table  and 
poured  out  wine,  and  Zo€  began  to  eat  in  silence, 
without  paying  any  attention  to  Zeno.  That  is  one 
way    of  showing   indifference,    and    both  men  and 
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women  use  it,  yet  it  still  remains  surprisingly  effec- 
tive. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  Zeno  asked, 
suddenly. 

Zoe  pretended  to  be  surprised  and  then  smiled 
coldly. 

"Oh!  you  mean,  because  I  am  hungry,  I  suppose. 
I  have  been  in  the  open  air.     It  must  be  that" 

She  at  once  took  another  mouthful,  and  went  on 
eating. 

"No,"  answered  Zeno,  watching  her.  "I  did  not 
mean  that" 

She  raised  her  beautiful  eyebrows,  just  as  he  had 
raised  his  a  few  minutes  earlier,  but  she  said  nothing 
and  seemed  very  busy  with  the  fish.  Carlo  took  an- 
other piece,  swallowed  some  of  it  deliberately,  and 
drank  a  little  before  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and 
spoke  again. 

"Something  has  happened,"  he  said  at  last  with 
great  conviction. 

"Really?"  Zo€  pretended  surprised  interest 
"What?"  she  asked  with  affected  eagerness. 
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"You  understand  me  perfectly,"  he  replied  with 
a  shade  of  sternness,  for  he  was  growing  tired  of  her 
mood. 

She  glanced  at  him  sideways,  as  a  woman  does 
when  she  hears  a  man's  tone  change  suddenly,  and 
she  is  not  sure  what  he  may  do  or  say  next. 

"You  do  not  make  it  easy  to  understand  you, 
my  lord,"  she  said  after  an  instant's  hesitation. 

"The  matter  is  simple  enough.     I  find  you  in  a 

bad  humour " 

"Oh  no!  I  assure  you!"  Zo€  broke  in,  with  a 
woman's  diabolical  fadlity  in  interrupting  a  man  just 
at  the  right  moment  for  her  own  advantage.  "I  was 
never  in  a  better  temper  in  my  life!" 

To  prove  this,  she  took  a  bird  and  some  salad, 
and  smiled  sweetly  at  her  plate,  leaving  him  to  prove 
his  assertion,  but  he  did  not  fall  into  the  trap. 

"Then  you  are  not  easy  to  live  with,"  he  ob- 
served bluntly.     "I  am  glad  it  is  over." 

"Do  take  some  of  this  salad!"  suggested  ZoS. 
"It  is  really  delicious!" 

"To-morrow,"  Zeno  said,  without  paying  any  at- 
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tention  to  her  recommendation ,  ''I  shall  have  a  few 
guests  at  dinner." 

"I  should  advise  you  to  give  them  a  salad  exactly 
like  this,"  answered  Zo€.     "It  could  not  be  better!" 

"I  am  glad  you  like  it.  I  leave  the  fare  to  Omo- 
bono.  It  is  about  another  matter  that  I  have  to  speak." 

"You  need  notl"  Zo€  laughed  carelessly.  "I  know 
what  you  are  going  to  say.  Shall  I  save  you  the 
trouble?" 

"I  do  not  see  how  you  can  guess  what  it  is *' 

"Oh,  easily!  You  do  not  wish  your  friends  to 
see  me  and  you  are  going  to  order  me  not  to  look 
out  of  the  window  when  they  come.     Is  that  it?" 

"Yes — more  or  less "    2^no  was  surprised. 

"Yes,  that  is  it,"  laughed  Zo€.  "But  it  is  quite 
useless,  sir.  I  shall  most  certainly  look  out  of  the 
window,  unless  you  lock  me  up  in  another  room;  and 
as  for  your  doing  that,  I  will  yield  only  to  force!" 

She  laughed  again,  much  amused  at  the  dilemma 
in  which  she  was  placing  him.  And  indeed,  he  did 
not  at  first  know  how  to  answer  her  declaration  of 
independence. 
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''I  cannot  imagine  why  you  should  be  so  anxious 
to  show  yourself  to  people  you  do  not  know,"  he 
said.  "Or  perhaps  you  fancy  they  may  be  friends 
— you  think  that  if  they  recognise  you — but  that  is 
absurd.  I  have  told  you  that  if  you  have  friends  in 
the  world  you  may  go  to  them,  and  you  say  you 
have  none." 

ZoS's  tone  changed  again  and  became  girlishly 
petulant 

"It  is  nothing  but  curiosity,  of  course!"  she 
answered.  "I  want  to  see  the  people  you  like.  Is 
that  so  unnatural?  In  a  whole  month  I  have  never 
seen  one  of  your  friends " 

"I  have  not  many.  But  such  as  I  have,  I  value, 
and  I  do  not  care  to  let  them  get  a  mistaken  im- 
pression of  me,  or  of  the  way  I  live." 

"Especially  not  the  women  amongst  them,"  Zo€ 
added,  half  interrogatively. 

"There  are  none,"  said  Zeno,  as  if  to  cut  short 
the  suggestion. 

"I  see.  You  do  not  want  your  men  friends  to 
know  that  there  are  women  living  in  your  house,  do 


288  ARETHUSA. 

you?  They  are  doubtless  all  grave  and  elderly  per- 
sons, who  would  be  much  shocked  and  grieved  to 
learn  that  you  have  bought  a  pretty  Greek  slave. 
After  all,  you  came  near  being  a  priest,  did  you  not? 
They  naturally  associate  you  in  their  minds  with  the 
clergy,  and  for  some  reason  or  other  you  think  it  just 
as  well  for  you,  or  your  affairs,  that  they  should!  I 
have  always  heard  that  the  Venetians  are  good  men 
of  business!" 

"You  are  probably  the  only  person  alive  who 
would  risk  saying  that  to  me,"  said  Zeno,  looking 
at  her. 

"What  do  I  risk,  my  lord?"  asked  Zo€  with  a 
sort  of  submissive  gravity. 

"My  anger,"  Zeno  answered  curtly. 

"Yes,  sir,  I  understand.  Your  anger — but  pray, 
my  lord,  how  will  it  show  itself?  Shall  I  be  beaten, 
or  put  in  chains  and  starved,  or  turned  out  of  your 
house  and  sold  at  auction?  Those  are  the  usual 
punishments  for  disobedient  slaves,  are  they  not?" 

"I  am  not  a  Greek,"  said  Zeno,  annoyed. 

"If  you  were,"  answered  Zoe,  turning  her  face 
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from  him  to  hide  her  smile,  "you  would  probably 
wish  to  tear  out  my  tongue!" 

"Perhaps." 

"It  might  be  a  wise  precaution!"  she  laughed. 

Zeno  looked  at  her  sharply  now,  for  the  words 
sounded  like  a  threat  that  was  only  half-playful.  She 
knew  enough  to  compass  his  destruction  at  the  hands 
of  Andronicus  if  she  betrayed  him,  but  he  did  not 
believe  she  would  do  that,  and  he  wondered  what 
she  was  driving  at,  for  his  experience  of  women's 
ways  was  small. 

"Listen,"  he  said,  dropping  his  voice  a  little.  "I 
shall  not  beat  you,  I  shall  not  starve  you,  and  I  shall 
not  sell  you.  But  if  you  try  to  betray  me,  I  will 
kill  you." 

She  raised  her  head  proudly  and  met  his  eyes 
without  fear. 

"I  would  spare  you  the  trouble — if  I  ever  betrayed 
you  or  anyone." 

"It  is  one  thing  to  talk  of  death,  it  is  another  to 
die!"  Zeno  laughed  rather  incredulously,  as  he  quoted 
the  old  ItaHan  proverb. 

Arethu$a,  /.  19 
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"I  have  seen  death,"  Zoe  answered,  in  a  diiTerent 
tone.     "I  know  what  it  is." 

He  wondered  what  she  meant,  but  he  knew  it 
was  useless  to  question  her,  and  for  a  few  moments 
there  was  silence.  The  lamps  burned  steadily  in  the 
quiet  air,  for  the  evenings  were  still  and  cool,  and 
the  windows  were  shut  and  curtained;  through  the 
curtains  and  the  shutters  the  song  of  a  passing  water- 
man was  heard  in  the  stillness,  a  long-drawn,  plaintive 
melody  in  the  Lydian  Mode,  familiar  to  Zoe's  ears 
since  she  had  been  a  child. 

But  Zeno  saw  how  intensely  she  listened  to  the 
words.  She  clasped  her  hands  tightly  over  her 
knee,  and  bent  forwards  to  catch  each  note  and 
syllable. 

The  waters  are  blue  as  die  eyes  of  the  Emperor's  daughter. 
In  the  crystal  pools  of  her  eyes  there  are  salt  tears. 
The  water  is  both  salt  and  fresh. 
Over  the  water  to  my  love,  this  night,  over  the  water 

The  voice  died  away,  and  ZoS  no  longer  heard 
the  words  distinctly;  presently  she  could  not  hear 
the  voice  at  all,  yet  she  strained  her  ears  for  a  few 
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seconds  longer.  The  boat  must  have  passed,  on  its 
way  down  to  the  Bosphorus. 

For  a  whole  month  she  had  sat  in  the  same  room 
at  that  hour,  and  many  times  already  she  had  heard 
men  singing  in  their  boats,  sometimes  to  that  same 
ancient  Lydian  Mode,  but  never  once  had  they  pro- 
nounced those  meaning  words.  Often  and  often  again 
she  had  passed  within  sight  of  the  Amena  tower,  but 
not  until  to-day  had  she  seen  a  solitary  fisherman 
sitting  at  the  pier's  edge  below  it,  and  he  had  waved 
his  rod  thrice  over  the  water  when  she  passed  by. 
And  now  in  a  flash  of  intuition  she  guessed  that  the 
singer  was  the  fisherman  and  none  other,  and  that 
the  song  was  for  her,  and  for  no  one  else;  and  it  was 
a  signal  which  she  could  understand  and  should 
answer  if  she  could;  and  there  was  but  one  way  of 
answering,  and  that  was  to  show  some  light. 

"It  is  hot,"  she  said,  beckoning  to  Yulia.  "Open 
the  large  window  wide  for  a  few  minutes  and  let  in 
the  fresh  air." 

Yulia  obeyed  quickly.    The  night  was  very  dark. 

"Besides,"    Zoe    continued    carelessly,    as   Zeno 
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looked  at  her,  "that  fellow  has  a  fine  voice,  and  we 
shall  still  hear  him." 

And  indeed,  as  the  window  was  opened,  the 
song  was  heard  again,  at  some  distance — 

Over  the  water  to  my  love,  she  is  awake  to-night,  I  see  her 

eyes  amongst  the  stars. 
Love,  I  am  here  in  the  dark,  but  to-morrow  I  shall  see  fhe 

day  in  your  face, 
I  shall  see  the  noon  in  your  eyes,  I  shall  look  upon  the  sun 

in  your  hair. 
Over  the  water,  the  blue  water,  the  water  both  salt  and 

fresh 

Once  more  the  voice  died  away  and  the  faint 
plash  of  odrs  told  Zo^  that  the  message  was  all 
delivered,  and  that  Gorlias  was  gone,  on  his  way 
down  stream. 

Zeno,  whose  maternal  tongue  was  not  Greek, 
could  not  be  supposed  to  understand  much  of  the 
song,  for  unfamiliar  words  sung  to  such  ancient 
melodies  can  only  be  caught  by  native-bom  ears, 
and  sharp  ones  at  that  At  a  signal  from  Zo€,  the 
maid  shut  the  window  again,  and  drew  the  curtains. 

"Could  you  understand  the  fellow?"  iZeno  asked, 
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glad  in  reality  that  the  conversation  had  been  inter- 
rupted. 

"Yes,"  Zoe  answered  lightly,  "as  you  would 
understand  an  Italian  fisherman,  I  suppose.  The 
man  gave  you  a  message,  my  lord.  .  Shall  I  interpret 
what  he  said?" 

"Can  you?"     He  laughed  a  little. 
"He  tells  you  that  if  you  will  not  try  to  force 
Arethusa  to  keep  away  from  the  window  to-morrow, 
she  will  probably  do  as  you  wish — probably  I" 

"Your  friend  must  have  good  ears  I"  Zeno  smiled. 
"But  then  he  only  said  'probably.'  That  is  not  a 
promise." 

"Why  should  you  trust  the  promise  of  a  poor 
slave,  sir?  You  would  not  believe  a  lady  of  Con- 
stantinople in  the  same  case  if  she  took  oath  on  the 
four  Gospels!  Imagine  any  woman  missing  a  chance 
of  looking  at  another  about  whom  she  is  curious ! " 

"Who  is  the  other?"  asked  Zeno,  not  much 
pleased. 

"She  is  young,  and  as  fresh  as  spring.  Her 
hair  is  like  that  of  all  the  Venetian  ladies " 
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"Since  you  have  seen  her,  why  are  you  so 
anxious  to  see  her  again?" 

"Ah!  You  see!  It  is  she!  I  knew  it!  She  is 
coming  to-morrow  with  her  father." 

"Well?  If  she  is,  what  of  it?"  asked  Zeno  im- 
patiently. 

"Nothing.  Since  you  admit  that  it  is  she,  I  do 
not  care  to  see  her  at  all.  I  will  be  good  and  you 
need  not  lock  me  up." 

Thereupon  she  bent  towards  the  table  and  began 
to  eat  again,  daintily,  but  as  if  she  were  still  hungry. 
Zeno  watched  her  in  silence  for  some  time,  con- 
scious that  of  all  women  he  had  ever  seen  none  had 
so  easily  touched  him,  none  had  played  upon  his 
moods  as  she  did,  making  him  impatient,  uneasy, 
angry,  and  forgiving  by  turns,  within  a  quarter  of  an 
hour.  A  few  minutes  ago  he  had  been  so  ex- 
asperated that  he  had  rudely  longed  to  box  her  little 
ears;  and  now  he  felt  much  more  inclined  to  kiss 
her,  and  did  not  care  to  think  how  very  easy  and 
wholly  lawful  it  was  for  him  to  do  so.  That  was 
one  of  his  many  dilemmas;  if  he  spoke  to  her  as  his 
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equal  she  told  him  she  was  a  slave,  but  when  he 
treated  her  ever  so  little  as  if  she  were  one,  her 
proud  little  head  went  up,  and  she  looked  like  an 
empress. 

She  had  never  been  so  much  like  one  as  to- 
night, he  thought,  though  there  was  nothing  very  im- 
perial in  the  action  of  eating  a  very  sticky  straw- 
berry, drawn  up  out  of  thick  syrup  with  a  forked 
silver  pin.  She  did  it  with  grace,  no  doubt,  twisting 
the  pin  dexterously,  so  that  the  big  drop  of  syrup 
spread  all  round  the  berry  just  at  the  right  moment, 
and  it  never  dripped.  Zeno  had  often  seen  the 
wife  of  the  Emperor  Charles  eating  stewed  prunes 
with  her  fingers,  which  was  not  neat  or  pleasant  to 
see,  though  it  might  be  imperial,  since  she  was  a 
genuine  empress.  But  it  was  neither  Zo^'s  grace 
nor  her  delicate  ways  that  pleased  him  and  puzzled 
him  most;  the  mystery  lay  rather  in  the  fearless  tone 
of  her  voice  and  the  proud  carriage  of  her  head 
when  she  was  offended,  in  the  flashing  answer  of  her 
brave  eyes  and  the  noble  curve  of  her  tender  mouth; 
for  these  are  things  given,   not  learnt,   and  if  they 
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could  be  taught  at  all,  thought  Zeno,  they  would  not 
be  taught  to  a  slave. 

He  let  his  head  rest  against  the  back  of  his  chair 
and  wished  many  things,  rather  incoherently.  For 
once  in  his  life  he  felt  inclined  for  anything  rather 
than  action  or  danger,  or  any  sudden  change;  and 
in  the  detestable  natural  contradiction  of  duty  and 
inclination  it  chanced  that  on  that  night,  of  all 
nights,  he  could  not  stay  where  he  was  to  idle  away 
two  or  three  hours  in  careless  talk,  till  it  should  be 
time  to  go  downstairs  and  sleep.  The  habit  of 
spending  his  evenings  in  that  way  had  grown  upon 
him  during  the  past  month  more  than  he  realised; 
but  to-night  he  knew  that  he  must  break  through 
it,  and  perhaps  to-morrow,  too,  and  for  long  after- 
wards, if  not  for  ever.  That  was  one  reason  why  it 
had  annoyed  him  to  find  Zo^  out  of  temper. 

He  rose  with  an  effort,  and  with  something  like  a 
sigh. 

''I  must  be  going,"  he  said,  standing  beside  the 
divan.     "Good  night" 
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Zoe  had  looked  up  in  surprise  when  he  left  his 
seat,  and  now  her  face  fell. 

"Already?     Must  you  go  already?"  she  asked. 

"Yes.  I  have  to  keep  an  appointment.  Good 
night" 

"Good  night,  Messer  Carlo,"  answered  Zo€  softly 
and  a  little  sadly. 

She  had  never  before  addressed  him  in  that  way, 
as  an  equal  and  a  Venetian  would  have  done,  and 
the  expression,  with  the  tone  in  which  it  was  uttered, 
arrested  his  attention  and  stopped  him  when  he  was 
in  the  act  of  turning  away.  He  said  nothing,  but 
there  was  a  question  in  his  look. 

"I  am  sorry  that  I  made  you  angry,"  she  said, 
and  she  turned  her  face  up  to  him  with  one  of 
those  half-pathetic,  hesitating  little  smiles  that  ask 
forgiveness  of  a  man  and  invariably  get  it,  unless  he 
is  a  brute. 

"I  am  sorry  that  I  let  you  see  I  was  annoyed," 
he  answered  simply. 

"If  I  had  not  been  so  foolish,  you  would  not  go 
away  so  early!" 
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Her  tone  was  contrite  and  regretfully  thoughtful, 
as  if  the  explanation  were  irrefutable  but  humiliat- 
ing. Eve  was,  on  the  whole,  a  good  woman,  and  is 
believed  to  be  in  Paradise;  yet  with  the  slight  pre- 
vious training  of  a  few  minutes'  conversation  with  the 
serpent  she  was  an  accomplished  temptress,  and  her 
rustic  taste  for  apples  has  sent  untold  millions  down 
into  unquenchable  fire.  It  was  a  mere  coincidence 
that  Eve  should  have  been  always  called  Zo€  in  the 
early  Greek  translations  of  Genesis,  and  that  Zo^ 
Rhangab^  should  have  inherited  a  dangerous  re- 
semblance to  the  first  beautiful — and  enterprising — 
mother  of  men. 

"I  would  stay  if  I  could,"  Zeno  said.  "But  in- 
deed I  have  an  appointment,  and  I  must  go." 

"Is  it  very  important,  very — very?" 

Zeno  smiled  at  her  now,  but  did  not  answer  at 
once.  Instead,  he  walked  to  the  window,  opened  the 
shutters  again  and  looked  out.  The  night  was  very 
dark.  Here  and  there  little  lights  twinkled  in  the 
houses  of  Pera,  and  those  that  were  near  the  water's 
edge  made  tiny  paths  over  the  black  stream.     After 
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his  eyes  had  grown  used  to  the  gloom  Zeno  could 
make  out  that  there  was  a  boat  near  the  marble  steps, 
and  a  very  soft  sound  of  oars  moving  in  the  water 
told  him  that  the  boatman  was  paddling  gently  to 
keep  his  position  against  the  slow  current  Zeno  shut 
the  window  again  and  turned  back  to  Zo^. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  answering  her  last  speech  after 
the  interval,  "it  is  very  important.  If  it  were  not,  I 
would  not  go  out  to-night" 

He  was  going  out  of  the  house,  then.  She  knew 
that  he  rarely  did  so  after  dark,  and  she  could  not 
help  connecting  his  going  with  the  invitation  he  had 
given  to  Polo  and  his  daughter  for  the  next  day. 
ZoS's  imagination  instantly  spun  a  thread  across  the 
chasms  of  improbability,  and  ran  along  the  fairy  bridge 
to  the  regions  of  the  impossible  beyond.  He  was  to 
be  betrothed  to  Giustina  to-morrow,  he  was  going  now 
to  settle  some  urgent  matter  of  business  connected 
with  the  marriage-contract;  or  he  was  betrothed  al- 
ready; yes,  and  he  was  to  be  married  in  the  morning 
and  would  bring  his  bride  home;  Zoe,  in  her  lonely 
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room  upstairs,  would  hear  the  noisy  feasting  of  the 
wedding-guests  below 

When  the  thread  broke,  leaving  her  in  the  un- 
reality, her  lip  quivered,  and  she  was  a  little  pale. 
Zeno  was  standing  beside  her,  holding  her  hand. 

"Good  night,  Arethusa,"  he  said  in  a  tone  that 
frightened  her. 

The  words  sounded  like  "good-bye,"  for  that 
was  what  they  might  mean;  he  knew  it,  and  she 
guessed  it. 

"You  are  going  away!"  she  cried,  springing  to  her 
feet  and  slipping  her  hand  from  his  to  catch  his 
wrist 

"Not  if  I  can  help  it,"  he  answered.  "But  you 
may  not  see  me  to-morrow." 

"Not  in  the  evening?"  she  asked  in  great  anxiety. 
"Not  even  after  they  are  gone?" 

"I  cannot  tell,"  he  replied  gravely.  "Perhaps  not" 

She  dropped  his  wrist  and  turned  from  him. 

"You  are  going  to  be  married,"  she  said  in  a  low 
voice.     "I  was  sure  of  it" 

"No!"  he  answered  with  emphasis.    "Not  that!" 
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She  turned  to  him  again;  it  did  not  occur  to  her 
to  doubt  his  word,  and  her  eyes  asked  him  the  next 
question  with  eager  anxiety,  but  he  would  not  an- 
swer. He  only  repeated  the  three  words,  very  ten- 
derly and  softly — 

"Good  night — Arethusa!" 

She  knew  it  was  good-bye,  though  he  would  not 
say  it;  she  was  not  guessing  his  meaning  now.  But 
she  was  proud.    He  should  not  see  how  hurt  she  was. 

"Good  night,"  she  answered.  "If  you  are  going 
away — then,  good-bye." 

Her  voice  almost  broke,  but  she  pressed  her  lips 
tight  together  when  the  last  word  had  passed  them, 
and  though  the  tears  seemed  to  be  burning  her  brain 
she  would  not  shed  them  while  his  eyes  were  on  her» 

"God  keep  you,"  he  said,  as  one  says  who  goes 
on  a  long  journey. 

Again  he  was  turning  from  her,  not  meaning  to 
look  back;  but  it  was  more  than  she  could  bear.  In 
an  inward  tempest  of  fear  and  pain  she  had  been 
taught  suddenly  that  she  truly  loved  him  more  than 
her  soul,  and  in  the  same  instant  he  was  leaving  her 
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for  a  long  time,  perhaps  for  ever.  She  could  not 
bear  it,  and  her  pride  broke  down.  She  caught  his 
hand  as  he  turned  to  go  and  held  it  fast 

"Take  me  with  you!"  she  cried.     "Oh,  do  not 
go  away  and  leave  me  behind!" 

A  silence  of  three  seconds. 

"I  will  come  back,"  he  said. .  "If  I  am  alive,  I 
will  come  back." 

"You  are  going  into  danger!"  Her  hand  tightened 
on  his,  and  she  grew  paler  still. 

He  would  not  answer,  but  he  patted  her  wrist 
kindly,  trying  to  soothe  her  anxiety.  He  seemed 
quiet  enough  at  that  moment,  but  he  felt  the  slow, 
full  beat  of  his  own  heart  and  the  rush  of  the  swell- 
ing pulse  in  his  throat  He  had  not  guessed  before 
to-night  that  she  loved  him;  he  was  too  simple,  and 
far  too  sure  that  he  himself  could  not  love  a  slave. 
Even  now  he  did  not  like  to  own  it,  but  he  knew 
that  the  hand  she  held  was  not  passive;  it  pressed 
hers  tighter  in  return,  and  drew  it  to  him  instead  of 
pushing  it  away,  till  at  last  it  was  close  to  his  breast 
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"Oh,  let  me  go  with  you,  take  me  with  you!'' 
she  repeated,  beseeching  with  all  her  heart 

He  was  not  thinking  of  danger  now,  he  had  for- 
gotten it  so  far  that  he  scarcely  paid  attention  to  her 
words  or  to  her  passionate  entreaty.  Words  had  lost 
sense  and  value,  as  they  do  in  battle,  and  the  fire 
ran  along  his  arm  to  her  hand.  It  had  been  cold; 
it  was  hot  now,  and  throbbed  strangely. 

Then  he  dropped  it  and  took  her  suddenly  by 
her  small  throat,  almost  violently,  and  turned  her  face 
up  to  his;  but  she  was  not  frightened,  and  she 
smiled  in  his  grasp. 

"I  did  not  mean  to  love  you!" 

He  still  held  her  as  he  spoke;  she  put  up  her 
hands  together  and  took  his  wrists,  but  not  to  free 
herself;  instead,  she  pressed  his  hold  closer  upon  her 
throat,  as  if  to  make  him  choke  her. 

"I  wish  you  would  kill  me  now!"  she  cried,  in  a 
trembling,  happy  little  voice. 

He  laughed  low,  and  shook  her  the  least  bit,  as 
a  strong  man  shakes  a  child  in  play,  but  her  eyes 
drew  him  to  her  more  and  more. 
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"It  would  be  so  easy  now,"  she  almost  whispered, 
"and  I  should  be  so  happy!" 

Then  they  kissed;  and  as  their  lips  touched  they 
closed  their  eyes,  for  they  were  too  near  to  see  each 
other  any  longer.  Her  head  sank  back  from  his 
upon  his  arm,  for  she  was  almost  fainting,  and  he 
laid  his  palm  gently  on  her  forehead  and  pushed 
away  her  hair,  and  looked  at  her  long. 

"I  had  not  meant  to  love  you,"  he  said  again. 

Her  lips  were  still  parted,  tender  as  rose-leaves 
at  dewfall,  and  her  eyes  glistened  as  she  opened 
them  at  the  sound  of  his  voice. 

"Are  you  sorry?"  she  asked  faintly. 

He  kissed  the  question  from  her  lips,  and  her 
right  hand  went  up  to  his  brown  throat  and  round 
it,  and  drew  him,  to  press  the  kiss  closer;  and  then 
it  held  him  down  while  she  moved  her  head  till  she 
could  whisper  in  his  ear: 

"It  was  only  because  you  were  angry,"  she  said. 
"You  are  not  really  going  out  to-night!  Tell  me  you 

are  not!" 

He  would  not  answer  at  first,   and  he  tried  to 
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kiss  her  again,  but  she  would  not  let  him,  and  she 
pushed  him  away  till  she  could  see  his  face.  He  met 
her  eyes  frankly,  but  he  shook  his  head. 

"It  must  be  to-night,  and  no  other  night,"  he 
said  gravely.  "I  have  made  an  appointment,  and  I 
have  given  my  word.  I  cannot  break  it,  but  I  shall 
come  back." 

She  slipped  from  his  hold,  and  sat  down  on  the 
broad  divan,  against  the  cushions. 

"You  are  going  into  danger,"  she  said.  "You 
may  not  come  back.     You  told  me  so." 

He  tried  to  laugh,  and  answered  in  a  careless 
tone: 

"I  have  come  back  from  far  more  dangerous  ex- 
peditions. Besides,  I  have  guests  to-morrow — that  is 
a  good  reason  for  not  being  killed!" 

He  stood  beside  her,  one  hand  half-thrust  into 
his  loose  belt  She  took  the  other,  which  hung  down, 
and  looked  up  to  him,  still  pleading. 

"Please,  please  do  not  go  to-night!" 

Still  he  shook  his  head;  nothing  could  move  him, 
and  he  would  go.     A  piteous  look  came  into  her 
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eyes  while  they  appealed  to  his  in  vain,  and  sud-  | 
denly  she  dropped  his  hand  and  buried  her  face  in  | 
the  soft  leathern  pillow. 

"You  had  made  me  forget  that  I  am  only  a 
slave!"  she  cried. 

The  cushion  muffled  her  voice,  and  the  sen- 
tence was  broken  by  a  sob,  though  no  tears  came 
with  it 

"I  would  go  to-night,  though  my  own  mother 
begged  me  to  stay,"  Zeno  answered. 

Zo^  turned  her  head  without  lifting  it,  and  looked 
up  at  him  sideways. 

"Then  much  depends  on  your  going,"  she  said, 
with  a  question  in  her  tone.  "If  it  were  only  for 
yourself,  for  your  pleasure,  or  your  fortune,  you  would 
not  refuse  your  own  mother!" 

Zeno  turned  and  began  to  walk  up  and  down 
the  room,  but  he  said  nothing  in  reply.  A  thought 
began  to  dawn  in  her  mind. 

"But  if  it  were  for  your  country — for  Venice " 

He  glanced  sharply  at  her  as  he  turned  back  to- 
wards her  in  his  walk,   and  he  slackened  his  pace. 
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Zoe  waited  a  moment  before  she  spoke  again,  looked 
down,  thoughtfully  pinched  the  folds  of  silk  on  her 
knee,  and  looked  up  suddenly  again  as  if  an  idea 
had  struck  her. 

"And  though  I  am  only  your  bought  slave,"  she 
said,  "I  would  not  hinder  you  then.  I  mean,  I  would 
not  even  try  to  keep  you  from  running  into  danger 
— for  Venice!" 

She  held  her  head  up  proudly  now,  and  the  last 
words  rang  out  in  a  tone  that  went  to  the  man's 
heart  He  was  not  far  from  her  when  she  spoke 
them.  The  last  syllable  had  not  died  away  on  the 
quiet  air  and  he  already  held  her  up  in  his  arms, 
lifted  clear  from  the  floor,  and  his  kisses  were  rain- 
ing on  her  lips,  and  on  her  eyes,  and  her  hair.  She 
laughed  low  at  the  storm  she  had  raised. 

"I  love  you!"  he  whispered  again  and  again 
softly,  roughly,  and  triumphantly  by  turns. 

She  loved  him  too,  and  quite  as  passionately  just 

then;  every  kiss  woke  a  deep  and  delicious  thrill  that 

made  her  whole  body  quiver  with  delight,  and  each 

oft-repeated  syllable  of  the  three  whispered  words 

20* 
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rang  like  a  silver  trumpet-note  in  her  heart  But  for 
all  that  her  thoughts  raced  on,  already  following  him 
in  the  coming  hours. 

With  every  woman,  to  love  a  man  is  to  feel  that 
she  must  positively  know  just  where  he  is  going  as 
soon  as  he  is  out  of  her  sight  If  it  were  possible, 
he  should  never  leave  the  house  without  a  ticket-of- 
leave  and  a  policeman,  followed  by  a  detective  to 
watch  both;  but  that  a  man  should  assert  any  cor- 
responding right  to  watch  the  dear  object  of  his 
affections  throws  her  into  a  parox)rsm  of  fiiry;  and  it 
is  hard  to  decide  which  woman  most  resents  being 
spied  upon,  the  angel  of  light,  the  siren  that  walketh 
in  darkness,  or  the  semi-virginal  flirt 

Zoe  really  loved  Zeno  more  truly  at  that  mo- 
ment, because  the  glorious  tempest  of  kisses  her  speech 
had  called  down  upon  her  willing  little  head  brought 
with  it  the  certainty  that  he  was  not  going  to  spend 
the  rest  of  the  evening  at  the  house  of  Sebastian 
Polo.  This,  at  least,  is  how  it  strikes  the  story-teller 
in  the  bazaar;  but  the  truth  is  that  no  man  ever 
really  understood  any  woman.  It  is  uncertain  whether 
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any  one  woman  understands  any  other  woman;  it  is 
doubtful  whether  any  woman  understands  her  own 
nature;  but  one  thing  is  sure,  beyond  question — every 
woman  who  loves  a  man  believes,  or  tells  him,  that 
he  helps  her  to  understand  herself.  This  shows  us 
that  men  are  not  altogether  useless. 

Yet,  to  do  Zoe  justice,  there  was  one  other  ele- 
ment in  her  joy.  She  had  waited  long  to  learn  that 
Zeno  meant  to  free  Johannes  if  it  could  be  done,  and 
he  had  met  all  her  questions  with  answers  that  told 
her  nothing;  she  was  convinced  that  he  did  not  even 
know  the  passwords  of  those  who  called  themselves 
conspirators,  but  who  had  done  nothing  in  two  years 
beyond  inventing  a  few  signs  and  syllables  by  which 
to  recognise  each  other.  Whether  he  knew  them  or 
not,  he  was  ready  to  act  at  last,  and  the  deed  on 
which  hung  the  destinies  of  Constantinople  was  to  be 
attempted  that  very  night.  Before  dawn  Michael 
Rhangab^'s  death  might  be  avenged,  and  K3rria 
Agatha's  wrongs  with  Zo^'s  own. 

"I  want  to  help  you,"  she  said,  when  he  let  her 
speak.     "Tell  me  how  you  are  going  to  do  it." 
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"With  a  boat  and  a  rope,"  he  answered 

"Take  me!  I  will  sit  quite  still  in  the  bottom. 
I  will  watch;  no  one  has  better  eyes  or  ears  than  L" 

"More  beautiful  you  mean!" 

He  shut  her  eyes  with  his  lips  and  kissed  the 
lobe  of  one  little  ear.  But  she  moved  impatiently  in 
his  arms,  with  a  small  laugh  that  meant  many  things 
— that  she  was  happy,  and  that  she  loved  him,  but 
that  a  kiss  was  no  answer  to  what  she  had  just  said, 
and  that  he  must  not  kiss  her  again  till  he  had 
replied  in  words. 

"Take  me!"  she  repeated. 

"This  is  man's  work,"  he  answered.  "Besides,  it 
is  the  work  of  one  man  only,  and  no  more." 

"Someone  must  watch  below,"  Zoe  suggested. 

"There  is  the  man  in  the  boat  But  watching  is 
useless.  If  anyone  surprises  us  in  the  tower,  I 
can  get  away;  but  if  I  am  caught  by  an  enemy 
from  the  water  the  game  is  up.  That  is  the  only 
danger." 

"That  is  the  only  danger,"  Zo€  repeated,  more  to 
herself  than  for  him. 
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He  saw  that  she  had  understood  now,  and  that 
she  would  not  try  to  keep  him  longer,  nor  again 
beg  to  be  taken.  She  went  with  him  to  the  door  of 
the  vestibule  without  calling  the  maids,  and  she 
parted  from  him  there,  very  quietly. 

"God  speed  you!"  she  said,  for  good-bye. 

When  he  reached  the  outer  entrance  and  looked 
back  once  more,  she  was  already  gone  within,  and 
the  quiet  lamplight  fell  across  the  folds  of  the  heavy 
curtain. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


ARETHUSA. 


CHAPTER    I. 

Zeno  left  his  house  noiselessly  half  an  hour  later, 
after  changing  his  clothes.  He  was  now  lightly  clad 
in  dark  hose  and  a  soft  deerskin  doublet  with  tight 
sleeves,  a  close-fitting  woollen  skull-cap  covered  his 
head,  and  he  had  no  weapon  but  one  good  knife  of 
which  the  sheath  was  fastened  to  the  back  of  his 
belt,  as  a  sailor  carries  it  when  he  goes  aloft  to  work 
on  rigging.  The  night  was  cool,  and  he  had  a  wide 
cloak  over  his  shoulders,  ready  to  drop  in  an  instant 
if  necessary. 

It  was  intensely  dark  as  he  came  out,  and 
after  being  in  the  light  he  could  hardly  see  the 
white  marble  steps  of  the  landing.     He  almost  lost 
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his  balance  at  the  last  one,  and  when  he  stepped 
quickly  towards  the  boat,  to  save  himself,  he  could 
not  see  it  at  all,  and  was  considerably  relieved  to 
find  himself  in  the  stern  sheets  instead  of  in  the 
water. 

"Gorlias!"  he  whispered,  leaning  forwards. 

"Yes!"  answered  the  astrologer-fisherman. 

The  light  skiff  shot  out  into  the  darkness,  away 
from  the  shore,  instead  of  heading  directly  for 
Blachemae.  After  a  few  minutes  Gorlias  rested  on 
his  oars.  Zeno  had  grown  used  to  the  gloom  and 
could  now  see  him  quite  distinctly.  Both  men 
peered  about  them  and  listened  for  the  sound  of 
other  oars,  but  there  was  nothing;  they  were  alone 
on  the  water. 

"Is  everything  ready?"  Zeno  asked  in  a  low 
tone. 

"Everything.  At  the  signal  over  eight  hundred 
men  will  be  before  Blachernae  in  a  few  minutes. 
There  are  fifly  ladders  in  the  ruined  houses  by  the 
wall  of  the  city.  The  money  has  had  an  excellent 
effect  on  the  guard,  for  most  of  them  were  drunk 
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this  evening,  and  are  asleep  now.  In  the  tower,  the 
captain  is  asleep  too,  for  his  wife  showed  the  red 
light  an  hour  ago.  She  took  up  the  package  of 
opium  last  night  by  the  thread." 

"And  Johannes  himself?     Is  he  ready?" 

"He  is  timid,  but  he  will  risk  his  life  to  get  out 
of  the  tower.     You  may  be  sure  of  that!" 

"Have  you  everything  we  need?  The  fishing- 
line,  the  tail-block,  and  the  two  ropes?  And  the 
basket?     Is  everything  ready  in  the  bows,  there?" 

"Everything,  just  as  you  ordered  it,  and  the  rope 
clear  to  pay  out" 

"Give  way,  then." 

"In  the  name  of  God,"  said  Gorlias,  as  he  dipped 
his  oars  again. 

"Amen,"  answered  Zeno  quietly. 

The  oars  were  muffled  with  rags  at  the  thole- 
pins, and  Gorlias  was  an  accomplished  oarsman. 
He  dipped  the  blades  into  the  stream  so  gently 
that  there  was  hardly  a  ripple,  and  he  pulled  them 
through  with  long,  steady  strokes,  keeping  the 
boat  on  its  course  by  the  scattered  lights  of  the  city. 
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Zeno  watched  the  lights,  too,  leaning  back  in 
the  stern,  and  turning  over  the  last  details  of  his 
plan.  Everything  depended  on  getting  the  im- 
prisoned man  out  of  the  Amena  tower  at  once,  and 
he  believed  he  could  do  that  without  much  dif- 
ficulty. At  first  sight  it  might  seem  madness  to  at- 
tempt a  revolution  with  only  eight  hundred  men  to 
bear  arms  in  the  cause,  against  ten  or  fifteen  thou- 
sand, but  the  Venetian  knew  what  sort  of  men  they 
were,  and  how  profoundly  Andronicus  was  hated  by 
all  the  army  except  his  body-guard.  The  latter 
would  fight,  no  doubt,  and  perhaps  die  to  a  man, 
for  they  had  everything  to  lose,  and  expected  no 
quarter;  but  for  the  next  two  hours  most  of  them 
would  be  still  helplessly  asleep  afler  their  potations, 
and  if  they  woke  at  all  they  would  hardly  be  in  a 
condition  to  defend  themselves.  Money  had  been 
distributed  to  them  without  knowledge  of  their  of- 
ficers, purporting  to  be  sent  to  them  from  Sultan 
Amurad,  now  in  Asia  Minor.  It  had  pleased  the 
Turk  more  than  once  to  keep  the  guards  in  a  good 
humour  towards  him,  and  the  soldiers  were  not  sur- 
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prised.  Besides,  they  cared  very  little  whence  money 
came,  provided  it  got  into  their  hands,  and  could  be 
spent  in  drink,  for  they  were  not  sober  Greeks  or 
Italians;  most  of  them  were  wild  barbarians,  who 
would  rather  drink  than  eat,  and  rather  fight  than 
drink,  as  the  sa3dng  goes. 

For  nearly  twenty  minutes  Gorlias  pulled  steadily 
upstream.  Then  he  slackened  speed,  and  brought 
the  boat  slowly  to  the  foot  of  the  tower. 

The  windows  were  all  dark  now,  and  the  great 
mass  towered  up  into  the  night  till  the  top  was  lost 
in  the  black  sky.  During  the  hours  Gorlias  had 
spent  in  fishing  from  the  pier  he  had  succeeded  in 
wedging  a  stout  oak  peg  between  the  stones;  he 
found  it  at  once  in  the  dark,  got  out  and  made  the 
boat  fast  to  it  by  the  painter.  His  bare  feet  clung 
to  the  sloping  surface  like  a  fly's  to  a  smooth  wall; 
he  pulled  the  boat  alongside  the  pier,  holding  it  by 
the  gunwale,  and  held  up  his  other  hand  to  help 
Zeno.  But  the  Venetian  was  in  no  need  of  that,  and 
was  standing  beside  his  companion  in  an  instant. 
It  was  only  then,  a  whole  second  after  the  fact,  that 
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he  knew  he  had  stepped  upon  something  oddly  soft 
and  at  the  same  time  elastic  and  resisting,  that  lay 
amidships  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  covered  with 
canvas.  The  quick  recollection  was  that  of  having 
unconsciously  placed  one  foot  on  a  human  body 
when  getting  out.  He  had  taken  off  his  shoes,  but 
the  cloth  soles  of  his  hose  were  thick,  and  he  could 
not  feel  sure  of  what  he  had  touched.  Besides,  he 
had  no  time  to  lose  in  speculating  as  to  what  Gorlias 
might  have  in  the  skiff  besides  his  lines  and  his  coil 
of  rope. 

Gorlias  now  got  the  end  of  the  fishing-line  ashore, 
and  took  it  in  his  teeth  in  order  to  climb  up  the  in- 
clined plan  of  the  pier  on  his  hands  and  feet,  ape- 
fashion.  In  a  few  seconds  he  had  found  the  end  of 
a  string  that  hung  down  from  the  blackness  above, 
with  a  small  stone  tied  to  it  to  keep  it  from  being 
blown  adrift  To  this  string  he  bent  the  fishing-line. 
Until  this  was  done  neither  of  the  men  had  made 
the  least  sound  that  could  possibly  be  heard  above, 
but  now  Gorlias  gave  a  signal.  It  was  the  cry  of 
the  beautiful  little  owl  that  haunts  ruined  houses  in 
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Italy  and  the  East,  one  soft  and  musical  note,  re- 
peated at  short  and  regular  intervals.  The  bird  al- 
ways gives  it  thus,  but  for  the  signal  Gorlias  whistled 
it  twice  each  time,  instead  of  once.  No  living  owl 
ever  did  that,  and  yet  it  was  a  thousand  to  one  that 
nobody  would  notice  the  difference,  if  anyone  heard 
him  at  all,  except  the  person  for  whom  the  call  was 
meant. 

He  had  not  been  whistling  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  minute  when  he  felt  the  twine  passing  upwards 
through  his  fingers,  and  then  the  line  after  it.  He 
let  the  latter  run  through  his  hand  to  be  sure  that 
it  did  not  foul  and  kink,  though  he  had  purposely 
chosen  one  that  had  been  long  in  use,  and  he  had 
kept  it  in  a  dry  place  for  a  weeL 

Zeno  had  dropped  his  cloak  in  the  stem  of  the 
boat  before  getting  out,  and  he  now  sat  at  the  water's 
edge  with  his  hands  on  the  moving  line  ready  to 
check  the  end  when  it  came,  in  case  it  were  not 
already  fast  to  the  rope  that  was  to  follow  it.  But 
Gorlias  had  done  that  beforehand,  lest  any  time 
should   be   lost,    and   presently   Zeno    felt  the  line 
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growing  taut  as  it  began  to  pull  on  the  rope 
itself. 

This  had  single  overhand  knots  in  it,  about  two 
feet  apart,  for  climbing,  and  instead  of  coiling  it 
down,  Gorlias  had  ranged  it  fore  and  aft  on  the 
forward  thwarts  so  that  it  came  ashore  clear.  What- 
ever the  astrologer's  original  profession  had  been,  it 
was  evident  that  he  understood  how  to  handle  rope 
as  well  as  if  he  had  been  to  sea.  Moreover  Zeno, 
who  was  as  much  a  sailor  as  a  soldier,  understood 
from  the  speed  at  which  the  rope  was  now  taken 
up,  that  there  was  a  tolerably  strong  person  at  the 
other  end  of  it,  high  up  in  the  topmost  storey  of  the 
tower.  The  end  came  sooner  than  he  expected,  and 
a  slight  noise  of  something  catching  and  knocking 
against  the  inner  side  of  the  boat  brought  GorUas 
instantly  to  the  water's  edge. 

"The  tail-block  is  fast  to  the  end,"  he  whispered; 
"and  the  other  line  is  already  rove,  with  the  basket 
at  one  end  of  it  When  you  are  aloft,  you  must 
haul  up  the  climbing  rope  and  make  the  block  fast 
— you  understand." 
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"Of  coursCj"  Zeno  answered,  "I  have  been  to 


sea." 


"Whistle  when  you  are  ready  and  I  will  answer. 
As  he  comes  down  I  can  check  the  rope  with  a  turn 
round  a  smooth  stone  I  have  found  at  the  corner  of 
the  tower.  You  must  come  down  the  climbing  rope 
at  the  same  time,  and  steer  the  basket  as  well  as 
you  can  with  your  foot" 

"Yes.     Is  all  fast  above?" 

Gorlias  listened. 

"Not  yet,"  he  whispered.     "Wait  for  the  signal." 

It  came  presently,  thie  cry  of  the  owlet  repeated, 
as  Gorlias  had  repeated  it  Zeno  heard  it  and  began 
to  climb,  while  Gorlias  steadied  the  rope,  though 
there  was  hardly  any  need  for  that  The  young 
Venetian  walked  up  with  his  feet  to  the  wall,  taking 
the  rope  hand  over  hand,  as  if  he  were  going  up  a 
bare  pole  by  a  gant-line. 

When  he  was  twenty  feet  above  the  pier  and 
was  fast  disappearing  in  the  darkness,  something 
moved  in  the  boat,  and  a  white  face  looked  up 
cautiously  over  the  gunwale.    It  was  a  woman's  face, 
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Zeno  had  stepped  upon  her  with  his  whole  weight 
when  he  was  getting  ashore,  but  she  had  made  no 
sound.  Her  eyes  tried  to  pierce  the  gloom,  to  follow 
him  upwards  in  his  dizzy  ascent  Soon  she  could 
not  see  him  any  longer,  nor  hear  the  soft  sound  of 
his  cloth-shod  feet  as  he  planted  them  against  the 
stones. 

Up  he  went,  higher  and  higher.  Gorlias  steadied 
the  end  below,  keeping  one  foot  on  the  block  lest  it 
should  thrash  about  on  the  stones  and  make  a  noise. 
He  could  feel  each  of  Zeno's  movements  along  the 
rope;  and  though  he  had  seen  many  feats  in  his  life, 
he  wondered  at  the  wind  and  endurance  of  a  man 
who  could  make  such  an  ascent  without  once  crook- 
ing his  leg  round  the  rope  to  rest  and  take  breath. 
But  Carlo  Zeno  never  stopped  till  his  feet  were  on 
the  slight  projecting  moulding  of  the  highest  storey, 
and  his  hands  on  the  stone  sill. 

As  he  drew  himself  up  with  a  spring  his  face 
almost  struck  the  chest  of  a  large  woman  who  was 
standing  at  the  window  to  receive  hinL  He  saw  her 
outline  faintly,  for  there  was  a  little  light  from  one 
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small  lamp,  placed  on  the  floor  in  the  farthest  comer 
of  the  oblong  room.  The  tower  was  square,  but  the 
north  side  of  the  chamber  was  walled  off  to  make  a 
space  for  the  head  of  the  staircase  and  a  narrow 
entry.  The  single  door  was  in  this  partition.  2^no 
looked  round  while  he  took  breath,  and  he  was  aware 
of  a  tall  man  with  a  long  beard  who  stood  on  one 
side  of  the  window,  and  seemed  inclined  to  flatten 
himself  against  the  wall,  as  if  he  feared  being  seen 
from  without,  even  at  that  height  and  in  the  dark. 

The  woman  moved  a  step  backwards,  and  Carlo 
.put  one  leg  over  the  window-sill  and  got  in.  He 
took  his  skull-cap  from  his  head  and  bowed  low  to 
the  imprisoned  Emperor  before  he  spoke  to  the  woman 
in  a  whisper. 

"I  will  haul  up  the  basket,"  he  said,  and  he  laid 
his  hands  on  the  knotted  rope  to  do  so. 

But  the  tall  man  with  the  beard  touched  him  on 
the  shoulder,  and  spoke  in  a  low  voice. 

"We  must  talk  together,"  he  said* 

2^no  hardly  turned  his  head,  and  did  not  stop 
hauling  in  the  rope.    Below,  Gorlias  was  steering  the 
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tail-block  clear  of  the  wall,  lest  it  should  strike  the 
stones  and  make  a  noise. 

"This  is  no  time  for  talking,"  Zeno  said.  "When 
your  Majesty  is  free  and  in  safety  we  can  talk  at 
leisure." 

The  knotted  rope  was  coming  in  fast;  Zeno  threw 
it  upon  the  floor  behind  him  in  a  wide  coil  to  keep 
it  clear. 

"Stop!"  conmianded  the  Emperor,  laying  one 
hand  on  the  Venetian's  arm. 

Zeno  set  his  foot  on  the  rope  to  keep  it  from 
running  out,  and  turned  to  the  prisoner  in  surprise. 

"Every  moment  is  precious,"  he  said.  "If  we 
are  discovered  from  outside  the  tower  the  game  is 
up,  and  we  shall  be  caught  like  rats  in  a  trap.  I 
have  a  basket  at  the  end  of  this  rope  in  which  yoa 
will  be  quite  safe  from  falling,  if  that  is  what  makes 
you  hesitate.  Fear  nothing.  We  are  two  good  men, 
I  and  my  companion  below." 

"You  are  a  good  man  indeed,  to  have  risked 
your  life  in  climbing  here,"  answered  Johannes. 

He  made  a  few  steps,  bending  his  still  hand- 
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some  head  in  thought  He  limped  sHghtly  in  his 
walk,  and  he  was  said  to  have  only  four  toes  on  his 
left  foot 

Zeno  at  once  continued  hauling  up  the  rope, 
but  a  moment  later  the  Emperor  stopped  close  be- 
side him. 

"It  is  of  no  use,"  he  said;  "I  cannot  go  with 
you." 

Zeno  was  thunderstruck,  and  stood  still  with  the 
rope  in  his  two  hands. 

"You  will  not  go?"  he  repeated,  almost  stupidly. 
"You  will  not  be  free,  now  that  everything  is 
ready?" 

"I  cannot  Go  down  your  rope  before  there 
is  an  alarm.  Take  God's  blessing  for  your  generous 
courage,  and  my  heartfelt  thanks.  I  am  ashamed 
that  I  should  have  nothing  else  to  offer  you.  I 
cannot  go." 

"But  why?     Why?" 

Carlo  Zeno  could  not  remember  that  he  had 
ever  been  so  much  surprised  in  his  life,  and  so  are 
they   who  gather  round  the  story-teller   and   hsten 

2* 
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to  his  tale.  But  it  is  a  true  one;  and  many  years 
afterwards  one  of  Carlo  Zeno's  grandsons,  the  good 
old  Bishop  of  Belluno,  wrote  it  down  as  he  had 
heard  it  from  his  grandsire's  lips.  Moreover  it  is 
history.  The  imprisoned  Emperor  Johannes  refused 
to  leave  his  prison,  after  Zeno  had  risked  life  and 
limb  to  prepare  a  revolution,  and  had  scaled  the 
tower  alone. 

"Andronicus  has  my  little  son  in  the  palace,*' 
said  the  prisoner;  "if  I  escape  he  will  put  out  the 
child's  eyes  with  boiling  vinegar,  and  perhaps  mutilate 
him  or  kill  him  by  inches.  Save  him  first,  then  I 
will  go  with  you." 

There  was  something  very  noble  in  the  prisoner's 
tone,  and  in  the  turn  of  his  handsome  head  as  he 
spoke.  Zeno  could  not  help  respecting  him,  yet  he 
was  profoundly  disappointed.  He  tried  one  argu- 
ment. 

"If  you  will  come  at  once,"  he  said,  "I  promise 
you  that  we  shall  hold  the  palace  before  daybreak, 
and  the  little  prince  will  be  as  free  as  you." 

Johannes  shook  his  head  sadly. 
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"The  guards  will  kill  him  instantly,"  he  said; 
the  more  certainly  if  they  see  that  they  must  fight 
for  their  lives." 

"In  short,  your  Majesty  is  resolved?  You  will 
not  come  with  me?" 

"I  cannot."  The  Emperor  turned  away,  and 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  more  as  if  trying 
to  concentrate  his  thoughts  than  as  if  in  despair. 
"No,  I  cannot,"  he  repeated  presently.  "Save  the 
boy  first,"  he  repeated,  dropping  his  hands  and  turn- 
ing to  2^no  again,  "then  I  will  go  with  you," 

Zeno  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  spoke  in 
a  determined  tone. 

"Hear  me,  sire,"  he  said.  "A  man  does  not  run 
such  risks  twice,  except  for  his  own  bloods  You 
must  either  come  with  me  at  once,  or  give  up  the 
idea  that  I  shall  ever  help  you  to  escape.  The  boy 
may  be  in  danger,  but  so  are  you  yourself,  and  your 
life  is  worth  more  to  this  unhappy  empire  than  his. 
To-night,  to-morrow,  at  any  moment,  your  son  An- 
dronicus  may  send  the  executioner  here,  and  there 
will  be  an  end  of  you  and  of  many  hopes.     You 
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must  risk  your  younger  boy*s  life  for  your  cause.  I 
see  no  other  way." 

"The  other  way  is  this;  I  will  stay  here  and  risk 
my  own.  I  would  rather  die  ten  deaths  than  let  my 
child  be  tortured,  blinded,  and  murdered." 

"Very  well,"  answered  Zeno;  "then  I  must  go." 

He  let  the  knotted  rope  go  over  the  sill  again  till 
it  was  all  out,  and  he  sat  astride  the  window  mullion 
ready  to  begin  the  descent 

"Cast  off  the  rope  when  I  whistle,"  he  said,  "and 
let  it  down  by  the  line,  and  the  line  after  it  by  the 
twine." 

He  spoke  to  the  big  woman,  who  was  the  wife 
of  the  keeper,  himself  a  trusted  captain  of  veterans. 
She  nodded  by  way  of  answer. 

"For  the  last  time,"  2^no  said,  looking  towards 
Johannes,  "will  you  come  with  me?  There  is  still 
time." 

The  Emperor  looked  prematurely  old  in  the  faint 
light,  and  his  figure  was  bent  as  he  rested  with  one 
hand  on  the  heavy  table.  His  voice  was  weak  too^ 
as  if  he  were  very  tired  after  some  great  effort 
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"For  the  last  time,  no,"  he  answered.  "I  am 
sorry.     I  thank  you  with  all  my  heart *' 

Zeno  did  not  wait  for  more,  and  his  head  dis- 
appeared below  the  window  almost  before  the  prisoner 
had  spoken  the  last  words.  Five  minutes  had  not 
elapsed  since  he  had  reached  the  chamber. 

Below,  Gorlias  had  been  surprised  when  he  felt 
the  second  rope  slack  in  his  hand,  and  when  the 
basket  and  block,  which  had  been  half-way  up  the 
wall,  began  to  come  down  again.  The  astrologer 
could  only  suppose  that  there  was  an  alarm  within 
the  tower,  and  that  Zeno  was  getting  away  as  fast  as 
he  could.  The  last  written  message,  lowered  by  the 
yarn  at  dusk  that  evening,  had  been  to  say  that  the 
Emperor  was  ready,  and  that  a  red  light  would  be 
shown  when  the  captain  was  asleep,  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  drug  his  wife  had  given  him.  It  could 
not  possibly  occur  to  the  astrologer  that  Johannes 
would  change  his  mind  at  the  very  last  moment 

"Take  care!"  Gorlias  whispered  quickly  to  the 
woman  at  his  elbow,  as  soon  as  he  was  sure  of  what 
was  happening.     "He  is  coming  down  again*" 
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"Alone?"  The  anxious  inquiry  answered  his 
words  in  the  same  breath. 

"Alone — yes!  He  is  on  the  rope  now,  he  is 
coming  down,  hand  under  hand." 

The  woman  slipped  down  the  inclined  surface, 
almost  fell,  recovered  her  foothold  and  nearly  fell 
again  as  she  sprang  into  the  boat,  and  threw  herself 
at  full  length  upon  the  bottom  boards.  2^no  was 
half-way  down,  and  before  she  covered  herself  with 
the  canvas  she  glanced  up  and  distinctly  saw  his 
dark  figure  descending  through  the  gloom. 

She  had  scarcely  stretched  herself  out  when  she 
was  startled  by  a  loud  cry,  close  at  hand. 

"PhyUke!  Aho— ho— ol  Watch,  ho!  Watch,  hoi" 

A  boat  had  shot  out  of  the  darkness  to  the  edge 
of  the  pier.  In  an  instant  three  men  had  sprung 
ashore,  and  were  clambering  up  the  sloping  masonry 
towards  Gorlias.  The  woman  stood  up  in  Zeno's  skiff, 
almost  upsetting  it,  and  her  eyes  pierced  the  gloom 
to  see  what  was  happening. 

Gorlias  threw  himself  desperately  against  the 
three  men,  with  outstretched  arms,  hoping  to  sweep 
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them  altogether  into  the  water  from  a  place  where 
they  had  so  little  foothold.  The  woman  held  her 
breath.  One  of  the  three  men,  active  as  a  monkey, 
dodged  past  the  astrologer,  caught  the  knotted  rope, 
and  began  climbing  it  The  other  two  fell,  their  feet 
entangled  in  the  line  rove  through  the  tail-block,  and 
with  the  strong  man's  weight  behind  them  they 
tumbled  headlong  down  the  incline.  With  a  heavy 
splash,  and  scarcely  more  than  one  for  all  three, 
Gorlias  and  his  opponents  fell  into  the  water. 

There  was  silence  then,  while  the  other  man 
climbed,  higher  and  higher. 

The  woman  watched  in  horror.  In  falling,  the 
men  had  struck  against  the  stem  of  the  skiff,  drag- 
ging the  painter  from  the  peg.  The  other  boat  was 
not  moored  at  all,  and  both  were  now  adrift  on  the 
sluggish  stream.  The  woman  steadied  herself,  and 
tried  to  see. 

The  man  climbed  fast,  and  above  him  the  dark 
figure  moved  quickly  upwards.  But  Zeno's  pursuer 
was  fresher  than  he,  and  as  quick  as  a  cat,  and 
gained  on  him.     If  he  caught  him,  he  might  crook 
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his  leg  round  the  knotted  rope  to  drag  Zeno  down 
and  hurl  him  to  the  ground. 

Still  he  gained,  while  the  boats  began  to  drift, 
but  still  the  woman  could  make  out  both  figures, 
nearer  and  nearer  to  each  other.  Now  there  were 
not  ten  feet  between  them. 

A  faint  cry  was  heard,  a  heavy  thud  on  the 
stones,  and  silence  again.  Zeno  had  cut  the  rope 
below  him.  The  woman  drew  a  sharp  breath  between 
her  closed  teeth.  There  was  no  noise,  now,  for  the 
man  that  had  been  as  active  as  a  cat  was  dead. 

But  an  instant  later  one  of  the  other  three  was 
out  of  the  water,  and  on  the  edge  of  the  pier,  panting 
for  breath. 

The  woman  took  up. one  of  the  oars,  and  tried 
to  paddle  with  it.  She  thought  that  the  man  who 
had  come  up  must  be  Gorlias,  and  that  the  other 
two  were  drowned,  and  she  tried  to  get  the  boat  to 
the  pier  again;  she  had  never  held  an  oar  in  her  life, 
and  she  was  trembling  now.  High  in  mid-air  2^o 
was  hanging  on  what  was  left  of  the  rope,   slowly 
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working  his  way  upwards,  fully  fifty  feet  above  the 
base  of  the  tower. 

The  skiff  bumped  against  the  other  boat  along- 
side, and  the  woman  began  to  despair  of  getting 
nearer  to  the  land,  and  tried  to  shove  the  empty 
boat  away  with  her  hands.  The  effect  was  to  push 
her  own  skiff  towards  the  pier,  for  the  other  was 
much  the  heavier  of  the  two.  Then,  paddling  a  little, 
she  made  a  little  way.  The  man  ashore  seemed  to 
be  examining  the  body  of  the  one  who  had  been 
killed;  it  lay  sprawling  on  the  stones,  the  head 
smashed.  The  living  one  was  not  Gorlias;  the  woman 
could  see  his  outline  now.  She  was  strong,  and  with 
the  one  oar  shoved  her  skiff  still  farther  from  the 
other  boat,  and  nearer  to  the  pier.  The  man  heard 
her,  got  upon  his  feet,  and  slipped  down  to  the 
water's  edge  again. 

"Hold  out  the  end  of  the  oar  to  me,"  he  said, 
"and  I  will  pull  the  boat  in." 

It  was  not  the  voice  of  Gorlias  that  spoke,  and 
the  woman  did  not  obey  the  instructions  it  gave.  On 
the  contrary  she  tried  to  paddle  away,  lest  the  man 
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should  jump  aboard.  Strangely  enough  the  skiff 
seemed  to  answer  at  once  to  her  will,  as  if  some 
unseen  power  were  helping  her.  It  could  not  be  her 
unskilled,  almost  helpless  movements  of  the  oar  that 
guided  it  away. 

But  the  man  rose  to  his  feet,  on  the  lowest 
course  of  the  stones,  where  there  was  a  ledge,  and 
he  sprang  forwards,  struck  the  water  without  putting 
his  head  under  and  was  at  the  stern  of  the  boat  in 
a  few  seconds. 

The  woman  seemed  fearless,  for  she  stepped 
quickly  over  the  after  thwart,  taking  her  oar  with 
her,  and  a  moment  later  she  struck  a  desperate  blow 
with  it  at  the  swimmer,  and  raised  it  again.  She 
could  not  see  him  any  more,  and  she  knew  that  if 
she  had  struck  his  head  he  must  have  sunk  instantly; 
but  she  waited  a  little  longer  in  the  stem,  the  oar 
still  uplifted  in  both  her  hands. 

At  that  moment,  the  repeated  call  of  the  owlet 
came  down  from  far  above.  It  could  only  mean  that 
Zeno  had  reached  the  upper  window  in  safety.  Then 
the  boat  rocked  violently  two  or  three  times,  and  the 


ARETHUSA.  29 

woman  was  thrown  down,  sitting,  in  the  stern  sheets; 
she  saw  that  a  man  was  getting  in  over  the  bows 
and  was  already  on  board. 

"That  was  well  done,  Kok6na,"  said  the  voice 
of  Gorlias  softly. 

Zoe  sank  back  in  the  stem,  half-fainting  with 
exhaustion,  pain,  and  past  anxiety. 

"Is  he  safe?"  she  managed  to  ask. 

"That  was  his  call.  He  had  reached  the  window 
again,  but  it  was  a  narrow  escape." 

She  could  hardly  breathe.  Gorlias  had  taken  the 
oars,  and  the  skiff  was  moving. 


CHAPTER  II. 


CHAPTER    n. 

Zeno  found  the  two  occupants  of  the  room 
terror-struck,  and  standing  on  one  side  of  the  win- 
dow, from  which  they  had  not  dared  to  look  out 
after  the  cry  of  alarm  had  been  given  from  below. 
Indeed  they  were  in  a  dangerous  pass,  unless  all 
three  of  the  men  who  had  attempted  to  stop  Zeno 
were  dead,  or  if  the  first  cry  had  roused  the  sleeping 
captain  and  guards  of  the  tower  from  their  drugged 
sleep. 

But  Zeno's  own  situation  was  quite  as  bad.  It 
was  out  of  the  question  to  shout  to  Gorlias,  on  the 
mere  chance  of  his  being  still  alive  and  on  the  pier. 
No  conununication  was  possible,  and  the  rope  was 
cut  below.  It  was  true  that  the  whole  of  the  fishing- 
line  still  lay  coiled  on  the  floor  of  the  room,  but  even 
if  it  were  long  enough  to  double  it  would  hardly 
bear  a  man's  weight;  and  Carlo  guessed  that  he 
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had  cut  off  nearly  three-quarters  of  the  knotted  rope 
below  him. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost  either.  He  did 
not  know  the  number  of  his  assailants,  and  though 
he  gave  his  signal  when  he  reached  the  window,  on 
the  mere  chance  of  being  heard,  he  would  not  have 
trusted  the  answer  to  it  if  it  had  come.  Anyone 
could  imitate  such  a  sound  after  hearing  it  once.  If 
he  let  down  the  remaining  length  of  the  rope  by  the 
fishing-line,  and  if  his  enemies  were  on  the  pier 
instead  of  Gorlias,  they  would  have  wit  enough  to 
knot  the  rope  where  it  had  been  cut,  and  to  send  it 
up  again,  for  him  to  come  down  by,  and  he  would 
drop  into  their  very  midst 

He  understood  all  this  in  an  instant,  and  without 
hesitation  he  cast  off  everything  above,  and  dropped 
the  rope  and  the  fishing-line  out  of  the  window.  He 
knew  GorUas  well  enough  to  be  sure  that  he  would 
come  back  before  daylight  and  land  if  there  were 
no  one  on  the  pier,  and  remove  all  traces  of  the 
attempt 

"We  are  all  lost!"  moaned  the  big  woman. 
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"My  hour  has  come,"  said  the  Emperor  Johannes 
in  solemn  terror. 

Thereupon  he  began  to  say  his  prayers,  and  paid 
no  more  attention  to  the  others.  Zeno  took  the  woman 
by  the  wrist 

"We  are  not  lost  unless  your  husband  is  awake," 
he  said.     "Take  me  to  him." 

The  captain's  wife  stared  at  him. 

"There  is  no  other  way.  If  he  is  awake  you  will 
tell  him  that  I  got  into  the  tower,  and  that  you  have 
betrayed  me  into  his  hands.  You  will  be  safe  at 
least,  and  I  will  take  my  chance.  If  he  is  asleep  I 
have  nothing  to  fear." 

He  drew  her  to  the  door  and  began  to  unbar  it 
himself.  She  had  understood  that  he  was  right,  so 
far  as  her  own  safety  was  concerned,  and  she  helped 
him.  A  horn  lantern  stood  on  the  stone  floor  in  the 
entry  at  the  head  of  the  stair,  where  she  had  left  it 
when  she  had  last  come  up.  Before  going  down  she 
barred  the  door  outside  as  usual,  and  then  led  the 
way. 

At  the  first  landing  she  opened  a  door  as  softly 
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as  she  could  and  went  in,  leaving  Zeno  on  the 
threshold.  It  was  the  sleeping  room,  and  Zeno 
heard  the  captain's  stertorous  breathing  with  relief. 
He  went  in  and  looked  at  the  sleeping  man's  face, 
which  was  congested  to  a  dark  red  by  the  powerful 
drug,  and  Zeno  thought  it  doubtful  whether  he  would 
ever  wake  again.  The  woman,  ignorant  of  the  eflfeds 
of  much  opium,  was  afraid  her  husband  might  open 
his  eyes,  and  she  plucked  at  Zeno's  sleeve,  anxious 
to  get  him  away;  but  the  Venetian  smiled. 

"He  is  good  for  twelve  hours'  sleep,"  he  said. 
"Give  me  his  cloak  and  helmet  If  I  find  no  one 
awake  I  will  leave  them  at  the  outer  gate.  Other- 
wise I  will  send  them  to  the  tower  in  a  clothes-basket 
to-morrow  morning." 

The  captain's  wife  obeyed,  less  frightened  than 
she  had  been  at  first;  Zeno  mufHed  half  his  face  in 
the  big  cloak,  and  threw  the  end  over  his  shoulder 
whence  it  hung  down,  displaying  the  three  broad 
stripes  of  gold  lace  that  formed  the  border  dis- 
tinctive of  a  captain's  rank  in  the  guards.  The 
bright  helmet  had  a  gilt  eagle  for  a  crest,  scarcely 
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differing  from  that  of  the  modem  German  Gardes 
du  Corps  regiment 

"Now  show  me  the  way,"  Zeno  said. 

Under  the  folds  of  the  cloak  he  had  the  short 
broad  sheath-knife  ready  in  his  grasp,  and  it  was  no 
bad  weapon  in  the  hand  of  such  a  fighter  as  Carlo 
Zeno.  The  captain's  wife  led  the  way  with  the 
lantern. 

At  the  foot  of  the  next  flight  of  stairs  she  almost 
stumbled  over  the  sentinel,  half  seated  on  the  lowest 
step  in  a  drunken  sleep;  his  shaggy  head  had  fallen 
forwards  on  his  breast,  and  his  legs  stuck  straight 
out  before  him,  wide  apart,  like  the  legs  of  a  wooden 
doll.  His  hands  lay  open  with  the  palms  upwards, 
one  on  his  knee,  the  other  on  the  step  beside  him; 
and  his  helmet,  which  had  rolled  off  his  head,  had 
happened  to  stop  just  between  his  feet,  the  right  side 
up,  and  facing  him,  as  if  it  were  watching  him  in  his 
slumber  like  a  living  thing. 

The  storey  they  had  now  reached  contained  the 
living-room  of  the  captain  and  his  wife,  and  no 
sentinel  was  needed  higher  up  in  the  tower.     An 
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iron  door,  fastened  on  the  inside,  cut  off  the  descent, 
and  had  to  be  opened  for  Zeno  to  pass.  But  being 
constantly  in  use  the  lock  was  well  oiled,  and 
the  bolts  slipped  back  almost  without  noise.  Never- 
theless, as  he  followed  his  companion  down  the  next 
flight,  Zeno  drew  up  the  folds  of  the  cloak  on  his 
right  arm  till  the  edge  barely  covered  the  drawn  knife 
in  his  hand. 

They  reached  the  next  storey  below,  where  the 
upper  guard-room  was.  The  door  was  half  open^ 
and  a  lamp  was  burning  within,  but  as  the  window 
was  over  the  great  court  of  Blachemae  no  light  had 
been  visible  from  the  water.  Zeno  heard  voices,  and 
caught  sight  of  two  guards  carousing  at  the  end  of 
an  oak  table.  At  the  sound  of  footsteps  one  of  the 
men  rose  quickly,  but  staggered  when  he  tried  to 
walk  to  the  door. 

"Who  goes  there?"  he  called  out,  steadying  him- 
self by  the  door-post,  and  looking  out 

The  captain's  wife  had  the  presence  of  mind  to 
hold  up  the  lantern,  so  that  the  light  fell  full  upon 
the  helmet  Zeno  wore.     Instantly  the  soldier  tried  to 
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Straighten  himself  to  an  attitude  of  attention,  with  his 
hands  by  his  sides.  But  this  was  too  much  for  his 
unstable  balance,  and  he  reeled  backwards  half 
across  the  room  within,  till  he  struck  the  table  behind 
him,  and  tumbled  down  with  a  clatter  of  accoutre- 
ments and  a  rattling  of  the  horn  drinking-cups  that 
were  thrown  to  the  ground.  Ihs  companion,  who  was 
altogether  too  drunk  even  to  leave  his  seat,  broke 
into  a  loud  idiotic  laugh  at  his  accident 

"You  have  done  your  share  well,  Kyrfa,"  said 
Zeno  as  he  followed  her  again.  "The  Emperor's 
friends  could  have  brought  him  down  by  the  stairs 
in  triumph  without  being  stopped.'* 

"You  are  not  out  of  the  palace  precincts  yet," 
answered  the  captain's  wife  in  a  warning  tone. 

She  went  on,  treading  more  softly  as  she 
descended,  and  carrying  the  lantern  low  lest  she  or 
her  companion  should  stumble  over  another  sleeping 
sentinel;  but  the  staircase  and  the  door  that  led  into 
the  court  were  deserted,  for  the  captain  was  a  very 
exact  man,  and  had  his  supper  at  the  same  hour 
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every  evening,  and  went  to  bed  soon  afterwards  like 
an  honest  citizen,  after  setting  the  watch  and  locking 
the  iron  door  of  his  own  lower  landing.  In  two  years 
he  had  never  once  come  down  the  tower  after  sunset 
The  consequence  was  that  the  guards,  who  were 
mostly  rough  barbarians  from  the  Don  country  and 
the  shores  of  the  Black  Sea,  did  as  they  pleased,  or 
as  their  lieutenant  pleased;  for  he  found  it  pleasant 
to  spend  his  nights  in  another  part  of  the  palace,  and 
was  extremely  popular  with  his  men,  because  they 
were  thus  enabled  to  go  to  bed  like  good  Christians 
and  sleep  all  night. 

All  this  the  captain's  wife  knew  well  enough. 
Her  apprehension  was  for  what  might  happen  to  Zeno 
between  leaving  the  tower  and  passing  the  great  gate, 
which  was  the  only  way  to  get  out  of  the  fortified 
precincts.  The  wide  courtyard  was  very  dark,  but 
there  were  lights  here  and  there  in  the  windows  of 
the  buildings  that  surrounded  it  on  three  sides,  the 
great  mass  of  the  palace  on  the  right,  the  barracks 
of  the  guards  along  the  wall  to  the  left,  and  the 
main  post  at  the  great  gate  in  front  with  the  build- 
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ings  on  each  side  of  it,  some  occupied  by  slaves  and 
some  used  as  stables. 

Zeno  wished  that  he  had  stripped  one  of  the 
sleeping  soldiers  and  had  put  on  his  dress,  for  he 
had  been  informed  of  the  captain's  habits,  and  knew 
that  the  disguise  was  no  longer  a  safe  one  after 
leaving  the  tower.  Indeed  it  was  a  chief  part  of 
the  captain's  duty  never  to  go  out  alter  dark,  on  any 
excuse,  and  he  apparently  made  sure  of  obeying  this 
permanent  order  by  going  to  bed  early  and  getting 
up  late.  For  the  rest,  he  had  always  left  the  per- 
sonal care  of  his  prisoner  to  his  wife,  judging  that 
her  stout  middle-age  and  fiery  cheeks  sufficiently 
protected  his  domestic  honour.  She  had  been  young 
and  very  pretty  once,  it  was  true,  but  the  captain 
did  not  know  that  Johannes  had  even  seen  her  then, 
much  less  did  he  guess  that  many  years  ago,  when 
the  Emperor  was  a  handsome  young  prince  and  she 
was  a  lovely  girl  in  the  old  Empress's  train,  she  had 
worshipped  him  and  he  had  condescended  to  accept 
her  admiration  for  a  few  weeks.  But  this  was  the  truth, 
as  Zeno's  gcandson,  the  bishop,  very  clearly  explains. 
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She  left  her  lantern  just  inside  the  door  and  came 
out  with  Carlo  into  the  open  air.  After  walking  a 
few  steps  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  stopped, 
looked  round  and  listened.  As  yet  they  had  not 
exchanged  two  words  about  the  situation,  and  were 
far  from  sure  that  the  watch  which  had  detected 
Carlo  from  the  water  and  had  failed  to  catch  him, 
had  not  come  roimd  by  land  to  the  Palace  gate  to 
give  the  alarm. 

Zeno  slipped  the  cloak  from  his  shoulders  and 
wrapped  it  round  the  helmet,  so  that  the  captain's 
wife  could  carry  both  conveniently. 

"It  is  hopeless,"  she  whispered,  as  she  took  them. 
"This  morning  he  promised  that  he  would  leave  the 
prison  if  you  could  bring  him  out  He  has  often 
spoken  to  me  as  he  spoke  to  you  this  evening — he 
loves  the  boy  dearly;  but  I  was  sure  that  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  risk  everything,  else  I  would 
not  have  shown  the  red  light." 

"After  all,"  Zeno  observed,  "it  is  just  as  well 
that  he  would  not  come,  since  we  were  seen,  though 
I  really  believe  Gorlias  was  too  much  for  the  men 
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who  almost  caught  us.  He  and  I  together  could 
certainly  have  settled  them  all — there  were  only 
three.  I  saw  them  distinctly  when  they  first  jumped 
ashore,  and  one  was  killed  by  the  fall  when  I  cut 
the  rope.  Gorlias  silenced  the  other  two,  for  if  they 
were  alive  there  would  have  been  an  alarm  here  by 
this  time." 

"Yes,"  the  woman  answered.  "But  someone  must 
have  betrayed  us.     We  cannot  try  that  way  again." 

"I  shall  not  try  that,  or  any  other  way  again!" 
Zeno  said  with  emphasis.  "In  the  name  of  the 
Evangelist,  why  should  I  risk  my  neck  to  free  a  man 
who  prefers  to  be  a  prisoner?" 

"The  wonder  is  that  you  are  alive  this  time!" 

"It  will  not  even  be  safe  to  commimicate  by  the 
thread  again.     Will  you  take  him  a  message?" 

"As  well  as  I  can  remember  it" 

"Tell  him  that  the  next  time  he  asks  my  help 
he  must  send  me,  by  the  same  messenger,  a  deed 
giving  Tenedos  to  Venice,  signed  and  sealed.  Other- 
wise I  will  not  stir!" 

"Shall  I  tell  him  that?" 
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"Yes.  Tell  him  so  from  me.  And  now,  go 
back,  K)rria,  and  thank  you  for  your  guidance  and 
your  lantern  in  those  dark  stairs." 

"How  shall  you  pass  the  gate?"  asked  the 
captain's  wife. 

She  spoke  anxiously,  for  2^no  was  a  handsome 
man,  and  she  had  seen  how  brave  he  was. 

"I  do  not  know%"  he  answered,  "but  one  of  two 
things  must  happen." 

"What  things?" 

"Either  I  shall  get  out  or  I  shall  never  see  day- 
Ught  again!  I  shall  not  let  myself  be  taken  alive  to 
be  impaled  in  the  Hippodrome,  I  assure  you.  Thank 
you  again,  and  good  night" 

'  She  drew  back  into  the  shadow  of  the  tower  door 
and  watched  the  handsome  young  man  with  the 
peculiar  half-motherly,  half-sentimental  anxiety  of  the 
middle-aged  woman,  who  was  a  fiirt  in  her  youth  and 
turned  the  heads  of  just  such  men,  who  knows  that 
she  is  grown  fat  and  ugly  and  can  never  turn  the 
head  of  another,  but  who  has  preserved  many  tender 
and  pleasant  recollections  of  all  the  sex. 
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Zeno  did  not  walk  straight  towards  the  gate, 
though  it  was  easily  distinguished  from  the  adjacent 
buildings  by  the  greater  number  of  its  lights.  He 
crossed  the  wide  court  diagonally  to  the  right,  in  the 
direction  of  the  stables,  till  he  was  near  enough  to 
see  distinctly  anyone  who  chanced  to  come  under 
the  rays  of  one  of  the  scattered  lamps  that  burned 
here  and  there  in  doorways  and  open  windows.  Be- 
fore long  he  saw  a  trooper  of  the  guards  emerging 
rather  unsteadily  out  of  the  darkness  into  one  of 
these  small  circles  of  light.  Zeno  could  not  help 
smiling  to  himself  at  the  idea  that  there  was  hardly 
one  sober  man  awake  among  the  guards  that  night, 
and  that  they  had  all  drunk  themselves  stupid  with 
his  money. 

He  overtook  the  man  in  half-a-dozen  strides,  and 
spoke  to  him  in  a  low  voice. 

"Hi!  comrade!  You  who  are  still  perfectly  sober, 
help  a  friend  who  is  very  drunk!" 

The  man  stopped,  steadied  himself,  and  an- 
swered with  ponderous  gravity. 

"Perfectly — hie — hie — sober! " 
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"I  wish  I  were!"  replied  Zeno.  "The  truth  is,  I 
am  exceedingly  drunk,  though  I  do  not  show  it 
Wine  only  affects  my  brains,  never  my  legs  or  my 
tongue.     It  is  a  very  strange  thing!" 

"Very — cu — hie — rious!"  responded  the  soldier, 
trying  to  see  his  interlocutor  clearly,  by  screwing  up 
his  eyes. 

"Extraordinarily  cuhicrious,  as  you  justly  observe," 
Zeno  answered  gravely.     "But  the  fact  is " 

"Excuse  me — hie,"  interrupted  the  soldier.  "Are 
you  one  man — hic — or  two  men?" 

"One  man,"  2^no  answered.  "Only  one,  and  so 
drunk  that  I  have  quite  forgotten  the  password." 

"Sec — hic — ret,"  hiccoughed  the  man.  "Pass- 
word secret,"  he  repeated,  with  a  tremendous  eflfort 

"Here  is  a  gold  piece,  my  dear  friend.  You  will 
help  a  comrade  in  trouble." 

The  man  took  the  money  eagerly,  and  tried  to 
put  it  into  his  wallet  To  do  so  he  had  to  bend  his 
head  down  so  as  to  see  the  thongs  that  fastened  it 
It  took  a  long  time  to  find  them. 
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"Just  give  me  the  password  before  you  do  that," 
Zeno  said  in  a  coaxing  tone. 

"Password?"     The  man  looked  up  stupidly. 

The  effort  of  undoing  the  thongs  had  been  too 
much  for  him,  and  had  sent  the  blood  to  his  head. 
He  sta^ered  against  the  Venetian,  and  tried  to  speak. 
After  many  efforts  he  got  the  words  out  suddenly. 

"Drunk,  by  Moses!"  he  cried,  quite  distinctly,  as 
he  fell  in  a  heap  at  Zeno's  feet. 

In  his  vexation  Zeno  could  have  kicked  the  stupid 
mass  of  humanity  across  the  great  yard,  but  he  was 
far  too  wise  to  waste  his  time  so  improfitably.  In- 
stead of  kicking  him  he  stepped  across  him,  thrust 
his  hands  under  the  unconscious  man's  armpits,  hove 
him  up  like  a  sack  of  flour,  got  him  over  his  shoulder 
and  carried  him  to  the  open  door  of  the  nearest 
stable,  whence  the  light  came.  Five  horses  stood  or 
lay  in  their  stalls,  but  the  sixth  stall  was  vacant,  and 
there  was  fresh  straw  in  it  Zeno  threw  the  man 
down  there,  and  looked  round,  to  see  that  no  one 
else  was  in  the  place.  He  hesitated  a  moment  as  to 
whether  he  should  shut  the  door,  but  decided  that 
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to  do  SO  might  attract  the  attention  of  a  sober  man, 
if  there  were  any  about,  which  was  doubtful. 

The  trooper  was  now  sound  asleep,  and  it  was 
the  work  of  a  few  moments  to  pull  off  his  boots  of 
soft  leather  and  slip  them  on,  for  Zeno  had  left  his 
own  in  the  boat,  and  had  walked  in  his  cloth  hose; 
he  took  off  the  soldier's  sword-belt  and  tunic  next, 
the  latter  of  rich  scarlet  cloth  trimmed  with  heavy 
silver  lace,  the  belt  being  entirely  covered  with  silver 
scales.  The  drunken  sleeper  grunted  with  satisfaction 
when  he  felt  himself  relieved  of  his  useless  clothes, 
and  settled  himself  comfortably  in  the  straw  while 
Zeno  put  on  the  tunic  over  his  own  buff  jerkin  and 
drew  the  belt  tight  round  his  waist,  settled  the  man's 
tall  Greek  cap  on  his  own  head  at  the  proper  angle, 
as  the  troopers  wore  it,  and  threw  the  military  cloak 
over  his  arm. 

He  could  now  easily  pass  himself  off  for  a  trooper 
kt  the  gate,  and  a  man  who  has  been  a  soldier  is  rarely 
at  a  loss  amongst  soldiers,  especially  if  he  wears  a 
uniform.  In  consideration  of  what  he  had  taken, 
Zeno,  who  was  an  honest  man  of  business,  left  the 
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man  his  wallet  with  the  piece  of  gold  and  anything 
else  it  might  contain,  and  after  carefully  removing  a 
few  wisps  of  straw  that  clung  to  his  clothes,  he  went 
towards  the  door  of  the  stable. 

His  plan  was  to  saunter  to  the  gate  and  loiter 
there  till  a  chance  offered  of  opening  the  small  night- 
postern  in  the  great  door,  which  he  had  noticed  in 
passing  the  Palace  when  the  gates  were  open.  The 
fact  of  his  being  sober  when  almost  everyone  else 
was  more  or  less  intoxicated,  would  give  him  a  great 
advantage. 

But  as  he  turned  from  the  sleeper  and  walked 
along  the  line  from  the  empty  stall,  which  was  the 
last,  his  eye  fell  on  the  saddles  and  bridles,  neatly 
arranged  on  stout  pegs  that  projected  from  the  walls, 
each  set  opposite  the  stall  of  the  horse  to  which  it 
belonged.  He  peered  out  into  the  wide  court,  and 
listened  for  the  sound  of  voices.  From  very  far  away 
he  heard  the  echo  of  a  drinking  chorus,  less  loud 
than  the  noise  made  behind  him  by  one  of  the  horses 
that  had  a  fancy  for  a  mouthful  of  hay  just  then, 
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and  was  chewing  it  conscientiously  as  only  animals 
can  chew. 

All  was  very  quiet  outside.  Zeno  changed  his 
plan,  turned  back  into,  the  stable,  and  began  to  saddle 
the  horse  farthest  from  the  door.  He  did  not  mean 
to  ride  far,  else  he  would  have  picked  out  his  mount 
with  all  the  judgment  he  possessed.  There  was  but 
a  dash  to  make,  and  it  was  far  more  important  that 
no  passing  trooper  should  see  him  in  the  act  of  put- 
ting on  saddle  and  bridle  than  that  he  should  have 
the  best  horse  under  him  afterwards.  Besides,  they 
were  all  big,  hay-fed  animals,  sleek  and  sleepy,  mostly 
white  Tunisians,  and  much  more  fit  for  a  procession 
than  a  campaign. 

When  he  had  finished,  he  led  the  charger  past 
the  other  stalls,  stopping  just  before  he  reached  the 
door  to  put  out  the  oil  lamp  that  hung  by  the  en- 
trance. This  done,  he  slipped  his  arm  through  the 
bridle  and  left  the  stable.  He  struck  across  the  de- 
serted court  towards  the  Palace,  until  he  was  almost 
in  the  middle  of  the  yard,  and  opposite  the  great 
gate,    towards  which  he  looked    steadily    for  some 


ARETHUSA.  5 1 

seconds y  trying  to  make  out,  by  the  uncertain  light 
that  dimly  illuminated  it  from  within,  whether  the 
doors  under  the  arch  were  open  or  shut  There  was 
just  a  possibility  that  they  might  be  open.  It  was 
worth  trying  for;  and  after  all,  if  they  were  barred, 
he  was  sure  that  he  could  impose  upon  the  sentinels 
to  open  them.  A  man  accustomed  to  command  does 
not  doubt  that  he  must  be  obeyed  when  he  asserts 
himself. 

Zeno  mounted  the  big  horse,  which  was  as  quiet 
as  any  old  circus  hack  in  the  Hippodrome,  trained 
to  let  a  dancing-girl  skip  the  rope  on  his  broad  back. 
His  rider  put  him  from  a  walk  to  a  canter,  and  from 
a  canter  to  a  thundering  gallop  that  roused  echoes 
all  round  the  court. 

As  he  came  near  he  saw  that  the  doors  were 
shut,  but  he  did  not  slacken  speed  till  he  was  almost 
upon  the  startled  sentinels.  Then  he  drew  rein  sud- 
denly, as  was  the  practice  of  horsemanship  in  those 
days,  and  the  great  Tunisian  threw  himself  back  on 
his  haunches  with  outstretched  forefeet,  while  Zeno 

called  out  to  the  watch. 

4* 
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"On  the  Emperor's  service!"  he  shouted.  "The 
gates,  and  quickly!" 

The  sentinels  were  tolerably  sober,  for  they  were 
not  to  get  their  full  share  of  the  flood  of  wine  that 
was  flowing  till  their  guard  was  relieved.  But  they 
could  hardly  be  blamed  for  obeying  Zeno's  impera- 
tive command.  It  was  not  likely  that  a  guardsman 
of  their  troop  who  wished  to  slip  out  of  barracks  for 
a  night's  amusement  would  dress  himself  in  full 
uniform  and  come  galloping  and  shouting  to  the  gate, 
nor  that  any  trooper  would  dare  to  pretend  that  he 
rode  on  the  Emperor's  business  if  it  were  not  true. 

The  two  sentinels  therefore  did  not  hesitate,  but 
set  their  long  cavalry  lances  upright  against  the  walls 
on  either  side,  took  down  the  bar  and  laid  hold  of 
the  ponderous  gates,  each  man  taking  one  and 
throwing  himself  backwards  with  all  his  weight  to 
move  it  When  once  started,  the  doors  swung  slowly 
but  easily  backwards.  Zeno  sat  motionless  in  the 
saddle,  ready  to  dash  forward  as  soon  as  there  was 
room  for  him  to  pass.  He  had  halted  just  far  enough 
away  to  allow  the  doors  to  swing  clear  of  his  horse's 
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head  as  they  were  pulled  inward.    It  was  an  anxious 
moment. 

A  second  more  and  there  would  be  space  be- 
tween the  yawning  gates.  But  that  second  had  not 
yet  passed  when  a  tall  officer  in  scarlet  rushed  shout- 
ing from  the  open  door  of  the  guard-house,  and 
seized  Zeno's  bridle. 

"Stop  himl"  yelled  the  lieutenant.  "Shut  the 
gates  1" 

The  two  soldiers  did  their  best  to  obey  instantly, 
but  the  leaves  of  the  gate  were  of  cypress  wood  four 
inches  thick,  and  covered  with  bronze,  and  were 
swinging  back  faster  now  under  the  impulse  they  had 
received.  It  was  impossible  to  check  them  suddenly, 
and  the  order  was  hardly  spoken  when  Zeno  saw 
that  there  was  room  to  ride  through. 

He  would  have  given  his  fortune  for  a  pair  of 
Arab  spurs  at  that  moment,  but  he  struck  the  corners 
of  his  heels  at  the  horse's  sides  with  all  his  might, 
and  almost  lifted  him  by  the  bridle  at  the  same 
time.  The  big  Tunisian  answered  the  call  upon  his 
strength  better  than  the  rider  had  dared  to  hope;  he 
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gathered  himself  and  lifted  his  forequarters,  shaking 
his  head  savagely  to  get  rid  of  the  hands  that  grasped 
the  off-rein  close  to  the  bit,  and  then  he  dashed  for- 
wards, straight  between  the  doors,  throwing  the  officer 
to  the  ground  and  dragging  him  violently  away  in 
the  powerful  stride  of  his  heavy  gallop. 

Seeing  what  had  happened  the  sentinels  started 
in  pursuit  at  full  speed,  following  the  sound  of  the 
charger's  shoes  on  the  cobble-stones  rather  than  any- 
thing they  could  see,  for  it  was  as  dark  as  pitch 
outside. 

The  officer,  who  was  very  active  and  seemed  in- 
different to  the  frightful  risk  he  ran,  still  clung  to 
the  bridle,  regained  his  feet,  ran  nimbly  by  the  side 
of  the  galloping  horse  and  seemed  about  to  spring 
up  and  close  with  Zeno  to  drag  him  from  the  saddle. 
Zeno  had  no  weapon  within  reach  now,  for  his  knife 
was  in  his  own  belt,  under  the  belted  tunic  he  wore 
over  his  clothes,  and  he  could  not  possibly  get  at  it 
But  the  officer  was  unarmed,  too,  as  he  had  sprung 
from  his  couch,  and  was  at  a  great  disadvantage 
on  foot 
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They  dashed  on  into  the  darkness  of  the  broad 
street  Zeno  bent  down,  and  tried  to  get  at  his  ad- 
versary's collar  with  his  right  hand,  but  the  officer 
dodged  him  and  jerked  the  bridle  with  desperate 
energy,  bringing  the  Tunisian  to  a  stand  after  one 
more  furious  plunge.  At  the  same  instant  Zeno  heard 
the  footsteps  of  the  two  guardsmen  running  up  be- 
hind, and  he  realised  that  the  odds  were  three  to 
one  against  him,  and  that  he  had  no  weapon  in  his 
hand.  The  troopers,  of  course,  had  their  Greek 
sabres.  If  he  could  not  escape,  he  must  either  be 
taken  alive  or  cut  to  pieces  on  the  spot,  with  no 
defence  but  his  bare  hands. 

He  did  not  hesitate.  The  officer,  dragging  down 
the  charger's  head  by  his  weight  to  stop  him,  was 
almost  on  his  knees  for  a  moment,  on  the  off-side, 
of  course,  and  the  soldiers  had  not  yet  come  up. 
Zeno  dropped  the  reins,  sprang  from  the  saddle,  and 
ran  for  his  life. 


CHAPTER  III. 


CHAPTER   in. 

ZoE  sat  in  the  dark  just  within  the  open  door- 
way of  Zeno's  house,  before  the  marble  steps.  She 
was  shivering  with  cold,  now  that  the  danger  to  her- 
self was  over,  and  she  was  bent  with  pain,  though 
she  scarcely  knew  she  was  hurt;  for  she  was  con- 
scious only  of  her  anxiety  for  Zeno.  If  he  got  out 
of  the  tower  and  reached  his  home,  he  would  cer- 
tainly come  in  by  that  door,  since  he  had  left  it  open, 
and  the  one  on  the  land  side  was  barred;  and  there 
was  a  way  of  coming  round  the  house  to  the  water's 
edge  without  entering  the  gate  or  passing  through 
the  fore-court 

Zeno  had  unconsciously  stepped  upon  her  body 
with  his  whole  weight  in  getting  out,  when  she  lay 
hidden  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  but  she  would 
rather  have  died  than  have  made  a  sound  or  winced 
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under  the  pressure.  And  now  her  side  hurt  her, 
and  the  pain  ran  down  to  her  knee  and  her  foot,  so 
that  she  had  hardly  been  able  to  walk  after  Gorlias 
had  helped  her  ashore. 

It  had  been  impossible  to  hinder  her  from  getting 
in,  when  she  had  run  down  to  the  landing  while 
Zeno  was  changing  his  clothes;  there  had  not  been 
time,  and  she  had  not  waited  to  argue  the  question, 
but  had  simply  whispered  to  Gorlias  that  she  was 
going,  and  that  he  must  hide  her  as  well  as  he 
could,  and  say  nothing.  He  was  not  a  man  to  be 
easily  surprised,  and  he  reflected  that  as  she  was  in 
the  secret,  and  as  it  was  her  influence  that  had 
decided  Zeno  to  act  at  last,  she  might  possibly  be 
useful;  as  indeed  she  afterwards  proved  herself  to  be. 
Besides,  Gorlias  thought  it  likely  that  Zeno  had  told 
her  all  his  plans,  although  he  did  not  wish  to  take 
her  with  him;  for  the  astrologer  was  not  at  all  dear 
as  to  the  relations  existing  between  the  master  and 
the  slave. 

She  sat  alone  and  shivering  in  the  dark.  Gorlias 
had  left  her  and  had  hastened  back  to  the  foot  of 
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the  tower  to  remove  all  traces  of  the  unsuccessful  at- 
tempt before  daybreak,  by  throwing  the  dead  body 
into  the  water  with  a  weight,  and  carrying  off  the 
gear  that  had  been  left  lying  on  the  sloping  pier. 
Zo€  thought  he  must  be  of  iron.  He  had  been  some 
time  in  the  water  in  his  clothes,  and  had  probably 
been  more  or  less  bruised  in  the  struggle,  and  in 
rolling  down  the  stones,  if  not  by  the  fall  at  the  end. 
But  he  seemed  as  calm  and  collected  as  ever,  and 
apparently  had  no  idea  of  drying  himself  before 
morning. 

Zo€  thought  of  him  only  very  vaguely  as  of  a 
person  connected  with  Zeno,  round  whom  alone  the 
whole  world  had  moved  since  she  had  known  that 
he  loved  her;  and  in  her  imagination  she  followed 
him  on  after  he  had  reached  the  tower  window  the 
second  time  and  had  whistled  the  call  that  told  her 
he  was  safe  so  far. 

It  was  agonising  to  think  of  his  danger.  She  did 
not  believe  that  he  could  possibly  escape  from  within 
the  prison  through  the  Palace  precincts;  in  some  way 
or  other  he  must  succeed  in  climbing  down  the  wall 
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again,  and  Gorlias  would  find  him  and  bring  him 
home.  But  when  she  had  said  this  to  the  astrologer, 
he  had  shaken  his  head.  There  were  good  reasons 
why  Zeno  should  not  attempt  the  perilous  descent 
that  night,  when  there  had  just  been  an  alarm  from 
below  of  which  it  was  not  possible  to  let  him  know 
the  result.  Moreover,  no  one  knew  whether  the  man 
whom  Zoe  had  struck  had  sunk  and  was  drowned,  or 
had  parried  the  blow  with  his  arm  and  had  succeeded 
in  swimming  ashore.  Neither  Gorlias  nor  Zoe  knew 
that  yet,  and  they  might  never  know  it 

She  waited,  but  not  a  sound  disturbed  the  silence 
of  the  chilly  night  Within  the  house  everyone  was 
sleeping;  the  two  little  slave-girls,  curled  up  on  their 
carpet  in  the  corner,  where  Zoe  had  left  them,  would 
not  wake  till  dawn;  Omobono  slept  the  sleep  of  the 
just  in  his  small  bedroom  behind  the  counting-house, 
dreaming  of  the  mysteries  of  four  toes  and  five  toes, 
and  quenching  his  insatiable  curiosity  at  last  in  the 
overflowing  fountain  of  fancy.  As  for  the  servants 
and  slaves,  all  slumbered  profoundly,  after  the  way 
of  their  kind. 
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But  Zeno  did  not  come.  Zoe  crouched  in  the 
doorway,  and  drew  the  skirts  of  her  long  Greek  coat 
round  her  little  white  feet  more  than  half  instinctively, 
for  she  did  not  care  if  she  died  of  the  cold,  since  he 
did  not  come. 

A  mad  longing  seized  her  to  go  out  into  the  city 
to  look  for  him  in  the  dark  and  silent  streets;  he 
might  be  lying  somewhere,  wounded  and  alone,  perhaps 
left  for  dead;  if  she  did  not  come  upon  him  she 
would  push  on  to  the  great  gate  of  Blachernae;  and 
she  was  sure  that  she  could  find  the  way,  though  it 
was  far.  She  would  slip  in,  unnoticed  by  the 
sentries;  she  would  pass  herself  for  a  woman  of  the 
Palace,  where  she  had  often  been  taken  by  Kyria 
Agatha  in  the  happy  days;  she  remembered  where 
the  great  tower  stood  in  the  comer  of  the  Palace 
yard,  the  farthest  comer  to  the  right,  and  she  could 
almost  see  its  door,  though  indeed  she  had  never 
noticed  one.  He  was  somewhere  behind  it,  some- 
where in  there,  above  or  below  ground,  caught  in  the 
trap,  waiting  for  the  dawn  of  his  dying  day.  For 
Andronicus  would  not  let  him  live.    If  he  was  taken. 
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his  hours  were  numbered.     He  must  die  the  death 
Michael  Rhangabe  had  died;  there  was  none  more  cruel. 

As  she  thought  of  it,  there  alone  in  the  cold,  a 
sharp  pain  bit  at  her  heart,  and  in  the  gloom  she 
could  no  longer  make  out  the  white  marble  steps,  the 
chequered  black-and-white  pavement,  nor  the  last  un- 
extinguished lights  of  Pera  reflected  in  the  water;  she 
saw  nothing,  and  she  sank  back  against  the  step  be- 
hind her,  fainting  and  unconscious. 

She  lay  there  alone,  quite  still;  but  he  did  not 
come.  When  she  opened  her  eyes  again  she  thought 
she  had  fallen  asleep,  and  was  angry  with  herself  at 
the  thought  of  having  rested  while  he  was  in  danger 
of  his  life.  She  would  go  out  to  find  him,  come 
what  might  Then  she  tried  to  get  upon  her  feet, 
and  was  startled  to  find  that  she  could  not  Chilled 
to  the  bone  and  bruised  as  she  was,  she  could  not 
move  her  limbs,  and  she  wondered  in  terror  whether 
she  were  paralysed.  But  she  was  brave  still,  and 
after  a  time  she  managed  to  turn  on  one  side,  and 
with  her  hands  on  the  cold  step  she  laboriously  got 
upon  her  knees.   Sensation  came  back  and  pain  with 
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it,  and  presently  she  was  able  to  raise  herself  by 
holding  the  edge  of  the  door,  first  on  one  knee,  then 
on  her  feet.  But  that  was  all,  and  she  knew  that 
she  could  do  no  more.  Perhaps  she  might  crawl  up- 
stairs by-and-by,  after  resting  a  little. 

She  stood  still  a  long  time,  holding  the  door  and 
hesitating,  for  in  her  intense  anxiety  it  seemed  im- 
possible to  think  of  giving  up  and  going  to  bed.  He 
must  come.  It  would  be  late,  it  might  be  daylight, 
but  he  must  come;  for  if  he  came  not,  that  could 
only  mean  that  he  was  taken,  and  if  he  was  taken 
he  must  die. 

Again  the  pain  bit  savagely  at  her  heart,  but  she 
set  her  lips  and  grasped  the  door  with  both  hands, 
and  refused  to  let  herself  faint. 

She  could  at  least  rouse  Omobono  and  the  house- 
hold to  go  out  and  search  for  the  master.  She  had 
almost  let  go  of  the  door  to  make  the  first  step  for- 
ward, when  the  counter-thought  checked  her.  The 
attempt  to  free  the  Emperor  had  been  made  very 
secretly;  if  she  called  the  secretary,  the  servants,  the 
slaves,  she  would  be  revealing  that  secret,  and  if,  by 
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some  miracle,  Zeno  were  still  free  and  safe,  someone 
might  betray  him.  Someone  must  have  betrayed 
him  already,  else  the  watch  would  not  have  come 
upon  him  exactly  at  the  most  critical  moment  The 
three  men  had  been  lurking  near,  waiting  till  he  was 
on  the  rope  the  second  time,  and  expecting  to  catch 
him  in  the  very  act  of  bringing  out  the  prisoner.  Who 
was  the  traitor?  Most  probably  someone  in  the  house. 
It  would  not  be  wise  to  call  the  servants,  after  all. 

The  hopelessness  of  it  all  came  over  the  lonely 
girl  now,  and  she  almost  let  herself  sink  down  again 
upon  the  steps  to  wait  till  daylight,  if  need  be,  for 
the  awful  news  that  was  sure  to  reach  her  only  too 
soon.     Gorlias  would  bring  it,  and  no  one  else. 

But  she  was  too  proud  to  give  way  altogether, 
unless  she  fainted  outright  It  was  torture,  but  she 
would  bear  it,  as  he  would  if  he  were  taken.  Per- 
haps at  that  very  moment  they  were  questioning  him 
before  Andronicus,  twisting  his  handsome  limbs  till 
the  joints  cracked,  or  holding  red-hot  irons  close  to 
his  blistering  feet  He  would  set  his  teeth  and  turn 
white,  but  he  would  not  speak;  he  would  be  torn 
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piecemeal  and  die,  but  hi^  tormentors  would  not  get 
a  word  from  him,  not  a  syllable.  Again  and  again, 
she  felt  the  pain  in  imagination;  but  she  wished  that 
she  could  indeed  feel  it  for  him,  and  be  in  his  place 
at  that  moment,  if  he  were  suffering.  The  pain 
would  be  less,  even  the  pain  of  the  rack  and  the 
glowing  irons,  than  the  agony  of  being  powerless  to 
help  him. 

Now,  the  time  seemed  endless;  now,  again,  an 
hour  passed  quickly  in  a  waking  dream,  wherein 
Zeno  was  vividly  before  her,  and  she  lived  again  the 
moments  that  had  taught  her  the  truth  in  the  touch 
of  his  lips.  Then,  the  world  was  dark  once  more  and 
she  was  alone  and  shivering,  and  mad  with  anxiety 
for  the  one  living  thing  she  loved. 

He  did  not  come.  The  northern  stars  sank  to 
the  west  and  he  did  not  come;  they  touched  the 
horizon,  yet  he  did  not  come;  an  icy  breath  foreran 
the  coming  dawn,  and  still  he  came  not,  but  still 
2k)e  waited. 

Then  the  stars  faded,  and  the  sky  was  less  black, 

and   she  thought  day  was  coming;  but  it  was  the 

5* 
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faint  light  of  the  waning  moon  rising  above  the  Bos- 
phorus.  It  was  not  Hght,  now,  but  the  thick  dark- 
ness had  become  transparent;  it  was  possible  to  see 
through  it,  and  Zo€  saw  a  skiff  come  silently  along- 
side the  landing.  It  was  Gorlias;  he  moored  the 
craft  quickly  and  came  up  the  steps.  Zoe  had  re- 
cognised his  outline,  because  she  expected  him,  and 
she  made  a  step  to  meet  him,  though  it  hurt  her 
very  much  to  move.  He  came  quickly  and  securely, 
as  men  do  who  can  see  at  night,  like  cats  and  wild 
animals;  when  he  was  near,  Zoe  even  fancied  that 
his  eyes  emitted  a  faint  light  of  their  own  in  the  dark, 
but  her  imagination  was  no  doubt  disturbed  by  her 
bodily  pain  and  terrible  mental  anxiety. 

"Has  he  not  come  yet?"  Gorlias  asked  in  a  low 
tone. 

The  question  could  only  mean  that  Zeno  was 
taken,  and  Zo^  grasped  the  astrologer's  arm  in  sud- 
den fear. 

"He  is  lost!"  she  exclaimed.  "They  will  kill 
him  to-morrow!" 

"It  is  not  easy  to  kill   Carlo  Zeno,"  answered 
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Gorlias,  rubbing  his  stiffened  hands  and  then  slowly 
pulling  each  finger  in  succession  till  the  joints  cracked. 
"He  is  not  dead  yet,"  he  added. 

"Not  yet!"  echoed  Zoe  despairingly. 

"No,"  said  Gorlias,  "for  he  got  out  of  the 
Palace." 

"Gk)t  out?  You  are  sure?"  Zofi  could  have 
screamed  for  joy;  the  revulsion  was  almost  too  sudden. 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  of  that  There  is  a  search  for 
him  in  all  the  quarters  about  the  Palace.  When  I 
had  cleared  everything  away  below  the  tower,  I 
dropped  down  stream  to  a  quiet  place  I  know,  and 
went  ashore  to  learn  what  I  could.  The  great  gate 
of  Blachemae  was  open,  the  court  was  full  of  lights, 
and  the  guards  had  been  called  out  Half  of  them 
were  reeling  about,  still  very  drunk,  but  I  met  many 
that  were  more  sober,  searching  the  streets  and  lanes 
with  lanterns.  I  lingered  till  the  same  party  found 
me  twice  and  looked  at  me  suspiciously,  and  then  i 
slipped  away  again  and  came  here.  I  do  not  believe 
any  of  them  know  whom  they  are  looking  for;  they 
have  only  been  told  that  someone  has  broken  out  of 
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the  Palace,  I  suppose.  That  made  me  think  that 
Zeno  had  come  quietly  home,  quite  sure  that  he  had 
not  been  recognised." 

Gorlias  told  his  story  in  the  low,  monotonous 
tone  peculiar  to  him,  which  seemed  to  express  the 
most  perfect  indifference  to  an)rthing  that  might 
happen.  But  Zo^  cared  nothing  for  his  way  of  tell- 
ing what  was  just  then  the  best  possible  news.  Zeno 
was  not  safe  yet,  but  she  knew  him  well  enough  to 
feel  sure  that  if  he  had  not  been  taken  within  the 
Palace,  he  had  little  to  fear.  Sooner  or  later  he 
would  come  home,  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
Gorlias  understood  her  sigh  of  relief. 

"You  must  go  in  and  rest,  Kok6na,"  he  said,  and 
he  quietly  pushed  her  towards  the  door.  "I  will 
watch  till  daylight  in  the  boat,  in  case  he  should 
come  and  need  anything." 

She  could  hardly  walk,  and  he  now  noticed  her 
lameness  for  the  first  time,  and  asked  the  cause  of  it 

"He  stepped  on  me  when  I  was  lying  under  the 
canvas,"  she  answered.  "But  it  is  nothing,"  she 
added  quietly.     "I  hardly  felt  anything  at  first" 
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"I  will  carry  you,"  said  Gorlias. 

Before  she  could  prevent  him,  he  had  lifted  her 
in  his  arms  and  was  carrying  her  into  the  house. 
He  knew  the  way  up  to  her  apartment,  having  been 
to  see  her  there,  and  he  stepped  easily  and  surely 
with  his  burden,  his  bare  feet  hardly  making  any 
sound  on  the  marble  steps.  She  lay  across  his  arms 
like  a  thing  without  weight,  borne  along  as  a  maid 
carries  a  fresh  gown  that  she  is  afraid  of  ruffling. 
But  the  man's  arms  and  clothes  were  wet  and  cold, 
and  even  his  breath  chilled  her. 

Her  nerves  were  overwrought,  and  she  was  fool- 
ishly frightened  now.  The  stairs  were  very  dark,  and 
the  touch  of  the  man  who  carried  her  was  like  that 
of  a  wet  monster  of  night,  cold  and  horribly  strong, 
holding  her  and  carrying  her  in  his  vast  arms  as  the 
autumn  night  wind  whirls  the  leaves  along.  He  never 
paused  for  breath,  he  never  stopped  to  try  and  see 
the  steps  under  his  feet;  he  only  went  on  and  up, 
up,  up,  till  she  fancied  she  was  not  in  Zeno's  house, 
but  in  some  high  and  mysterious  tower  to  which  she 
had  been  suddenly  transported  by  an  awful  being 
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from  another  world  who  was  taking  her  to  the  top 
and  would  hurl  her  from  the  highest  turret  into 
space. 

But  now  Gorlias  stood  still  and  set  her  on  her  feet 
at  her  own  door,  steadying  her  by  her  shoulders,  and 
guiding  her  in,  for  he  could  see  the  ray  of  light  that 
crept  out  between  the  curtain  and  the  doorpost  of 
the  inner  entrance. 

He  lifted  the  heavy  stuff  and  still  supported  her 
with  his  other  hand.  After  being  so  long  in  the 
dark  the  light  of  the  little  lamps  was  dazzling, 
though  they  were  burning  low.  Three  or  four  of 
them  had  already  gone  out,  and  the  acrid  smell  of 
the  burnt-out  olive-oil  and  the  singed  wicks  hung  in 
the  air. 

Gorlias  watched  Zo€  while  she  limped  over  the 
thick  carpet  to  the  divan,  and  he  saw  her  sink  down 
there  exhausted,  and  draw  a  heavy  silk  shawl  across 
her  body. 

"Thank  you,"  she  sighed,  as  her  weary  head 
pressed  the  pillow  at  last 

But  he  had  already  dropped  the  curtain  again 
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and  was  gone,  and  almost  at  the  same  instant  she 
shut  her  eyes  and  fell  asleep. 

Gorlias  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  without 
waking  anyone,  closed  the  door,  which  he  could  not 
fasten,  and  got  into  his  boat  to  wait  for  Zeno  until 
daybreak,  and  also  to  watch  lest  anyone  should  try 
to  enter  the  house. 

But  no  one  came,  neither  2^no,  nor  any  mes- 
senger from  him,  nor  any  stealthy  thief;  and  at  last 
the  dawn  rose  behind  Constantinople  and  dissolved 
the  night,  and  the  poor  waning  moon  had  not  much 
light  left  and  almost  went  out  altogether  as  the  day 
broke.  Then  Gorlias  drew  his  oars  inboard,  and 
laid  them  across  the  boat  before  him,  leaning  his 
elbows  on  them  and  resting  his  chin  upon  his  folded 
hands,  like  a  man  in  deep  thought;  and  he  let  the 
craft  drift  slowly  away  towards  the  Bosphorus,  into 
the  morning  mist 

Also,  the  dawn  crept  into  the  house  between 
the  half-closed  shutters  of  Zo€'s  room  and  made  the 
lingering  flame  of  the  last  lamp  seem  but  a  smoky 
little  yellow  point  in  the  cold  clearness;  and  the  girPs 
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pale  face,  that  had  taken  a  golden  tinge  fix)m  the 
lamplight,  now  turned  as  white  as  silver. 

Also,  the  coming  sun  waked  Omobono,  and  he 
sat  up  in  bed  and  gravely  rabbed  his  eyes,  quite 
unaware  that  anything  had  happened  during  the 
night;  and  it  roused  the  slaves  and  the  servants,  and 
presently  all  the  house  was  astir;  and  Yulia  and 
Lucilla  got  up  too  and  came  softly  and  stood  beside 
Zo€,  who  did  not  stir,  and  they  wondered  at  her  deep 
sleep  and  at  the  weariness  of  her  face,  and  at  the 
look  of  pain  all  about  her  mouth. 

But  where  Zeno  was  the  light  did  not  enter;  for 
dawn  and  sunset,  and  noon  and  midnight  were  all 
alike  there. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

When  Zeno  slipped  from  his  borrowed  charger 
and  ran  for  his  life  towards  that  part  of  the  square 
that  looked  darkest,  he  had  no  time  to  choose  the 
direction  he  would  afterwards  take,  nor  to  think  of 
anything  but  covering  the  ground  at  the  greatest 
possible  speed  without  stumbling  over  an  unseen  ob- 
stacle. On  those  singular  occasions  when  a  perfectly 
brave  man  has  no  choice  but  to  run,  there  is  not 
much  time  to  spare. 

The  young  Venetian  strained  his  strength  and  his 
wind  to  get  as  far  as  he  could  from  his  pursuers  in 
the  shortest  possible  time,  and  he  was  so  successful 
that  he  was  out  of  their  reach  almost  before  they 
were  aware  that  he  had  fled. 

At  first  he  had  run  straight  across  the  wide  open 
space  before  Blachemae;  he  had  then  found  the  en- 


78  ARETHUSA. 

trance  to  a  street  which  he  had  followed  for  about 
fifty  yards,  and  he  had  turned  a  corner  to  his  left 
without  meeting  anyone;  he  had  rushed  on  without 
pausing  till  he  judged  it  time  to  double  again  and 
had  then  turned  to  the  right  A  few  steps  farther 
on,  he  stopped  short  and  listened,  believing  himself 
alone  and  not  at  all  sure  where  he  was. 

Suddenly  a  light  flashed  in  his  face,  very  near 
him. 

"Is  it  time?"  asked  a  low  voice  in  Greek,  and 
the  lantern  was  closed  again,  leaving  him  dazzled. 

Accident,  or  his  fate,  had  taken  him  into  the 
very  midst  of  the  men  he  had  enlisted  in  the  cause 
of  the  revolution,  to  storm  the  Palace  before  daybreak. 
They  had  waited  two  hours  and  were  impatient,  and 
even  before  Zeno  answered  the  question  they  saw 
that  matters  had  gone  ill  with  him. 

"There  is  an  alarm,"  he  said  hurriedly.  "I 
barely  got  away.  Disperse  quickly,  and  get  to  your 
quarters,  all  of  you!  I  will  let  you  know  when  we 
can  do  it" 

A  murmur  of  discontent  came  from  the  invisible 
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crowd  of  soldiers.  Zeno  knew  them  to  be  a  desperate 
crew,  who  would  hold  him  responsible  for  failure,  and 
would  not  thank  him  for  success. 

"We  must  separate  at  once,"  he  said  calmly.  "I 
thank  you  for  having  been  ready.  If  possible,  we 
will  meet  a  week  from  to-night" 

He  did  not  choose  to  let  them  know  that  Johannes 
himself  had  refused  to  quit  the  tower,  and  he  was 
about  to  leave  them,  meaning  to  find  his  way  home 
alone,  when  the  sound  of  feet  moving  behind  him, 
and  of  men  whispering  together  told  him  that  he  was 
surrounded  on  all  sides  by  the  soldiers.  Then  some- 
one spoke  in  a  tone  of  authority. 

"You  must  stay  with  us,"  the  voice  said.  "You 
have  our  lives  in  your  hand,  and  we  cannot  let  you 
go.  It  might  suit  your  interests  to  give  us  up  to  the 
Emperor  any  day." 

Seeing  his  liberty  threatened,  Zeno  laid  his  hand 
to  the  knife  at  the  back  of  his  belt  and  was  about 
to  try  and  break  his  way  through.  In  the  dark,  a 
man  with  a  drawn  weapon  in  his  hand  easily  in- 
spires terror  in  a  crowd.     But  it  was  clear  that  thq 
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soldiers  had  determined  beforehand  what  to  do,  for 
they  closed  in  upon  him  instantly,  and  his  arm  was 
caught  by  a  dozen  hands  when  he  was  in  the  very 
act  of  drawing  his  knife.  He  was  held  by  twenty 
men,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  who  all  took  hold  of  him 
and  lifted  him  from  the  ground,  not  very  roughly, 
but  irresistibly.  He  had  no  chance  against  so  many; 
Gorlias  Pietrogliant  himself  could  have  done  nothing, 
and  he  was  far  stronger  than  Zeno,  stronger  perhaps 
than  any  man  in  Constantinople. 

Zeno  knew  that  it  would  be  worse  than  useless 
to  shout  for  help;  at  his  first  cry  he  would  most 
likely  be  strangled  by  men  whose  own  lives  were 
more  or  less  at  stake.  They  carried  him  quickly 
along  the  street  and  through  unfamiliar  and  narrow 
ways  which  he  could  hardly  have  recognised  even 
in  broad  daylight,  much  less  at  night  They  turned 
sharp  corners  to  the  right,  to  the  left,  to  the  right 
again,  and  he  thought  he  could  distinguish  the 
broken  outlines  of  a  ruined  wall  against  the  faint 
greyness  of  the  ink-and-water  sky. 

Then  all  was  dark  for  an  instant,   and  he  felt 
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that  his  bearers  were  pausing  at  some  obstacle  or 
difficulty.  The  lantern  flashed  again ,  and  he  saw 
a  rough  vault  above  him;  there  was  a  big  cobweb 
just  above  his  head,  and  a  loathsome  fat  spider 
jumped  out  of  a  crevice  and  ran  along  the  threads 
till  it  disappeared  as  if  by  magic  in  the  very  middle 
of  the  web.  He  saw  it  in  an  instant  in  the  sudden 
light  as  someone  held  up  the  lantern  to  show  the 
way.  Such  things  take  hold  of  the  memory  and 
stick  to  it  afterwards,  as  little  burs  fasten  themselves 
upon  one's  clothes  in  autumn  fields.  Besides,  though 
Zeno  was  one  of  the  bravest  men  of  any  age,  he 
detested  fat  spiders,  and  was  very  nearly  afraid  of 
them. 

He  felt  himself  carried  down  an  inclined  plane 
at  a  swinging  rate;  the  air  smelt  of  dry  earth,  and 
presently  it  grew  much  warmer,  though  it  was  not 
at  all  close.  It  seemed  a  long  time  until  the  men 
stopped,  set  him  on  his  feet,  and  left  their  hold  on 
him.  The  man  who  had  acted  as  the  leader  now 
pushed  the  others  aside,  and  stood  before  him,  a 
broad-shouldered  Tartar  with  a  huge  tawny  beard, 
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dressed  in  leather  and  wearing  a  breastplate  embossed 
with  the  Roman  eagle.  Zeno  knew  him  well;  he  was  a 
Mohanmiedan,  like  many  soldiers  of  fortune  in  the 
Greek  army  at  that  time,  his  name  was  Tocktanush, 
and  he  had  been  with  Zeno  in  Patras.  He  spoke  a 
barbarous  dialect,  compounded  of  Greek  and  Italian. 

"Messer  Zeno,"  he  said,  "we  are  not  going  to 
hurt  you,  but  we  think  it  better  for  your  own  safety 
to  keep  you  here  for  awhile,  till  everything  is  quiet 
again.     Do  you  understand?" 

"Perfectly,"  Zeno  answered,  with  a  laugh.  "No- 
thing could  be  clearer!  You  naturally  suppose  that 
if  I  found  myself  in  danger  I  would  turn  evidoice 
against  you  to  save  myself,  and  you  propose  to  make 
that  impossible." 

Tocktamish  pretended  to  be  hurt 

"How  can  you  think  that  I  could  take  my  old 
leader  for  a  traitor,  sir?"  he  asked. 

"The  idea  would  occur  naturally  to  a  man  of 
your  intelligence,"  Zeno  answered,  laughing  again. 
"Listen  to  me,  man.  I  am  a  soldier,  and  I  do  not 
take  you  for  a  flight  of  angels  or  heavenly  doves 
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settling  round  me  for  my  consolation.  You  are  an 
infernal  deal  more  like  a  pack  of  wolves!  So  let  us 
be  plain,  as  wolves  generally  are  when  they  are 
hungry.  You  joined  me  because  you  hoped  to  be 
plundering  the  Palace  by  this  time.  As  that  has 
failed,  you  want  something  instead.  You  know  very 
well  that  I  am  not  the  man  to  betray  a  comrade, 
and  that  if  I  am  free  I  shall  probably  get  Johannes 
out  of  his  prison  in  the  end.  But  you  expect  some- 
thing now.     How  much  do  you  want?" 

The  Tartar  looked  down  sheepishly  and  passed 
his  thumb  round  the  lower  edge  of  his  corslet,  back- 
wards and  forwards,  as  if  he  were  slowly  polisOiing 
the  steel. 

"Come,"  continued  Zeno,  "what  is  the  use  of 
hanging  back?  As  I  could  not  succeed  in  turning 
you  all  into  patriots  to-night  and  regenerators  of  your 
country,  you  have,  of  course,  turned  yourselves  into 
bandits;  you  have  got  me  a  prisoner,  and  you  want 
a  ransom.     How  much  is  it  to  be?" 

Tocktamish   still    hesitated,    feeling   very   much 

ashamed  of  himself  before  his  old  captain. 

6* 
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"Well,  sir,  you  see — there  are  eight  hundred  of 
us — and  — — " 

"And  if  anyone  gets  less  than  the  rest  he  will 
sell  all  your  skins  to  Andronicus  for  the  balance," 
laughed  Zeno.  "Quite  right,  too!  I  love  justice 
above  all  things." 

"Then  give  us  ten  ducats  each,"  cried  the  dear 
voice  of  a  Greek  from  the  background, 

"Ten  ducats  apiece  will  make  eight  thousand," 
said  Zeno.  "I  am  sorry,  but  I  have  not  so  much 
money  at  my  disposal." 

"You  can  borrow,"  answered  the  Greek. 

"I  am  afraid  not,  my  friend."  He  turned  to 
the  Tartar  leader  again.  "You  are  a  fool,  Tock- 
tamish,"  he  said  calmly.  "As  long  as  you  keep  me 
here  I  cannot  get  money  at  all.  Do  you  suppose 
that  we  merchants  put  away  thousands  of  ducats  in 
strong-boxes  under  our  beds?  If  we  did  that,  you 
would  have  broken  into  our  houses  long  ago,  to  help 
yourselves!" 

"What  promise  will  you  make,  sir?"  inquired  the 
Tartar,  beginning  to  waver. 
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But  half-a-dozen  voices  protested. 

"No  promises!"  they  cried.  "Let  him  send  you 
for  the  money  1" 

"You  hear  them?"  said  Tocktamish. 

"Yes,"  answered  Zeno,  "I  hear  them.  Their 
nonsense  will  not  change  facts.  If  you  had  the  souls 
of  mice  in  your  miserable  bodies,"  he  continued, 
turning  to  the  men  with  a  contemptuous  little  laugh, 
"you  would  come  with  me  now  and  seize  the  Palace. 
The  gates  are  open,  and  the  guards  are  all  beastly 
drunk.  There  will  be  more  than  eight  thousand 
ducats  to  divide  there!" 

The  men  were  silent;  many  shook  their  heads. 

"The  moment  is  passed,"  answered  the  Tartar, 
speaking  for  them.  "The  whole  city  is  roused  by 
this  time." 

"We  shall  have  so  many  more  good  men  to  help 
us,  then,"  Zeno  said.  "Not  that  we  need  anyone. 
A  handful  could  do  the  work." 

"Send  for  the  money!"  cried  the  voice  of  the 
Greek  again. 

"I  have  told  y#u  that  I  have  not  got  it,"  Zen.Q 
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answered.     "If  you  have  nothing  more  sensible  to 
say,  go  to  your  quarters  and  let  me  sleep." 

"Pleasant  dreams!"  jeered  the  Greek;  and  several 
men  laughed. 

"I  hope  my  dreams  will  be  pleasant,  for  I  am 
extremely  sleepy,"  Zeno  answered  carelessly.  "If  you 
cut  my  throat  before  I  wake  you  will  get  nothing  at 
all,  not  even  my  funeral  expenses!  Now  good  night, 
and  be  off!" 

"We  had  better  leave  him,"  Tocktamish  said, 
pushing  the  nearest  men  away.  "You  will  get  no- 
thing at  present,  and  it  is  impossible  to  frighten 
him.  But  he  cannot  get  out,  as  you  know.  It  is 
for  our  own  safety,  sir,"  he  added,  changing  his 
tone  as  he  addressed  Zeno.  "We  cannot  let  you 
out  till  the  city  is  quiet  again,  but  you  shall  lack 
nothing.  There  are  two  cloaks  for  you  to  sleep  on 
and  for  covering  yourself,  and  I  will  bring  you 
food  and  drink,  and  anything  you  want,  in  the 
morning." 

Zeno  had  found  time  to  look  about  him  during 
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Ac  conversation.,  as  far  as  the  light  of  the  lanterns 
and  the  men  who  crowded  upon  him  allowed  hiin 
to  see.  He  had  understood  very  soon  that  he  was 
not  in  the  cellar  of  a  ruined  house,  as  he  had  at 
first  supposed,  but  in  one  of  those  great  disused 
cisterns,  of  which  there  are  several  in  Constantinople, 
and  of  which  two  may  still  be  seen.  Centuries  had 
passed  since  there  had  been  water  in  this  one,  and 
the  dust  lay  thick  on  the  paved  floor.  Two  or  three 
score  columns  of  grey  marble  supported  the  high 
vaulted  roof,  in  which  Zeno  guessed  that  there  was 
no  longer  any  visible  opening  to  the  outer  air.  Yet 
air  there  was,  in  abundance,  for  it  entered  by  the 
narrow  entrance  through  which  Zeno  had  been  car- 
ried in,  and  probably  found  its  way  out  through  the 
disused  aqueduct  which  had  once  supplied  the  water, 
and  which  still  communicated  with  some  distant  exit 
Zeno  could  only  guess  at  this  from  his  experience 
of  fortresses,  which  always  contained  some  similar 
cistern;  everyone  he  had  seen  was  provided  with 
openings,  almost  always  both  at  the  top;  a  few 
had  staircases  in  order  that  men  might  more  con- 
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veniently  go  down  to  clean  them  when  they  were 
empty. 

His  captors  left  him  reluctantly  at  the  bidding 
of  their  chief.  They  set  one  lantern  against  a  pillar 
and  filed  out,  carrying  away  the  other.  Zeno  listened 
to  their  departing  footsteps  for  a  moment,  when  the 
last  man  had  gone  out,  and  then  he  went  quickly  to 
the  entrance  and  listened  again.  In  two  or  three 
minutes  he  heard  what  he  expected;  a  heavy  door 
creaked  and  was  shut  with  a  loud  noise  that  boomed 
down  the  inclined  passage.  Then  came  another 
sound,  which  was  not  that  of  bolt  or  bar,  and  was 
worse  to  hear.  The  men  were  rolling  big  loose  stones 
against  the  door  to  keep  it  shut — two,  three,  more, 
a  dozen  at  least,  a  weight  no  one  man  could  push 
outward.  Then  there  was  no  more  noise,  and  Zeno 
was  alone. 

His  situation  was  serious,  and  his  face  was  very 
thoughtful  as  he  went  back  to  the  lantern  and  picked 
up  one  of  the  two  cloaks  Tocktamish  had  left  him. 
He  put  it  on  and  drew  it  closely  round  him,  for 
be  was    beginning    to    feel    cold    in   spite  of  the 
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heavy    guardsman's    tunic   he    wore   over   his   own 
clothes. 

He  thought  of  Arethusa,  as  he  called  ZoS;  she 
had  been  in  his  mind  constantly,  and  most  of  all  in 
each  of  the  moments  of  danger  through  which  he 
had  passed  since  he  had  left  her.  He  thought  of 
her  lying  awake  on  her  divan  in  the  soft  light  of  the 
small  lamps,  waiting  to  hear  his  footsteps  on  the 
landing  below  her  window,  then  falling  gently  asleep 
out  of  sheer  weariness,  to  dream  of  him;  starting  in 
her  rest,  perhaps,  as  she  dreamt  that  he  was  in  peril, 
but  smiling  again,  without  opening  her  eyes,  when 
the  vision  changed,  and  he  held  her  in  his  arms  once 
more.  He  little  guessed  what  that  yielding  something 
beneath  the  canvas  had  been,  on  which  he  had 
pressed  his  foot  so  heavily  when  he  had  stepped 
ashore.  She  was  happily  ignorant,  he  fancied,  of  the 
succession  of  hairbreadth  escapes  through  which  he 
had  passed  unhurt  so  far.  What  weighed  most  on 
his  mind,  after  all,  was  the  thought  that  when 
he  met  her  he  should  have  to  tell  her  that  he  had 
failed. 
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But  he  was  not  thinking  of  her  only  as  he  sat 
there,  for  his  own  situation  stared  him  in  the  face, 
and  he  could  not  think  of  Arethusa  without  wonder- 
ing whether  he  was  ever  to  see  her  again.  He  had 
heard  those  big  stones  rolled  to  the  door,  and  some- 
thing told  him  that  neither  Tocktamish  nor  his  mea 
would  bring  the  promised  bread  and  water  in  the 
morning.  They  did  not  believe  that  he  was  imable 
to  pay  the  ransom  they  demanded,  and  they  meant 
to  starve  him  into  yielding.  But  he  had  spoken  the 
truth;  he  had  not  such  a  sum  of  money  at  his  com- 
mand. The  question  was,  what  the  end  would  be. 
For  the  present  they  had  not  left  him  so  much  as  a 
jug  of  water,  and  he  suddenly  realised  that  he  was 
thirsty  after  his  many  exertions.  He  could  not  help 
laughing  to  himself  at  the  idea  that  he  might  die  of 
thirst  in  a  cistern. 

But  it  was  not  in  him  to  waste  time  in  idly 
reflecting  on  the  detestable  irony  of  his  fate,  when 
there  was  any  possibility  that  his  own  action  might 
help  him.  He  rose  again  and  took  up  the  lantern 
to  make  a    systematic   examination   of  his   prison. 


ARETHUSA.  9 1 

After  all,  Tocktamish  and  his  soldiers  must  have 
acted  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  though  they 
evidently  knew  the  entrance  to  the  cistern,  and  had 
probably  been  aware  that  it  had  a  door  which  could 
be  shut,  it  was  not  impossible  that  there  might  be 
another  way  out  which  they  had  overlooked  in  their 
haste. 

But  Zeno  could  find  none,  and  the  place  was 
not  so  large  as  he  had  at  first  supposed.  He  counted 
eight  colunms  in  each  direction,  which  gave  sixty- 
four  for  the  whole  number,  and  he  guessed  the 
cistern  to  be  about  one  hundred  feet  square.  The 
walls  were  covered  with  smooth  cement,  to  which 
the  dust  hardly  adhered,  and  which  extended  up- 
wards to  the  spring  of  the  vault,  at  the  same  level 
as  the  capitals  of  the  columns.  There  was  no  open- 
ing to  be  found  except  the  one  entrance.  Zeno 
followed  the  steep  inclined  passage  upwards  till  he 
reached  the  closed  door  which,  as  he  well  under- 
stood, must  be  at  a  considerable  distance  from 
the  cistern.  It  was  made  of  oak,  and  though  it 
might  have  been  in  its  place  a  couple  of  hundred 
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years  it  was  still  perfectly  sound.  The  lock  had 
been  wrenched  off  long  ago,  probably  to  be  used 
for  some  neighbouring  house,  but  Zeno  had  heard 
the  stones  rolled  up  outside  the  door,  and  even  be- 
fore he  tried  it,  he  knew  that  he  could  not  make  it 
move. 

He  wondered  whether  Tocktamish  had  set  a  watch, 
and  he  called  out  and  listened  for  an  answer,  but 
none  came;  he  shouted,  with  the  same  result  Then 
he  took  up  his  lantern  and  went  down  again,  for  it 
was  clear  that  the  soldiers  thought  him  so  safely  con- 
fined that  it  would  not  be  necessary  to  guard  the 
entrance.  Since  that  was  their  opinion,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  agree  with  them.  Zeno 
lay  down  in  the  dust,  rolled  himself  in  the  spare 
cloak,  placing  a  doubled  fold  of  it  between  his  head 
and  the  base  of  a  column,  and  he  was  soon  fast 
asleep. 
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There  was  consternation  in  little  Omobono's  face 
the  next  morning  when  he  learnt  that  his  master  had 
gone  out  during  the  night,  and  had  not  come  home. 
The  secretary  would  not  believe  it  at  first,  and  he 
went  himself  to  Zeno's  bedroom  and  saw  that  the 
couch  had  not  been  slept  on;  he  could  tell  that  easily, 
though  it  was  not  a  bed  but  a  narrow  divan  covered 
with  a  carpet;  for  the  two  leathern  pillows  were  not 
disturbed,  and  the  old  dark  red  cloak  which  Zeno 
always  used  as  a  covering  was  neatly  folded  in  its 
place.  It  had  been  with  him  through  the  long  cam- 
paign in  Greece,  and  he  had  the  almost  affectionate 
associations  with  it  which  men  of  action  often  connect 
with  objects  that  have  served  them  well  in  dangerous 
times. 

Zeno  had  not  slept  at  home,  and  he  had  changed 
his  clothes  before  going  out     Questioned  by  Omo- 
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bono,  Vito  could  not  say  with  any  certainty  what  the 
master  had  put  on;  in  fact,  he  could  not  tell  at  alL 
All  the  cloth  hose  and  doublets  and  tunics  were  in 
their  places  in  the  cedar  wardrobes  and  chests  of 
drawers,  except  those  he  had  taken  off,  which  lay  on 
a  chair.  It  looked,  said  the  servant,  as  if  the  master 
had  gone  out  without  any  clothes  at  all! 

Omobono  felt  that  if  he  had  been  a  bigger  man 
he  would  have  boxed  the  fellow's  ears  for  the  im- 
pertinent suggestion.  But  it  was  not  quite  safe,  for 
the  man  was  a  big  Venetian  gondolier  and  sailor. 
Besides,  as  he  went  on  to  explain,  the  master  had 
often  gone  down  to  the  marble  steps  at  dawn  for  a 
plunge  and  a  swim,  with  nothing  but  a  she^t  round 
him,  coming  back  to  dress  in  his  room.  Perhaps  he 
had  done  so  now,  and  perhaps 

The  man  stopped  short  Perhaps  Zeno  was 
drowned.  He  looked  at  Omobono,  but  the  secretary 
shook  his  head,  and  pointed  to  the  undisturbed 
couch.  Zeno  would  certainly  not  have  gone  out  bath- 
ing before  going  to  bed.  Neither  of  them  thought 
of  looking  into  the  small  military  trunk  which  stood 
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in  a  dark  comer,  and  from  which  Zeno  had  taken 
the  leathern  jerkin  and  stout  hose  which  he  had  put 
on  for  the  expedition. 

Omobono  had,  of  course,  already  questioned  the 
slave-girls.  They  told  what  they  knew,  that  the  master 
had  supped  upstairs,  and  had  dismissed  them.  When 
they  came  back  to  the  room  he  was  gone,  they  said; 
and  this  was  true,  since  they  had  slept  all  night 
The  Kokona  was  now  asleep,  they  added;  but  they 
did  not  say  that  she  was  sleeping  dressed  as  she 
had  been  on  the  previous  evening,  and  looked  very 
tired,  for  that  was  none  of  the  secretary's  business. 

Omobono  went  up  and  down  the  stairs  almost 
as  often  that  morning  as  on  the  day  of  Zo^'s  first 
coming,  and  again  and  again  he  instructed  Yulia 
to  call  him  when  her  mistress  awoke.  The  answer 
was  always  the  same:  the  Kokona  was  still  asleep, 
and  the  secretary  should  be  called  as  soon  as  she 
rose.  At  last  he  began  to  think  that  she,  too,  had 
left  the  house,  and  that  the  girls  were  in  the  secret, 
and  he  threatened  to  go  in  and  see  for  himself.  To 
his  surprise  Yulia  stood  aside  to  let  him  pass,  laying 

Areihusa.   II.  -  7 
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one  finger  on  her  lips  as  a  warning  to  make  no 
noise;  for  the  little  slave  saw  well  enough  that  he 
suspected  her  of  lying,  and  she  was  afraid  of  him  in 
Zeno's  absence.  Seeing  that  she  did  not  oppose 
him,  he  was  convinced,  and  did  not  go  in. 

He  would  not  send  out  messengers  to  ask  for  his 
master  at  the  houses  of  the  Venetian  merchants,  or 
at  their  places  of  business,  for  he  had  a  true  Italian's 
instinct  to  conceal  from  the  outer  world  everything 
that  happens  in  the  house.  Yet  he  found  himself  in 
a  dilemma;  for  Zeno  had  invited  Sebastian  Polo,  his 
wife,  and  his  daughter,  and  other  friends  to  dinner, 
and  they  would  come,  and  be  amazed  to  find  that 
he  was  not  there  to  receive  them.  Yet  if  word  were 
sent  to  them  not  to  come,  Zeno  might  return  in  time 
and  be  justly  angry;  and  then  he  would  call  the  poor 
secretary  something  worse  than  a  cackling  hen.  It 
was  a  terrible  difficulty,  and  all  the  servants  and 
slaves  downstairs  were  chattering  about  it  like  mag- 
pies, except  when  the  secretary  was  just  passing.  The 
cook  sent  to  ask  whether  he  was  to  prepare  the  dinner. 

"Certainly,"  answered  Omobono.     "The  master 
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is  no  doubt  gone  out  on  pressing  business,  and  will 
be  back  in  plenty  of  time  to  receive  his  friends." 

He  tried  to  speak  calmly,  poor  man,  but  he  was 
in  a  terrible  stew.  Anxiety  had  brought  out  two 
round  red  spots  on  his  grey  cheeks;  for  once  his 
trim  beard  was  almost  ruffled,  and  his  small  round 
eyes  were  haggard  and  bloodshot 

As  the  time  for  the  arrival  of  the  guests  drew 
near,  he  felt  his  brain  reeling,  and  the  rooms  whirled 
round  him,  till  he  felt  that  the  universe  was  going 
raving  mad,  and  that  he  was  in  the  very  centre  of  it 
Still  Zo€  slept,  and  still  the  master  did  not  come. 

At  last  there  was  but  half  an  hour  left     Omo- 

bono     strained     every    nerve    he    possessed,     and 

determined  to  meet  the  tremendous  difficulty  in  a 

way  that  should  elicit  Zeno's  admiration.     He  would 

receive  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  as  major-duomo,  he 

would  make  an  excuse  for  his  master,  he  would  instal 

them    in   th^ir   places    at  table,    and  would  direct 

the  service.     Of  the  cook  and  the  cellar  the  little 

man  felt  quite  sure,  and  that  was  a  great  consolation 

in  his  extremity.     If  he  gave  2^no's  friends  of  the 

7* 
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best,  and  made  a  polite  apology,  and  saw  that  no- 
thing went  wrong,  it  would  be  impossible  to  ask  more 
of  him  or  to  suggest  that  he  had  failed  in  his  duty. 
When  the  guests  were  gone  he  would  go  to  bed  and 
have  an  attack  of  fever;  of  that  he  felt  quite  sure, 
but  then  the  terrible  ordeal  would  be  over,  and 
it  would  be  a  relief  to  lie  on  his  back  and  feel 
very  ill. 

He  retired  and  dressed  himself  in  his  best  dothes. 
His  cloth  hose  were  of  a  dark  wine-colour,  but  were 
now  a  little  loose  for  his  legs.  He  looked  at  them 
affectionately  as  he  examined  them  in  the  light 
They  recalled  many  cheerful  hours  and  some  proud 
moments;  they  remembered  also  the  days  when  his 
little  legs  had  not  been  so  thin.  Yet  by  pulling 
them  up  almost  to  the  tearing  point  they  lost  in 
width  what  they  gained  in  length,  and  made  a  very 
good  appearance  after  all,  for  he  secured  them  by  an 
ingenious  contrivance  of  belt  and  string.  It  was  true 
that  when  he  walked  he  felt  as  if  he  were  being 
lifted  from  the  floor  by  the  back  of  his  waistband, 
but  that  only  made  him  feel  a  little  taller  than  he 
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was,  and  forced  him  to  hold  himself  very  straight, 
which  was  a  distinct  advantage. 

Now  in  all  this  trouble  it  never  occurred  to  hi'rn 
that  his  master  was  in  any  great  danger  or  trouble, 
much  less  that  he  might  have  been  killed  in  some 
mad  adventure.  Carlo  Zeno  had  lived  through  such 
desperate  perils  again  and  again,  that  Omobono  had 
formed  the  habit  of  believing  him  to  be  indestructible, 
if  not  invulnerable,  and  sure  to  fall  on  his  feet  what- 
ever happened.  The  secretary  only  wished  he  would 
not  choose  to  disappear  on  the  very  day  when  he  had 
asked  five  fiiends  to  dine  with  him. 

Omobono  stood  in  his  fine  clean  shirt  and  his 
wine-coloured  hose,  combing  and  smoothing  his  beard 
carefully  with  the  help  of  a  little  mirror  no  bigger 
than  the  bottom  of  a  tumbler.  The  glass  was  indeed 
so  small  that  he  could  only  get  an  impression  of  his 
whole  face  by  moving  the  thing  about,  from  his  chin 
to  his  nose,  from  one  cheek  to  the  other,  and  from 
his  forehead  to  his  thin  throat,  round  which  he 
admired  the  neatly  fitting  line  of  the  narrow  linen 
collar.     But   this   last    effort  required  a  good  deal 


102  ARETHUSA. 

of  squinting,  for  the  point  of  his  beard  was  in  the 
way. 

While  he  was  thus  engaged  someone  tapped  at 
his  door,  and  a  small  voice  informed  him  that 
Kokona  Arethusa  was  now  awake,  and  wished  to  see 
him  instantly.  Though  the  door  was  not  opened  by 
the  speaker,  Omobono  hastily  laid  down  his  glass  and 
his  comb,  and  struggled  into  his  tunic  as  if  his  life 
depended  on  his  getting  it  on  before  he  answered; 
for  he  was  a  very  modest  man,  and  the  voice  was  a 
girl's;  moreover,  he  was  aware  that  the  device  of  belt 
and  strings  by  which  his  hose  were  drawn  up  so  very 
tightly  must  present  a  ridiculous  appearance  until 
covered  by  his  over-garment;  then,  however,  the  effect 
would  be  excellent  So  he  got  on  his  tunic  as  fast 
as  he  could,  and  then  answered  with  the  calnmess 
of  perfectly  restored  dignity  through  the  closed 
door. 

"Tell  the  Kok6na  that  I  am  at  her  service,"  he 
said;  "and  that  I  shall  be  with  her  immediately." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  small  voice,  and  he  heard 
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the  girl's  retreating  footsteps  immediately  after  she 
had  spoken. 

A  few  moments  later  he  was  going  up  the  stairs 
as  fast  as  the  tremendous  tension  of  his  hose  would 
allow,  and  as  he  went  he  reflected  with  satisfaction 
that  as  major-duomo  he  could  not  by  any  possibility 
be  called  upon  to  sit  down  in  the  presence  of  his 
master's  guests. 

One  of  the  slave-girls  ushered  him  into  Zoe's 
presence.  The  latter  was  seated  on  the  edge  of  the 
divan,  looking  anxiously  towards  the  door  when  he 
entered,  and  for  the  first  time  since  she  had  been  in 
the  house  he  saw  her  face  uncovered.  It  was  very 
pale,  and  there  were  deep  shadows  under  her  eyes. 
Her  beautiful  brown  hair  was  in  wild  disorder,  too, 
and  fell  in  a  loosened  tress  upon  one  shoulder.  The 
hand  that  rested  on  the  edge  of  the  divan  strained 
upon  a  fold  of  the  deUcate  silk  carpet  that  covered 
the  couch.  She  spoke  as  soon  as  Omobono  ap- 
peared. 

"Have  you  heard  from  him?"  she  asked  anxiously. 
"Is  he  coming?" 
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It  did  not  seem  strange  to  the  secretary  that  she 
should  already  know  of  Zeno's  absence,  since  no  one 
in  the  house  could  think  or  talk  of  anything  else. 
On  his  part  he  was  resolved  to  maintain  the  cahn 
dignity  becoming  to  the  major-duomo  of  a  noble 
house. 

"The  master  will  doubtless  come  home  when  he 
has  finished  the  urgent  business  that  called  him 
away,"  he  answered.  "In  his  absence,  it  will  be  my 
duty  to  make  excuses  to  his  guests " 

"Are  they  coming?  Have  you  not  sent  them 
word  to  stay  away?" 

Omobono  smiled  in  a  sort  of  superiorly  humble 
way. 

"And  what  if  the  master  should  return  just  at  the 
hour  of  dinner?"  he  asked.  "What  would  he  say  if 
I  had  ventured  to  take  upon  myself  such  a  re- 
sponsibility? The  Kok6na  does  not  know  the  master! 
Happily  I  have  been  in  his  service  too  long  not  to 
understand  my  duty.  If  it  pleases  him  to  come 
home,  he  will  find  that  his  friends  have  been  enter- 
tained as  he  desired.     If  he  does  not  come,  he  will 
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be  glad  to  learn  afterwards  that  the  proper  excuses 
were  offered  to  them  for  his  unavoidable  absence, 
and  that  they  were  treated  with  the  honour  due  to 
their  station." 

Zo€  stared  at  the  secretary,  really  amazed  by  his 
calmness,  and  almost  reassured  by  his  evident  belief 
in  Zeno's  safety.  It  was  true  that  he  knew  nothing 
of  the  facts,  and  had  not  seen  his  master  hanging  by 
the  end  of  a  rope,  fifty  feet  above  the  ground,  within 
twelve  hours.  It  would  have  been  hard  to  imagine 
Omobono's  state  of  mind  if  he  had  spent  the  night 
as  Zo€  had.  But  nevertheless  his  assurance  rested 
her,  and  restored  a  little  of  her  confidence  in  Zeno's 
good  fortune.  Of  his  courage  and  his  strength  she 
needed  not  to  be  reminded;  but  she  knew  well  enough 
that  unless  chance  were  in  his  favour,  he  could  never 
leave  Blachemae  except  to  die. 

"Do  you  really  think  he  is  safe?"  ZoS  asked, 
glad  to  hear  the  reassuring  words,  even  in  her  own 
voice. 

"Of  course,  Kok6na " 

But  at  this  moment  the  sound  of  oars  in  the 
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water,  and  of  several  voices  talking  together,  came 
up  through  the  open  window  from  the  landing 
below. 

All  Omobono's  excitement  returned  at  the  thought 
that  he  might  not  get  down  the  stairs  in  time  to 
receive  the  guests  at  the  marble  steps  just  as  the 
boats  came  alongside.  Without  another  word  he 
turned  and  fled  precipitately. 

2^e  had  heard  the  voices  too,  and  had  imder- 
stood;  and,  in  spite  of  her  anxiety,  a  gentle  smile  at 
the  secretary's  nervousness  flitted  across  her  tired 
face.  The  two  slave-girls  had  run  to  the  window  to 
see  who  was  coming,  and  as  they  had  always  been 
told  not  to  show  themselves  at  windows,  they  crouched 
down  in  the  balcony  and  looked  through  the  open- 
work of  marble  which  formed  the  parapet 

Zo6  rose  to  cross  the  room.  In  the  first  rush  of 
memory  that  came  with  waking,  she  had  almost  for- 
gotten that  she  had  been  hurt,  and  now  she  bit  her 
lip  as  the  pain  shot  down  her  right  side.  But  she 
smiled  almost  instantly.  She  would  rather  have  been 
hurt  unawares  by  the  man  she  loved,  than  that  he 
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should  not  have  touched  her  at  the  very  moment  of 
going  into  danger.  The  memory  of  his  crushing 
weight  upon  her  for  that  instant  was  something  she 
would  not  part  with.  Women  know  what  that  is. 
She  thought  how  tenderly  he  would  have  stooped  to 
kiss  her,  if  he  had  known  that  she  was  lying  there 
under  the  canvas.  Instead,  he  had  stepped  upon 
her  body;  and  it  was  almost  better  than  a  kiss,  for 
that  would  have  left  nothing  of  itself;  but  now  each 
movement  that  hurt  her  brought  him  close  to  her 
again. 

She  had  received  no  real  injury,  but  she  limped 
as  she  walked  to  the  window.  Then  she  stood  still 
just  within  it,  where  she  could  not  see  down  to  the 
steps  below,  but  could  talk  with  the  slave-girls  in  a 
whisper.  Doubtless,  since  Zeno  had  not  wished  her 
to  be  seen,  she  would  not  have  shown  herself;  but 
she  was  quite  conscious  that  she  looked  ill  and 
tired,  and  by  no  means  fit  to  face  a  rival  who  had 
been  described  to  her  as  fresher  than  spring  roses; 
so  that  the  sacrifice  was,  after  all,  not  so  great  as  it 
might  have  been. 
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"Tell  me  what  you  see,"  she  said  to  the 
maids. 

Ludlla  turned  up  her  sallow  little  face. 

"There  are  three,"  she  answered.  "There  is 
a  Venetian  lord,  and  his  lady,  and  a  young  lady. 
At  least,  I  suppose  she  is  young." 

"I  should  think  you  could  see  that,"  Zofi  said. 

"Her  face  is  veiled,"  Ludlla  replied,  after  peer- 
ing down;  "but  I  can  see  her  hair.  It  is  red,  and 
she  has  a  great  deal  of  it" 

"Red  like  Rustan's  wife's  hair?"  asked  Zo€. 

"Oh  no!  It  is  red  like  a  lady's;  for  it  is  well 
dyed  with  the  good  khenna  that  comes  from 
Alexandria.  Now  they  are  getting  out — the  old 
lady  first — she  is  fat — the  secretary  and  her  hus- 
band help  her  on  each  side.  She  is  all  wrapped  in 
a  long  green  silk  mantle  embroidered  with  red  roses. 
She  is  like  a  dish  of  spinach  in  flames.  How  fat 
she  isl" 

Lucilla  shook  a  little,  as  if  she  were  laughing 
internally. 

"What  does  her  daughter  wear?"  asked  Zo^. 
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"A  dark  purple  cloak,  with  a  broad  silver 
trimming." 

"How  hideous!"  exclaimed  ZoC,  for  no  particular 
reason. 

"The  secretary  bows  to  the  ground,"  Lucilla 
said.     "He  is  saying  something." 

She  stopped  speaking,  and  all  three  Hstened. 
7/^  could  hear  Omobono's  voice  quite  distinctly. 

"By  a  most  unfortunate  circumstance,"  he  was 
saying,  "Messer  Carlo  Zeno  was  obliged  to  go  out 
on  very  urgent  business,  and  has  not  yet  returned. 
I  am  his  secretary  and  major-duomo,  as  your  lord- 
ship may  deign  to  remember.  In  my  master's  ab- 
sence I  have  the  honour  to  welcome  his  guests,  and 
to  wait  upon  them." 

Sebastian  Polo  said  something  in  answer  to  this 
fine  speech;  but  in  a  low  tone,  and  Zofi  could  not 
hear  the  words.  Then  a  peculiarly  disagreeable 
woman's  voice  asked  a  question.  Zo€  thought  it 
sounded  like  something  between  the  croaking  of 
many  frogs  and  the  clucking  of  an  old  hen. 

"We  hope  you  will  give  us  our  dinner,  whatever 
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happens,"  said  the  lady,  who  seemed  to  be  of  a 
practical  turn  of  mind. 

"Is  that  the  girl's  voice?"  asked  Zofi  of  Lucilla, 
in  a  whisper. 

The  maid  shook  her  head. 

"The  mother,"  she  answered.  "Now  they  are 
going  in.  I  cannot  hear  what  Omobono  says,  for 
he  is  leading  the  way.     They  are  all  gone." 

Zo€  did  not  care  who  else  came,  and  now  that 
the  moment  was  over  she  was  much  less  disturbed 
by  the  fact  that  Giustina  was  under  the  same  roof 
with  her  than  she  had  expected  to  be.  She  did  not 
believe  that  Zeno  had  ever  kissed  Giustina,  and  he 
had  certainly  never  stepped  on  her. 

She  let  her  maids  do  what  they  would  with  her 
now,  hardly  noticing  the  skill  they  showed  in  help- 
ing her  to  move,  and  in  smoothing  away  the  pain 
she  felt,  as  only  the  people  of  the  East  know  how 
to  do  it.  As  she  did  not  speak  to  them  they  dared 
not  ask  her  questions  about  the  master's  absence. 
They  had  left  him  with  her  when  they  had  been 
sent  away;  they  had  slept  till  morning;  when  they 
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awoke  they  had  found  Zoe  lying  on  the  divan  asleep 
in  her  clothes ,  and  the  master  had  gone  out  of  the 
house  unseen  and  had  not  returned.  That  was  as 
far  as  their  knowledge  went;  but  they  were  sure  that 
she  knew  everything,  and  they  hoped  that  if  they 
pleased  her  even  more  than  usual  she  would  let  fall 
some  words  of  explanation,  as  mistresses  sometimes 
do  when  their  servants  are  particularly  satisfactory. 
Most  young  women,  when  they  are  in  a  good  humour, 
let  their  maids  know  what  they  have  been  dcnng; 
and  as  soon  as  they  are  cross  the  maids  revenge 
themselves  by  telling  the  other  servants  everything. 
In  this  way  the  balance  of  power  is  maintained  be- 
tween the  employer  and  the  employed,  like  the 
hydrostatic  equilibrium  in  the  human  body,  which 
cannot  be  destroyed  without  bringing  on  a  syncope. 
But  though  Zo€  felt  very  much  less  pain  after 
Yulia  and  Lucilla  had  bathed  her  and  rubbed  her, 
and  had  gently  pulled  at  all  her  joints  till  she  felt 
supple  and  light  again,  she  said  nothing  about  Zeno; 
and  though  they  dressed  her  so  skilfully  that  she 
could    not   help    smiling   with   pleasure   when   they 
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showed  her  to-  herself  in  the  large  mirror  they  held 
up  between  them,  yet  she  only  thanked  them  kindly, 
and  gave  them  each  two  spoonfuls  of  rose-leaf  pre- 
serve, which  represented  to  them  an  almost  heavenly 
delight,  as  she  well  knew,  and  which  she  herself  did 
not  at  all  despise.  That  was  all,  however;  and  they 
were  a  little  disappointed,  because  she  did  not  con- 
jdescend  to  talk  to  them  about  the  master's  dis- 
appearance, which  was  the  greatest  event  that  had 
happened  since  they  had  all  three  lived  imder 
Zeno's  roof. 

Meanwhile  Omobono  was  pla)dng  his  part  of 
major-duomo  downstairs,  and  had  installed  the  guests 
at  the  table  set  for  them  in  the  large  hall  looking 
over  the  Golden  Horn.  After  Polo  and  his  wife, 
another  Venetian  merchant  had  arrived,  the  rich  old 
banker  Marin  Corner,  long  established  in  Con- 
stantinople, and  a  friend  of  Sebastian  Polo.  The 
fifth  person  invited  did  not  appear,  so  that  two  seats 
were  vacant,  the  sixth  being  Zeno's  own;  and  behind 
his  high  carved  chair  Omobono  installed  himself,  to 
direct  the  servants,  quite  an  imposing  figure  in  his 
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dark  purple  tunic  and  the  handsome  silver  chain, 
which  he  had  put  on  to-day  to  indicate  his  high 
office  in  the  establishment  Poor  Omobono!  He 
little  dreamt  of  what  was  in  store  for  him  that  day. 
The  three  older  guests  were  moderately  sorry 
that  Zeno  was  not  present.  In  their  several  ways 
they  were  all  a  little  afraid  of  their  eccentric  country- 
man, about  whom  the  most  wild  tales  were  told. 
Though  in  truth  he  was  extremely  punctual  in  meet- 
ing his  fmancial  engagements,  both  Sebastian  Polo 
and  Marin  Corner  had  always  felt  a  little  nervous 
about  doing  business  with  a  young  man  who  was 
known  to  have  kept  an  army  at  bay  for  a  whole 
winter,  who  was  reported  to  have  slain  at  least  a 
hundred  Turks  with  his  own  hand,  and  whose  brown 
eyes  gleamed  like  a  tiger's  at  the  mere  mention  of 
a  fight  It  would  be  so  extremely  awkward  if,  in- 
stead   of  meeting  a  bill  that  fell  due,    he  should 

_  « 

appear  at  Comer's  bank  armed  to  the  teeth  and 
demand  the  contents  of  the  strong-box.  On  the 
whole  the  two  elderly  merchants  ate  with  a  better 
appetite  in  his  absence. 

4irethusa.  II,  8 
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But  Giustina  was  inconsolable,  and  the  good 
things  did  not  appeal  to  her,  neither  the  fresh 
sturgeon's  roe  from  the  Black  Sea,  nor  the  noble 
palamit,  nor  the  delicate  quails,  nor  even  the  roasted 
peacock,  whose  magnificent  tail  rose  out  of  a  vast 
silver  dish  like  a  rainbow  with  spots  on  it. 

She  was  a  big,  sleepy  creature  with  quantities  of 
handsomely  dyed  hair,  as  Lucilla  had  told  Zo€.  She 
had  large  and  regular  features,  a  perfectly  colourless 
white  skin,  and  a  discontented  mouth.  She  often 
turned  her  eyes  to  see  what  was  going  on,  without 
turning  her  head  at  all,  as  if  she  were  too  lazy  to 
make  even  that  small  effort.  Her  hands  were  weU 
shaped,  but  heavy  in  the  fingers,  and  they  looked 
like  new  marble,  too  white  to  be  interesting,  too  cold 
to  touch. 

She  was  terribly  disappointed  and  deeply  offended 
by  what  seemed  to  her  a  deliberate  insult;  for  she 
did  not  believe  a  word  of  Omobono's  polite  apology. 
The  truth  was  that  Zeno  had  only  invited  the  party 
because  her  mother  had  invited  herself  in  the  hope 
of  bringing  him  to  the  point  of  offering  to  many 
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Giustina.  As  a  matter  of  fact  nothing  had  ever 
been  farther  from  his  thoughts.  Sebastian  Polo, 
urged  by  his  wife,  had  entered  into  the  closest  rela- 
tions of  business  with  Zeno,  and  had  again  and  again 
given  him  a  share  in  transactions  that  had  been 
extraordinarily  profitable.  He  had  rendered  it  ne- 
cessary for  Zeno  to  see  him  often,  and  had  made  it 
easy  by  his  constant  hospitality;  in  these  things  lay 
the  whole  secret  of  Zeno's  visits  to  his  house.  But 
seeing  that  matters  did  not  take  a  matrimonial  direc- 
tion as  quickly  as  she  had  expected.  Polo's  wife  had 
adopted  a  course  which  she  intended  to  make  de- 
cisive; she  had  asked  herself  and  her  daughter  to 
dine  with  Zeno.  From  this  to  hinting  that  he  had 
compromised  Giustina,  and  thence  to  extracting  an 
oifer  of  marriage,  would  be  easy  steps,  familiar  to 
every  enterprising  mother,  since  the  beginning  of  the 
matrimonial  ages.  And  that  was  a  long  time  ago — 
even  before  Solomon's  day,  when  the  horseleech's 
two  daughters  cried,  "Give,  give!"  Zeno's  value  as 
a  possible  husband  lay  less  in  his  fortune  than  in 

his  very  magnificent  connections  at  home,  and  in  the 

8* 


U6  ARETEIUSA. 

fact  that  the  Emperor  Charles  had  been  his  god- 
father and  afterwards  his  friend  and  patron. 

Giustina  understood  her  thoughtful  parent's  policy; 
she  was  therefore  unhappy,  and  would  eat  no  pea- 
cock, a  circumstance  which  greatly  distressed  Omo- 
bono.  Happily  for  him,  the  young  woman's  absten- 
tion was  fully  compensated  by  the  readiness  of  the 
elder  guests  to  partake  of  what  she  obstinately  re- 
fused, even  to  something  like  repletion. 

While  they  ate,  they  talked;  that  is  to  say, 
Sebastian  Polo  and  Marin  Corner  compared  opinions 
on  business  matters  such  as  the  value  of  Persian 
silks,  Greek  wines  and  white  slaves,  without  giving 
away  to  each  other  the  least  thread  of  information 
that  could  be  turned  into  money.  And  Polo's  wife, 
who  had  an  eye  to  the  main  chance,  croaked  a  few 
words  now  and  then,  encouraging  Corner  to  talk 
more  freely  of  his  affairs;  perhaps,  thought  she,  he 
might  betray  the  secret  of  his  wonderful  success  in 
obtaining  from  the  Caucasus  certain  priceless  furs 
which  no  merchant  but  he  had  ever  been  able  to 
get.     But  though  the  fat  dame  lured  him  on  to  talk 
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and  made  signs  to  have  his  glass  filled  again  and 
again  with  Chian  wine,  and  though  the  colours  of  a 
most  beautiful  sunset  began  to  creep  up  his  thin  nose 
and  his  high  cheek  bones,  as  the  rich  evening  light 
climbs  in  the  western  sky,  Marin  Comer's  speech 
was  as  quiet  and  clear  as  ever,  and  what  he  said 
was,  if  anything,  a  trifle  more  cautious  than  before. 

And  meanwhile  Giustina  stared  across  her  empty 
plate  at  the  boats  on  the  Golden  Horn,  and  nursed 
her  wrath  against  the  man  she  wished  to  marry. 

"My  child,"  croaked  her  mother,  "we  fully  under- 
stand your  disappointment  But  you  should  make  an 
eflfort  to  be  cheerful,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  Messer 
Marin  Corner,  your  father's  valued  friend." 

"I  b^  you  to  excuse  my  dulness,  madam,"  an- 
swered the  daughter  dutifully,  and  with  all  the 
ceremony  that  children  were  taught  to  use  in  ad- 
dressing their  parents.  "I  shall  endeavour  to  obey 
you." 

"Come,  come.  Donna  Giustina!"  cried  Corner. 
"We  will  drink  your  health  and  happiness  in  this 
good " 
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The  sentence  remained  unfinished,  and  his  lips 
did  not  close;  as  he  set  down  the  untasted  wine,  his 
eyes  fixed  themselves  on  a  point  between  Omobono 
and  Polo,  and  the  sunset  effects  faded  from  his  nose, 
leaving  a  grey  twilight  behind. 

The  fat  dame  thought  it  was  an  apoplexy,  and 
half  rose  from  her  seat;  but  Giustina's  eyes  followed 
the  direction  of  his  look  and  she  uttered  a  cry  of 
real  fear.  Sebastian  Polo,  who  sat  with  his  back  to 
the  sight  that  terrified  his  daughter,  gazed  at  the 
other  three  in  astonishment.  But  Omobono  turned 
half  round  and  gasped,  and  seized  the  back  of  Zeno's 
empty  chair,  swinging  it  round  on  one  of  its  l^s 
till  it  was  between  him  and  the  vision. 

Tocktamish  stood  there,  grinning  at  the  as- 
sembled company  in  a  way  to  terrify  the  stoutest 
heart  amongst  them.  He  was  magnificently  arrayed 
in  his  full  dress  uniform  of  flaming  yellow  and  gold, 
and  his  huge  round  fur  papakh  was  set  well  back  on 
his  shaggy  head.  His  right  hand  toyed  amidst  a 
perfect  arsenal  of  weapons  in  his  belt,  and  his  blood- 
shot eyes  rolled  frightfully  as  he  looked  from  one 
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guest  to  the  other,  showing  his  shark's  teeth  as  he 
grinned  and  grinned  again. 

It  was  certainly  Tocktamish,  the  Tartar;  and 
Tocktamish  was  not  perfectly  sober.  He  was  the 
more  pleased  by  the  impression  his  appearance  had 
produced.  He  at  once  came  forward  to  the  empty 
place  of  the  absent  guest,  which  was  next  to 
Giustina's. 

"I  see  that  you  have  kept  a  place  for  me,"  he 
said  in  barbarous  Greek.  "That  was  very  kind  of 
you!     And  I  am  in  time  for  the  peacock,  too!" 

Thereupon  he  sat  down  in  the  chair,  looked 
round  the  table,  and  grinned  again. 

The  fat  lady  collapsed  in  a  fainting  fit,  the  two 
elderly  merchants  edged  away  from  the  board  as  far 
as  they  could,  and  Giustina  uttered  another  piercing 
shriek  when  the  Tartar  leered  at  her. 

"Who  is  this  person?"  her  father  tried  to  ask 
with  dignity,  meaning  the  question  for  Omobono. 

But  Omobono  had  vanished,  and  the  servants 
had  fled  after  him. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

TocKTAMiSH  poured  half  a  flagon  of  Chian  wine 
into  a  tall  Venetian  beaker  and  drank  it  off  by  way 
of  whetting  his  appetite. 

"The  master  of  the  house  is  unavoidably  absent," 
he  observed,  when  he  had  smacked  his  lips  noisily. 
"He  has  sent  me  to  b^  that  you  will  excuse  him 
and  make  yourselves  at  home." 

By  this  time  Dame  Polo  was  beginning  to  re- 
vive, and  the  two  men  were  somewhat  reassured 
as  to  the  Tartar's  intentions.  When  he  had  entered 
he  had  looked  as  if  he  meant  to  murder  them  all, 
but  it  was  now  evident  from  his  manner  that  he 
wished  to  produce  a  pleasant  impression.  He  drew 
the  peacock  towards  him,  and  at  once  took  all  the 
best  pieces  that  were  left  on  the  dish,  using  his 
fingers  to  save  trouble.     Giustina  watched  him  with- 


124  AKETHUSA. 

out  turning  her  head,  and  judged  that,  after  all,  he 
had  only  meant  to  show  his  admiration  for  her 
beauty  when  he  had  leered  so  horribly.  She  was  in 
reality  the  least  timid  of  all  the  party,  though  she 
had  shrieked  so  loudly,  and  she  remembered  a  fairy 
story  about  a  frightful  monster  that  had  loved  a 
beautiful  princess.  She  was  already  pondering  on 
the  means  of  making  a  similar  conquest 

"Are  we  to  understand,"  asked  Marin  Corner, 
politely,  but  in  a  shaky  tone,  "that  you  come  from 
Messer  Carlo  Zeno?" 

Tocktamish  grunted  assent,  for  his  mouth  was 
full,  and  he  nodded  emphatically. 

"Messer  Carlo  Zeno  is  in  need  of  a  laige  sum  of 
money  without  delay,"  he  said,  when  he  was  able  to 
speak  again. 

Sebastian  Polo  looked  at  Marin  Corner  signi- 
ficantly; and  Marin  Com^  looked  at  Sebastian  Polo. 
The  fat  lady  "pricked  her  ears,  figuratively  speaking, 
for  indeed  they  were  much  too  deeply  embedded  in 
their  exuberant  surroundings  of  cheek  auid  jowl  to 
suggest  that  they  could  ever  prick  at  all.   The  Tartar 
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crammed  his  mouth  full  again,  and  his  great  beard 
wagged  with  his  jaws  in  the  inevitable  silence  that 
followed.  In  her  heart  Giustina  compared  him  to 
a  ravenous  lion,  but  her  father  thought  he  resembled 
a  hungry  hyaena. 

Finding  that  his  throat  was  not  cut  yet,  and 
learning  that  there  was  to  be  a  question  of  money, 
Marin  Corner  felt  that  the  colour  was  returning  to 
his  nose  and  the  warmth  to  his  heart. 

"Why  does  Messer  Carlo  not  come  home  himself 
and  get  the  money  he  needs?"  he  asked. 

By  this  time  Omobono  had  recovered  from  his 
fright  enough  to  creep  into  the  room  behind  Tock- 
tamish.  He  was  already  making  anxious  gestures 
to  the  two  Venetian  gentlemen  to  enjoin  caution. 
The  Tartar  drank  again  before  he  answered  the 
question. 

"He  happened  to  be  so  busy  that  he  preferred 
to  send  me  to  get  the  money  for  him,"  said  the 
soldier.  "You  see  we  are  old  friends.  We  fought 
together  in  Greece." 
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Then  Omobono*s  voice  was  heard,  quavering  with 
anxiety, 

"There  is  no  money  in  the  house!"  he  cried, 
winking  violently  at  Polo  and  Corner.  "There  is  not 
a  penny,  I  swear!  There  were  large  payments  to 
make  yesterday." 

The  poor  little  secretary  was  so  anxious  to  be 
heard  that  he  had  come  within  arm's  length  of 
the  Tartar,  though  behind  him.  Tocktamish  turned 
his  big  head,  and  put  out  his  hand  unexpectedly, 
and  Omobono  felt  himself  caught  and  whirled 
round  like  a  child  till  he  was  close  to  the  table 
and  face  to  face  with  the  tipsy  giant.  He  was  sure 
that  he  felt  his  liver  shrivelling  up  inside  him  with 
sheer  fright 

"What  is  this  little  animal?"  the  Tartar  asked, 
cocking  one  eye  in  a  knowing  way  and  examining 
him  with  a  sort  of  boozy  gravity. 

But  Omobono  really  could  not  find  a  word.  His 
captor  shook  him  playfully. 

"What  is  your  name,  you  funny  little  beast?" 
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he  inquired,  and  he  roared  with  laughter  by  way  of 
answering  himself. 

Giustina,  strange  to  say,  was  the  only  one  to 
join  in  his  mirth,  and  she  laughed  quite  prettily,  to 
the  inexpressible  surprise  of  her  parents,  who  were 
shocked  and  grieved,  as  well  as  scared  almost  to 
death. 

"Come,  come!"  laughed  the  Tartar,  shaking  the 
little  man  like  a  bean-bag.  "If  you  cannot  speak,  you 
can  at  least  give  up  your  keys,  and  I  will  see  for 
myself  if  there  is  any  money!" 

Thereupon  he  seized  the  bunch  of  keys  which 
the  secretary  wore  at  his  belt,  and  wrenched  it  off 
with  a  pull  that  snapped  the  thong  by  which  it  hung. 
Again  Giustina  laughed,  but  a  little  more  nervously 
now;  her  mother  sat  transfixed,  open-mouthed,  with 
an  almost  idiotic  expression.  Again  the  two  merchants 
glanced  at  each  other,  and  then  both  looked  towards 
the  door. 

Between  his  fright  and  the  terrible  indignity  of 
having  his  keys  torn  from  him,  Omobono  had  never 
been  nearer  to  fainting  in  his  life. 
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"Robbery!"  he  gasped.     "Rank  robbery!" 

Tocktamish  sent  him  spinning  into  the  nearest 
corner  by  a  turn  of  the  wrist,  after  which  the  ruffian 
took  another  mouthful  of  meat,  and  slowly  filled  his 
glass  while  he  was  disposing  of  it  Omobono  had 
steadied  himself  in  the  comer,  but  his  face  was 
deadly  white,  and  his  lips  were  moving  nervously  in 
a  delirium  of  terror. 

"Messer  Carlo  needs  ten  thousand  ducats  before 
sunset,"  observed  the  Tartar  before  he  drank. 

Polo  and  Corner  started  to  their  feet;  to  their 
commercial  souls  the  mere  mention  of  such  a  demand 
was  more  terrifying  than  all  the  crooked  weapons 
that  gleamed  in  Tocktamish's  broad  belt 

"Ten  thousand  ducats!"  they  repeated  together 
in  a  breath. 

"Yes!"  roared  the  Tartar,  in  a  voice  that  made 
the  glasses  on  the  table  shake  together  and  ring. 
"Ten  thousand  ducats!  And  if  I  do  not  find  the 
money  in  the  house,  you  two  must  find  it  in  yours! 
Do  you  understand?" 

They  understood,  for  his  voice  was  like  thunder, 
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and  he  had  risen  too,  and  towered  above  them  with 
his  full  glass  in  one  hand  and  Omobono's  keys  in  the 
other.  Then,  being  already  tolerably  drunk,  he 
solemnly  raised  the  keys  to  his  lips,  thinking  that  he 
held  the  glass  in  that  hand,  and  rolling  his  eyes 
terribly  at  the  two  merchants;  and  he  set  the  glass 
down  with  an  emphatic  gesture,  as  if  it  had  been 
the  bunch  of  keys,  and  it  broke  to  pieces,  and  the 
yellow  wine  splashed  out  across  the  table  and  ran 
down  and  streamed  upon  the  mosaic  floor. 

A  terrific  Tartar  oath  announced  that  he  had 
realised  his  mistake,  and  as  he  at  once  made  up  his 
mind  that  the  Venetians  were  responsible  for  it,  his 
next  action  was  to  hurl  the  foot  of  the  broken  glass 
at  Polo's  head;  and  he  instantly  seized  the  empty 
silver  flagon  and  flung  it  at  Comer's  face.  The  lighter 
weapon  missed  its  aim  and  broke  to  atoms  against 
the  opposite  wall,  but  the  jug  struck  Comir  full  on 
the  bridge  of  his  thin  nose  with  awful  effect,  and  he 
fell  to  the  floor  and  lay  there,  a  moaning,  bleeding 
heap. 

Polo    looked    neither    at    his    wife   nor   at   his 
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daughter,  but  fled  through  the  open  door  at  the 
top  of  his  not  very  great  speed.  His  wife  fainted 
outright,  and  in  real  earnest  now,  and  with  a  final 
croak  rolled  gently  from  her  chair,  without  hurting 
herself  at  all.  Omobono  flattened  his  lean  body 
against  the  wall,  trembling  in  every  joint,  and  gibber- 
ing with  fear;  and  Tocktamish,  seeing  that  he  had  so 
satisfactorily  cleared  the  field,  proceeded  to  address 
his  attentions  to  Giustina,  who  had  not  fainted,  but 
was  really  much  too  frightened  to  rise  from  her  seat 
or  try  to  escape. 

The  Tartar  drew  his  chair  nearer  to  hers,  and 
suddenly  smiled,  as  if  he  had  done  nothing  unusual, 
and  was  only  anxious  to  make  himself  agreeable. 
He  had  been  drinking  since  early  morning,  but  he 
would  be  good  for  at  least  another  gallon  of  wine 
before  it  made  him  senseless.  He  addressed  Giustina 
in  the  poetic  language  of  his  native  country. 

"Come,  pet  parrot  of  my  soul!"  he  began, 
coaxingly.  "Fill  me  a  cup  and  let  me  hear  your 
ravishing  voice!  Tocktamish  has  cleared  the  house 
as   the   thunderstorm   clears   the  hot  air  fiom  the 


AREIHUSA.  131 

valley!  Drink,  my  pretty  nightingale,  and  the  golden 
wine  shall  warm  your  speech  in  your  little  throat,  as 
the  morning  sunshine  melts  the  icicles  in  my  beard 
when  I  have  been  hunting  all  night  in  winter!  Drink, 
my  fawn,  my  spring  lamb,  my  soft  wood-pigeon,  my 
white  bunny  rabbit!     Drink,  sweet  one!" 

The  Tartar's  similes  were  in  hopeless  confusion, 
possibly  because  he  translated  them  into  Greek,  but 
he  was  convinced  that  he  was  eloquent,  and  he  was 
undeniably  as  strong  as  a  bear.  He  had  filled  a 
fresh  glass  and  was  evidently  anxious  to  make 
Giustina  drink  out  of  it  before  him,  for  he  held  it 
to  her  Hps  with  his  left  hand  while  his  right  tried  to 
take  her  round  the  waist  and  draw  her  to  his 
knee. 

But  this  was  much  more  than  she  was  prepared 
to  submit  to.  In  the  fairy  story.  Beast  was  less  enter- 
prising in  the  presence  of  Beauty,  and  collapsed  into 
obedience  at  the  mere  lifting  of  her  finger.  Giustina 
was  a  big  creature,  usually  sleepy  and  not  inclined 
to  move  quickly;  but  she  was  capable  of  exerting 

considerable  strength  in  an  emergency.     The  instant 
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she  felt  Tocktamish's  hand  at  her  waist,  she  rose 
with  a  quick,  serpentine  motion  that  unwound  her, 
as  it  were,  from  his  encirding  hold,  and  almost  be- 
fore he  knew  that  she  was  on  her  feet  she  had 
fled  from  the  room  and  slammed  the  door  behind 
her. 

Tocktamish  tried  to  follow  her,  but  he  stumbled 
successively  over  the  still  unconscious  dame  and  the 
still  moaning  Corner,  so  that  when  he  reached  the 
door  at  last  his  purpose  had  undergone  a  change, 
and,  as  he  thought,  an  improvement  Women  never 
ran  out  of  the  house  into  the  street,  he  argued; 
therefore  Giustina  was  now  upstairs  and  would  stay 
there;  hence  it  would  be  wiser  to  finish  the  peacock 
and  anything  else  he  could  lay  hands  on  before 
going  to  pay  her  a  visit.  For  Tocktamish  found 
the  food  and  the  wine  to  his  liking,  and  such  as 
were  not  to  be  had  every  day,  even  by  a  Tartar 
officer  with  plenty  of  money  in  his  wallet  He  was 
tolerably  steady  still,  as  he  made  his  way  back 
towards  his  seat 

His  eye  fell  on  Omobono,  flattened  against  the 
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wall  and  still  in  a  palsy  of  fear;  for  all  that  has  been 
told  since  Corner  had  fallen  and  Polo  had  run  away 
had  occupied  barely  two  minutes. 

Tocktamish  suddenly  felt  lonely,  and  the  little 
secretary  amused  him.  He  took  him  by  the  collar 
and  whirled  him  into  Giustina's  vacant  chair  at  the 
table. 

"You  may  keep  me  company,  while  I  finish  my 
dinner,"  he  explained.  "I  cannot  eat  alone — it  dis- 
turbs my  digestion." 

He  roared  with  laughter,  and  slapped  Omobono 
on  the  back  playfully.  The  litUe  man  felt  as  if  he 
had  been  struck  between  the  shoulders  by  a  large 
ham,  and  the  breath  was  almost  knocked  out  of  his 
body;  and  he  wondered  how  in  the  world  his  tight 
hose  had  survived  the  strain  of  his  sitting  down  so 
suddenly. 

"You  look  starved,"  observed  the  Tartar,  in  a 
tone  of  concern,  after  observing  his  face  attentively. 
"What  you  want  is  food  and  drink,  man!" 

With  a  sudden  impulse  of  hospitality  he  began 
to  heap  up  food  on  Giustina's  unused  plate,  with  a 
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fine  indifference  to  gastronomy,  or  possibly  with  a 
tipsy  sense  of  humour.  He  piled  up  bits  of  roast 
peacock,  little  salt  fish,  olives,  salad,  raisins,  dried 
figs,  candied  strawberries,  and  honey  cake,  till  he 
could  put  no  more  on  the  plate,  which  he  then  set 
before  Omobono. 

"Eat  that,"  he  said.     "It  will  do  you  good." 

Then  he  addressed  himself  to  the  peacock  again, 
with  a  good  will. 

Omobono  would  have  got  up  and  slipped  away, 
if  he  had  dared.  Next  to  his  bodily  fear,  he  was 
oppressed  by  the  terrible  impropriety  of  sitting  at  his 
master's  table,  where  the  guests  should  have  been. 
This  seemed  to  him  a  dreadful  thing. 

"Really,  sir,"  he  began,  "if  you  will  allow  me  I 
would  rather " 

"Do  not  talk.     Eat!" 

Tocktamish  set  the  example  by  tearing  the  meat 
off  a  peacock's  leg  with  his  teeth. 

"You  need  it,'^'  he  added,  with  his  mouth  very 
full. 

The  poor  secretary  looked  at  the  curiously  mixed 
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mess  which  his  tormentor  had  set  before  him,  and 
he  felt  very  uncomfortable  at  the  mere  idea  of  tast- 
ing the  stuff.  Then  he  glanced  at  the  Tartar  and 
saw  the  latter's  bloodshot  eye  rolling  at  him  hid- 
eously, while  the  shark-like  teeth  picked  a  leg-bone, 
and  terror  chilled  his  heart  again.  What  would 
happen  if  he  refused  to  eat?  Tocktamish  dropped 
the  bone  and  filled  two  glasses. 

"To  Messer  Carlo  Zeno!"  he  cried,  setting  the 
wine  to  his  lips. 

Omobono  thought  a  little  wine  might  steady  his 
nerves,  and,  moreover,  he  could  not  well  refuse  to 
drink  his  master's  health. 

"Good!"  laughed  Tocktamish.  "If  you  cannot 
eat,  you  can  drink!" 

Just  then  Corner  groaned  piteously,  where  he  lay 
in  a  heap  on  the  floor.  His  nose  was  much  hurt, 
but  he  was  even  more  badly  frightened.  The  Tartar 
was  not  pleased. 

"If  that  man  is  dead,  take  him  out  and  bury 
him!"  he  cried,  turning  on  Omobono.     "If  he  is 
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alive,  kick  him  and  tell  him  to  hold  his  tongue!    He 
disturbs  us  at  our  dinner." 

Omobono  thought  he  saw  a  chance  of  escaping, 
and  rose,  as  if  to  obey.  But  the  Tartar's  long  arm 
reached  him  instantly  and  he  was  forced  back  into 
his  seat. 

"I  thought  you  meant  me  to  take  him  away,**  he 
feebly  explained. 

"I  was  speaking  to  the  slaves,"  said  Tocktamish 
gravely,  though  there  was  no  servant  or  slave  within 
hearing. 

The  unfortunate  merchant,  who  was  not  at  all 
unconscious,  and  had  probably  groaned  with  a  vague 
idea  of  exciting  compassion,  now  held  his  peace,  for 
he  did  not  desire  to  be  kicked,  still  less  to  be  taken 
out  and  buried.  The  Tartar  seemed  satisfied  by  the 
silence  that  followed.  After  another  glass  he  rose  tc 
his  feet  and  took  Omobono  by  the  arm;  considering 
his  potations  he  was  still  wonderfully  steady  on  his 
legs. 

"Where  is  the  strong-box?"  he  asked,  dragging 
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the  secretary  towards  the  door  opposite  to  the  one 
through  which  Giustina  had  gone  out 

"There  is  no  money  in  the  house,"  cried  Omo- 
bono,  in  renewed  terror.  "I  swear  to  you  that  there 
is  no  money!" 

"Very  well,"  answered  the  Tartar,  who  had  taken 
the  keys  from  the  table.  "Show  me  the  empty 
box." 

"There  is  no  strong-box,  sir,"  answered  the 
secretary,  resolving  to  control  his  fear  and  die  in  de- 
fending his  master's  property. 

The  difficulty  was  to  carry  out  this  noble  resolu- 
tion. Tocktamish  grabbed  him  by  both  arms  and 
held  him  in  the  vice  of  his  grasp. 

"Little  man,"  he  said  gravely.  "There  is  a  box, 
and  I  will  find  the  box,  and  I  will  put  you  into  the 
box,  and  I  will  throw  the  box  into  the  water.  Then 
you  will  know  that  it  is  not  good  to  lie  to  Tocktamish. 
Now  show  me  where  it  is." 

Omobono  shrank  to  something  like  half  his 
natural  size  in  his  shame  and  fear,  and  led  the  way 
to  the  counting-house.     Once  only  he  stopped,  and 
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made  a  gallant  attempt  to  be  brave,  and  tried  to 
repeat  his  queer  little  prayer,  as  he  did  on  all  the 
great  occasions  of  his  life. 

"O  Lord,  grant  wealth  and  honour  to  the  Most 
Serene  Republic,"  he  began,  and  though  he  realised 
that  in  his  present  situation  this  request  was  not  much 
to  the  point,  he  would  have  gone  on  to  ask  for  victory 
over  the  Genoese,  on  general  principles. 

But  at  that  moment  he  felt  something  as  sharp 
as  a  pin  sticking  into  him  just  where  his  hose 
would  naturally  have  been  most  tight,  and  where, 
in  fact,  tlie  strain  that  pulled  them  up  was  most 
severe;  in  that  part  of  the  human  body,  in  shcnrt, 
which,  as  most  of  us  have  known  since  childhood 
is  peculiarly  sensitive  to  pain.  There  was  no  an- 
swer to  such  an  argument  a  posteriori;  the  little 
man's  head  went  down,  his  shoulders  went  up  and 
he  trotted  on;  and  though  he  could  not  be  put  off 
from  finishing  his  prayer  he  had  reached  the  door 
of  the  counting-house  when  he  was  only  just 
beginning  to  pray  that  he  might  have  strength  to 
resist  curiosity,  a  request  even  more  out  of  place, 
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just  then,  than  a  petition  for  the  destruction  of  the 
Genoese.  A  moment  later  he  and  Tocktamish  entered 
the  room,  and  the  Tartar  shut  the  door  behind  him. 

Neither  of  the  two  had  heard  two  Httle  bare 
feet  following  them  softly  at  a  distance;  but  when 
the  door  was  shut  Lucilla  ran  nimbly  up  to  it  and 
quickly  drew  the  great  old  iron  bolt  which  had 
been  left  where  it  had  once  been  useftil,  at  a  time 
when  the  disposition  of  the  house  had  been  different. 
Lucilla  knew  that  all  the  windows  within  had  heavy 
gratings,  and  that  neither  Omobono  nor  his  captor 
could  get  out. 

Giustina  had  fled  upstairs,  as  women  generally 
do  to  save  themselves  from  any  immediate  danger. 
They  are  bom  with  the  idea  that  when  a  house  has 
more  than  one  storey  the  upper  one  is  set  apart  for 
them  and  their  children,  as  indeed  it  always  was  in 
the  Middle  Ages,  and  they  feel  sure  that  there  must 
be  other  women  there  who  will  help  them,  or  defend 
them,  or  hide  them.  For  it  is  a  curious  fact  that 
whereas  women  distrust  each  other  profoundly  where 
the  one  man  of  their  affections  is  concerned,  they 
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rely  on  each  other  as  a  whole  body,  banded  together 
to  resist  and  get  the  better  of  the  male  sex,  in  a 
way  that  would  do  credit  to  any  army  in  an  enemy's 
country.  Therefore  Giustina  went  upstairs,  quite  cer- 
tain of  finding  other  women. 

Now  there  was  but  one  door  on  the  upper  land- 
ing, and  that  was  Zo^'s,  and  it  was  open;  and  just 
outside  it  Lucilla  was  hiding  in  the  ciutain,  listening 
to  the  strange  sounds  that  came  up  from  below;  but 
when  Giustina  ran  in  without  seeing  her,  the  little 
slave  stayed  outside  and  slipped  downstairs  noise- 
lessly, listened  again  at  the  dining-room  door,  watched 
the  Tartar  and  the  secretary  from  a  place  of  safety, 
and  then  ran  nimbly  after  them  on  purpose  to  lock 
them  in,  as  she  did,  for  she  was  a  clever  little  slave 
and  remembered  the  bolt. 

Meanwhile  Giustina  rushed  on  like  a  whirlwind 
till  she  fell  panting  on  the  divan  beside  Zo6,  hardly 
seeing  her  at  all,  and  staring  at  the  door,  through 
which  she  expected  every  moment  to  see  the  burly 
Tartar  enter  in  pursuit;  so  that  Yulia,  who  guessed 
the  danger,  ran  and  shut  it  of  her  own  accord. 
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Then  Giustina  drew  a  long  breath  and  looked 
round,  and  she  met  Zo^'s  eyes  scratinising  her  face 
with  a  look  she  never  forgot 

"That  monster!"  she  exclaimed,  by  way  of  ex- 
planation and  apology. 

2k)€  had  heard  nothing,  for  the  house  was  solidly 
built,  and  she  had  not  the  least  idea  who  had 
frightened  Giustina.  It  occurred  to  her  that  Gorlias 
might  be  in  the  house,  and  that  on  being  seen  by 
the  Venetians  it  had  suited  him  to  terrify  them  in 
order  to  get  out  again  without  being  questioned. 

"You  are  Giustina  Polo,"  she  said.  "I  am  Are- 
thusa,  Messer  Carlo  Zeno's  slave.  Will  you  tell  me 
what  has  happened?" 

Giustina  had  now  recovered  herself  enough  to  see 
that  this  Arethusa  was  very  lovely,  and  she  momentarily 
forgot  the  danger  she  had  escaped. 

"You  are  his  slave!"  she  repeated  slowly,  and 
still  breathing  hard.     "Ah — I  begin  to  understand." 

"So  do  I,"  Zoe  answered,  looking  at  the  hand- 
some, heavy  face,  the  dyed  hair,  and  marble  hands. 
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There  was  something  like  reHef  in  her  tone,  now 
that  she  had  examined  her  rival  well. 

"When  did  Carlo  buy  you?"  asked  Giustina, 
growing  coldly  insolent  as  she  recovered  her  breath 
and  realised  her  social  superiority. 

"I  think  it  was  just  five  weeks  ago,"  Zoe  an- 
swered simply.  "But  it  seems  as  if  I  had  always 
been  here." 

"I  have  no  doubt,"  said  Giustina.  "Five  weeks! 
Yes,  I  understand  now." 

Then  a  fancied  sound  waked  her  fear  of  pursuit 
again,  and  her  eyes  turned  quickly  towards  the  door. 
Yulia  was  standing  beside  it,  listening  with  her  ear 
to  the  crack;  she  shook  her  head  as  she  met 
Giustina's  anxious  glance.  There  was  nothing;  no 
one  was  coming. 

"You  had  better  tell  me  what  has  happened, 
Ixyt  said.  "You  met  someone  who  frightened  you, 
she  suggested. 

Giustina  saw  that  Zo^  was  in  complete  ignorance 
of  the  Tartar's  visit,  and  she  told  what  she  had  seen 
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and  heard  downstairs.  As  she  went  on,  explaining 
that  Tocktamish  demanded  ten  thousand  ducats  in 
Zeno's  name,  Zo^'s  expression  grew  more  anxious, 
for  she  gathered  the  truth  from  the  broken  and 
exaggerated  narrative.  After  failing  in  his  attempt 
to  free  Johannes,  Zeno  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
the  soldiers  he  had  won  over  to  the  revolution;  they 
demanded  an  enormous  ransom,  and  if  it  was  not 
forthcoming  they  would  give  him  up  to  Andronicus. 
It  was  bad  enough,  yet  it  was  better  than  it 
might  have  been,  for  it  meant  that  Zeno  was  still 
alive  and  safe,  and  would  not  be  hurt  so  long  as  his 
captors  could  be  made  to  wait  for  the  money  they 
asked. 

"Ten  thousand  ducats!"  Zoe  repeated.  "It  is 
more  than  can  ever  be  got  together!" 

"My  father  could  pay  twice  as  much  if  he 
pleased,"  answered  the  rich  merchant's  daughter, 
vain  of  his  immense  wealth.  "But  I  hardly  think 
he  will  give  anything,"  she  added  slowly,  while  she 
watched  Zo€'s  face  to  see  what  effect  the  statement 
might  have. 
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"Messer  Carlo  has  many  friends,"  ZoS  answered 
quietly.  "But  if  he  is  alive  it  is  very  probable  that 
he  may  come  home  without  paying  any  ransom  at  all. 
And  if  he  does,  he  will  certainly  repay  the  soldiers 
for  the  trick  they  have  played  him." 

"You  do  not  seem  anxious  about  him,"  said 
Giustina,  deceived  and  surprised  by  her  assumed 
calmness. 

"Are  you?"  Zoe  asked. 

At  that  moment  Yulia  opened  the  door,  for  she 
had  been  listening  from  within  and  had  heard  her 
companion's  bare  feet  on  the  pavement  outside. 
Lucilla  slipped  in,  almost  dancing  with  delight  at 
her  last  feat,  and  looking  like  a  queer  little  sprite 
escaped  from  a  fairy  tale. 

"I  have  locked  them  up  in  the  counting-house, 
Kok6na!"  she  cried.  "The  Tartar  giant  and  the 
secretary!     They  are  quite  safe!" 

She  laughed  gleefully  and  Yulia  laughed  tea 
Giustina  suddenly  recollected  her  mother,  who  had 
fainted  in  the  dining-room.^  As  for  her  father,  her 
knowledge  of  his  character  told  her  that  since  there 


AREIHUSA.  145 

had  been  danger  he  was  certainly  in  a  place   of 
safety.     She  did  not  care  what  became  of  Marin 
Corner,  whom  she  detested  because  he  had  once 
dared  to  ask  for  her  hand,  though  he  was  a  widower 
of  fifty.     But  her  mother  was  entitled  to  some  con- 
sideration after  all,  if  only  for  having  brought  into 
the   world   such  a  wonderful  creature   as  Giustina 
really  believed  herself  to  be.     Yet  in  her  heart  the 
young  woman  felt  a  secret  resentment  against  her 
for  having  grown  so  enormously  fat;  since  it  very 
often  happens  that  as  daughters  grow   older   they 
grow  more  and  more  like  their  mothers,  and  Giustina 
was  aware  that  she  herself  was  already  rather  heavy 
for  her  age.     It  would  be  a  terrible  thing  to  be  a 
fat  woman  at  thirty,  and  it  would  be  her  mother's 
fault  if  she  were.     Many  daughters  are  familiar  with 
this  argument,  though  they  may  cry  out  and  rail  at 
the  story-teller  in  the  bazaar  who  has  betrayed  it  to 
the  young  men. 

Giustina  rose  with  much  dignity  now  that  she 
was  fully  reassured  as  to  the  safety  of  the  house. 
Zo€  was  questioning  Lucilla,  who  could  hardly  an- 
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swer  without  breaking  into  laughter  at  the  idea  of 
having  imprisoned  Omobono  and  the  terrible  Tartar. 
The  little  secretary  had  never  been  unkind  to  anyone 
in  his  life,  but  once  or  twice,  when  the  master  had 
been  out  and  he  had  been  on  his  dignity,  he  had 
found  the  slave-girls  loitering  on  the  stairs  and  had 
threatened  them  with  the  master's  displeasure  and 
with  a  consequent  condign  punishment  if  they  were 
ever  again  caught  doing  nothing  outside  their  mis- 
tress's apartment;  and  it  was  therefore  delightfid  to 
know  that  he  was  shut  up  with  Tocktamish,  in  terror 
of  his  life,  and  that  his  tremendous  dignity  was  all 
gone  to  pieces  in  his  fright. 

"You  are  a  clever  girl,"  said  Zoe.  "I  only  hope 
the  door  is  strong." 

"I  called  the  servants  and  the  slaves  before  I 
came  upstairs,"  Lucilla  answered.  "I  left  them  piling 
up  furniture  against  the  door.  A  giant  could  not 
get  out  now." 

"Poor  Omobono!"  Zoe  exclaimed.  "How  fright- 
ened he  must  be." 

Giustina  meanwhile  prepared  to  go  away,  settling 
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and  smoothing  the  folds  of  her  gown,  and  pressing 
her  hair  on  one  side  and  the  other.  YuHa  brought 
her  a  mirror  and  held  it  up,  and  watched  the  young 
lady's  complacent  smile  as  she  looked  at  her  own 
reflection.  When  she  had  finished  she  barely  nodded 
to  Z06,  as  she  might  have  done  to  a  slave  who  had 
served  her,  and  she  went  out  in  an  exceedingly 
stately  and  leisurely  manner,  quite  sure  that  she  had 
impressed  Zo€  with  her  immeasurable  superiority. 
She  was  much  surprised  and  displeased  because  Zo€ 
did  not  rise  and  remain  respectfully  standing  while 
she  went  out,  and  she  promised  herself  to  remember 
this  also  against  the  beautiful  favourite  when  she  her- 
self should  be  Carlo  Zeno's  wife. 

But  at  a  sign  from  Zo^,  Ludlla  followed  her 
downstairs  since  there  was  no  one  else  to  escort  her; 
and  a  few  minutes  later  Yulia  saw  the  little  party 
come  out  upon  the  landing  below.  The  fat  lady  in 
green  silk  was  in  a  very  limp  condition,  the  em- 
broidered roses  seemed  to  droop  and  wither,  and  she 
was  helped  by  three  of  Zeno's  men;  Marin  Corner 
wa§  holding  a  large  napkin  to  his  injured  nose,  so 
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that  he  could  not  see  where  he  put  his  feet  and  had 
to  be  helped  by  the  door  porter.  As  for  Sebastian 
Polo,  his  wife  and  daughter  well  knew  that  he  was 
by  this  time  safe  at  home,  and  was  probably  recover- 
ing his  lost  courage  by  beating  his  slaves. 

"They  are  gone,"  said  Yulia,  when  the  boat  had 
shoved  off  at  last. 

Zoe  rose  then,  and  went  slowly  to  the  window. 
She  stood  there  a  few  moments  looking  after  the 
skiff,  and  in  spite  of  her  deep  anxiety  a  faint  smile 
played  round  her  tender  mouth  as  she  thought  of 
her  meeting  with  Giustina;  but  it  vanished  almost  at 
once.  Her  own  situation  was  critical  and  perhaps 
dangerous. 

She  knew  that  although  she  was  a  slave  she  was 
the  only  person  in  the  house  who  could  exercise  any 
authority  now  that  Omobono  was  locked  up  in  the 
counting-house,  and  that  it  would  be  impossible  to 
let  him  out  without  liberating  Tocktamish  at  the  same 
time,  which  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  If  the  Tartar 
got  out  now  he  would  probably  murder  the  first 
person  he  met,  and  everyone  else  whom  he  found  in 
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his  way;  indeed,  Zo^  thought  it  not  impossible  that 
he  was  already  murdering  Omobono  out  of  sheer 
rage. 

"Come,"    she    said    to  Lucilla.     "We   must   go 
downstairs  and  see  what  can  be  done." 
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Neither  Tocktamish  nor  his  victim  knew  that 
Lucilla  had  slipped  the  bolt  after  them,  for  Omobono 
was  too  terrified  to  hear  an3rthing  but  the  Tartar's 
voice,  and  the  latter  was  just  in  that  state  of  intoxi- 
cation in  which  a  man  perceives  nothing  that  is  not 
closely  connected  with  the  idea  that  possesses  him 
for  the  time  being;  it  is  a  state  of  mind  familiar  to 
those  whose  business  it  is  to  catch  men,  or  to  cheat 
them. 

The  strong-box  stood  against  the  wall  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  room,  and  close  to  the  high  desk 
at  which  Omobono  usually  worked.  When  he  came 
to  it  the  secretary  stood  still,  and  Tocktamish  bent 
down  and  began  to  fumble  with  the  keys. 

The  box  had  three  locks,  each  having  a  hasp 
that  closed  with  a  strong  spring  when  the  lid  was 
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shut  dowii,  and  each  requiring  a  separate  key.  It 
was  a  large  chest,  completely  covered  with  sheet-iron 
and  heavily  bound  with  iron  straps,  the  whole  being 
kept  bright  by  daily  polishing. 

Tocktamish  could  not  make  the  keys  fit,  and  de- 
sisted with  an  oath. 

''Open  itP'  he  commanded,  seizing  the  trembling 
secretary  by  the  collar  and  forcing  him  to  his  knees 
before  the  chest 

It  would  have  been  death  to  disobey,  in  the 
Tartar's  present  mood.  Omobono  put  each  key  into 
the  lock  to  which  it  belonged,  turned  each  three 
times,  and  the  middle  one  a  fourth  time,  which  had 
the  effect  of  drawing  back  all  the  springs  at  once; 
at  the  same  time  he  raised  the  heavy  lid  a  little  with 
one  hand,  and  then  opened  it  with  both. 

Tocktamish  began  to  throw  the  contents  out  on 
the  floor  with  eager  haste,  seizing  upon  the  money- 
bags first;  but  these  were  not  many,  nor  were  they 
very  heavy,  for  the  young  merchant's  capital  was  in- 
vested in  many  enterprises  and  was  rarely  lying  idle, 
and  as  for  spare  cash  he  had  taken  out  a  goodly 
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sum  within  the  past  two  days  to  be  given  away  to 
the  guards  at  the  palace.  The  Tartar  soon  saw  that 
there  were  not  a  thousand  gold  ducats  in  the  chest, 
and  there  was  but  a  little  silver.  The  rest  of  the 
contents  consisted  of  accounts,  papers,  and  parch- 
ments, many  of  which  represented  wealth,  but  could 
not  be  turned  into  gold  by  a  thief.  Tocktamish  had 
an  ignorant  barbarian's  primitive  idea  of  riches,  and 
being  profoundly  disappointed  he  at  once  became 
furiously  angry. 

"Where  is  the  treasure?"  he  roared,  and  his  face 
grew  purple. 

He  shook  Omobono  like  a  rat,  as  he  repeated  his 
question  again  and  again.  The  wretched  secretary 
felt  that  his  hour  was  indeed  come,  and  though  he 
tried  to  speak  and  protest  he  really  made  no  sound. 
Then  Tocktamish  remembered  his  own  words. 

"I  said  I  would  drown  you  in  the  box!"  he 
cried.  "And  by  the  sun  and  moon,  full  and  new,  I 
will!  I  will,  by  the  vine,  the  wine,  and  the  drinkers, 
you  rat,  you  miserable  Italian  flea,  you  skinny  little 
bag  of  bones!" 
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Thereupon  he  hove  up  Omobono  sideways  by 
one  arm  and  one  leg  and  dropped  him,  fainting,  into 
the  empty  money-chest,  of  which  he  instantly  shut 
the  lid.  It  closed  with  a  loud  snap  as  the  three 
springs  simultaneously  fell  into  the  slots  in  the  three 
hasps.  At  the  same  moment  Omobono  lost  con- 
sciousness; his  last  impression  had  been  that  he  was 
killed  and  was  to  wake  up  in  purgatory,  and  he  had 
made  one  wild  attempt  to  say  a  pr9.yer  when  Tock- 
tamish  whirled  him  off  his  feet,  but  he  could  only 
remember  the  last  words — 

"...  Strength  to  resist  curiosity." 

Then  everything  was  dark,  the  big  locks  snapped 
above  his  head  and  he  knew  nothing  more.  Having 
successfully  accomplished  this  brave  feat,  the  tipsy 
giant  gravely  sat  down  on  the  chest  to  think,  for  he 
had  already  forgotten  that  he  had  meant  to  throw  it 
into  the  Golden  Horn,  and  besides,  even  in  his  con- 
dition, he  knew  very  well  that  four  men  could  hardly 
have  moved  such  a  weight.  As  he  sat  he  stooped 
down  and  drew  the  scattered  contents  of  the  chest 
towards  him,  and  picked  the  small  bags  from  the 
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heaps  of  documents.  Then  it  occurred  to  him  that 
it  would  be  more  convenient  to  put  all  the  coin  into 
one  sack  which  he  could  fasten  to  his  belt.  It  would 
not  be  a  very  heavy  weight,  and  it  was  not  possible 
to  cram  all  the  bags  into  his  wallet.  A  thousand 
gold  ducats  only  weighed  about  twenty  pounds,  by 
goldsmiths'  weight 

When  he  had  put  all  together  in  a  soft  leathern 
sack  which  he  found  empty,  he  got  upon  his  feet, 
with  the  idea  of  going  back  to  rifle  the  house  since 
he  had  not  found  what  he  expected  in  the  safe.  It 
was  familiar  work  to  him,  for  after  he  had  left  Greece 
he  had  been  a  robber  before  he  had  turned  respect- 
able by  taking  service  with  the  Emperor.  He  kicked 
the  strong-box  before  he  went  away. 

"Good-bye,  little  man!"  he  laughed. 

But  there  was  no  answer,  and  at  the  idea  that 
Omobono  was  such  a  fragile  creature  as  to  have  died 
of  fright,  he  laughed  louder  and  slapped  his  huge 
thigh  with  his  hand.  It  seemed  quite  inexpressibly 
funny  to  him  that  anyone  should  actually  die  of 
fear,  of  all  disorders  in  the  world. 
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He  had  fastened  the  leathern  sack  securely  to 
his  belt,  and  he  went  to  the  door  to  let  himself  out 
When  he  found  it  fastened  he  looked  at  it  curiously, 
and  scratched  his  big  head,  trying  to  remember 
whether  he  had  locked  it  after  him  or  not,  for  he  re- 
collected that  he  had  shut  it  lest  anyone  should 
come  upon  him  suddenly.  But  there  was  no  key  in 
the  lock  on  the  inside.  He  might  have  dropped  it, 
or  slipped  it  into  his  wallet,  and  he  began  to  look 
for  it,  going  round  and  round  the  room  and  kicking 
the  papers  and  account-books  hither  and  thither.  It 
was  not  to  be  seen,  and  the  windows  were 
heavily  grated;  but  he  did  not  doubt  his  strength 
to  break  the  door  down.  That  was  a  mere  trifle 
after  all. 

He  shook  it  violently,  struck  it,  kicked  it,  and 
shook  it  again,  but  to  his  stupefaction  it  would  not 
budge  an  inch.  The  servants  had  pushed  a  heavy 
marble  table  against  it,  and  had  piled  up  half  a  ton 
of  furniture;  he  might  as  well  have  tried  to  break 
through  the  wall.  Then  it  occurred  to  him  that 
Qmobono   might   have  taken  the  key.      He  would 
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open  the  box,  though  it  was  a  pity  to  disturb  a  dead 
man  in  such  an  excellent  coffin. 

But  the  box  could  not  be  opened  any  more  than 
the  door,  for  the  springs  had  snapped,  and  he  did 
not  understand  the  complicated  locks.  He  tried 
again  and  again,  but  failed  each  time.  Perhaps  the 
secretary  was  not  dead  after  all.  Tocktamish  would 
speak  to  him,  and  ask  him  how  to  open  the  safe. 

"Little  man,"  he  said,  "I  will  let  you  out  if  you 
will  tell  me  how  to  use  the  keys."  But  the  little 
man  did  not  answer.  If  he  was  alive  and  heard,  he 
had  no  desire  to  be  let  out  while  his  tormentor  was 
in  the  house.  At  the  thought  that  he  could  perhaps 
hear,  but  would  not  speak,  Tocktamish  went  into  a 
paroxysm  of  fury. 

He  seized  the  high  stool  that  stood  beside  the 
desk  and  swung  it  with  terrific  force,  bringing  it 
down  on  the  strong-box,  so  that  it  flew  into  splinters 
with  an  appalling  din.  He  raged,  he  foamed  at  the 
mouth,  he  bawled  and  yelled,  and  he  smashed  one 
piece  of  furniture  after  another  on  the  heavy  iron 
without  producing  the  smallest  impression  on  it,  and 
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without  getting  the  least  answer  from  Omobono,  who 
was  still  half-unconscious,  happily  for  his  nerves,  and 
was  dreaming  that  he  had  taken  refuge  in  a  baker's 
oven  during  a  terrible  thunderstorm. 

The  stool  was  reduced  to  kindling-wood,  two 
large  chairs  had  followed  it,  and  Tocktamish  was  in 
the  act  of  heaving  up  the  desk  itself,  sending  ink- 
stand, pens,  and  papers  flying  to  the  four  comers  of 
the  room,  and  determined  to  crack  the  strong-box 
with  one  tremendous  blow,  when  a  musical  voice 
spoke  gently  through  the  window  nearest  to  him. 
Zo€  and  her  maids  were  there,  and  the  whole  house- 
hold  of  menservants  and  slaves  were  behind  them. 
The  three  girls  were  standing  on  the  broad  stone 
seat  that  ran  round  the  outside  of  the  house  in  the 
Italian  way,  and  they  could  easily  look  through  the 
bars.  In  her  haste  Zoe  had  not  veiled  herself,  and 
when  the  Tartar  caught  sight  of  her  beautiful  face 
at  the  window,  the  effect  on  his  susceptible  senti- 
ments was  instantaneous.  The  vision  was  a  hundred 
times  more  lovely  than  the  handsome  Giustina  who 
had  escaped  him.     He  had  never  seen  anyone  like 
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Zo^  as  she  stood  outside  in  the  quiet  afternoon  sun- 
shine. For  a  moment  or  two  he  was  almost  sober; 
the  desk  fell  from  his  hands  upon  the  iron  chest,  and 
was  not  even  broken,  and  Tocktamish's  hands  hung 
down  by  his  sides  while  he  stared  in  stupid  wonder. 

Zoe  was  glad  that  there  were  ir<Mi  bars  between 
him  and  her,  for  she  had  never  seen  a  human  being 
more  like  a  raging  wild  beast.  She  had  looked 
anxiously  for  Omobono,  but  as  there  was  no  trace  of 
him  nor  of  any  blood,  she  at  once  decided  that  he 
had  been  able  to  get  out  by  some  secret  way,  after 
Lucilla  had  barred  the  door. 

"Where  is  Messer  Carlo?"  were  the  words  which 
arrested  Tocktamish  in  the  act  of  smashing  the  desk. 

He  stood  gazing  at  Zoe  stupidly,  and  as  he  did 
not  answer  she  repeated  her  question,  watching  him 
quietly  so  that  he  should  understand  that  he  was 
completely  in  her  power.  When  he  heard  her  voice 
again  he  made  a  sort  of  instinctive  attempt  to  smoothe 
himself,  as  the  peacock  spreads  his  tail  before  the 
female;  he  pulled  out  his  immense  moustaches,  drew 
his  shaggy  beard  through  his  two  hands,  settled  his 
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fur  papakh  on  his  head,  and  smiled  coriiplacently  as 
he  approached  the  window,  prepared,  in  his  own 
estimation,  to  win  the  heart  of  any  woman  in  Con- 
stantinople. The  exercise  of  breaking  up  the  furni- 
ture had  probably  done  him  good,  for  he  walked 
quite  steadily,  with  his  eyes  wide  open  and  his  big 
head  a  little  on  one  side. 

"Messer  Carlo  ^is  quite  safe  and  very  well,"  he 
answered  when  he  was  near  the  grating.  "He  has 
sent  me  to  get  him  a  little  money,  which  he  greatly 
needs." 

"You  have  a  singular  way  of  executing  his  com- 
mission," observed  Zoe,  looking  at  the  splinters  of  the 
smashed  furniture. 

Tocktamish  felt  that  the  havoc  round  him  must 
be  explained. 

"I  have  been  killing  the  rats,"  he  said.  "It  is 
extraordinary  how  many  rats  and  mice  get  into 
counting-houses  1 " 

"Where  is  Messer  Carlo?"  Zoe  asked  a  third 
time. 
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"Sweet  woolly  ewe-lamb  of  heaven,"  said  Tock- 
tamish,  leaning  on  the  window-sill  and  bringing  his 
face  close  to  the  bars,  "if  you  will  only  give  me  one 
little  kiss,  I  will  tell  you  where  Carlo  is!" 

Zoe  stepped  to  one  side  along  the  stone  seat  on 
which  she  stood,  for  she  saw  that  he  was  going  to 
slip  one  of  his  hands  through  the  grating  to  catch 
her;  and  even  with  the  bars  between  them  he  looked 
as  if  he  could  twist  one  of  her  arms  off  if  she  re- 
sisted him.  Indeed,  she  was  hardly  out  of  his 
reach  in  time.  He  laughed  rather  vacantly  as  he 
grasped  the  air.  The  grating  projected  several  inches 
beyond  the  window,  like  the  end  of  a  cage,  as  the 
gratings  generally  do  in  old  Italian  houses;  and 
though  Zoe  was  on  one  side,  Tocktamish  could  still 
look  at  her. 

"If  you  will  come  inside,  I  will  tell  you  what 
you  wish  to  know,  my  little  dove,"  he  said  with  an 
engaging  leer,  for  he  did  not  really  believe  that  any 
woman  could  resist  him. 

"Thank  you,"  Zoe  answered.     "I  will  not  come 

in,  but  I  will  warn  you.     If  you  will  not  tell  me 

II* 
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where  Messer  Carlo  is,  I  shall  have  you  shot  with 
the  master's  crossbow,  like  a  mad  dog." 

"Shall  I  get  the  bow?"  asked  the  voice  of  Carlo's 
man,  the  Venetian  gondolier,  who  was  an  excellent 
shot,  and  had  won  a  prize  at  the  Lido. 

But  Tocktamish  laughed  scornfully. 

"Your  crossbow  cannot  shoot  through  the  shutters," 
he  said,  for  they  were  very  heavy  ones,  at  least 
three  inches  thick.  "Besides,"  he  added,  "I  can  sit 
on  the  floor  under  the  window,  and  you  will  not  even 
see  me." 

"If  we  cannot  shoot  you,  we  can  starve  you," 
retorted  Zo€. 

"Little  ewe-lamb,"  said  the  Tartar,  "the  heart 
of  Tocktamish  is  fluttering  for  you  like  a  moth  in 
a  lamp.  For  one  kiss  you  shall  have  anything  you 
ask!" 

"Do  you  understand  that  I  mean  to  starve  you?" 
Zoe  asked  sternly. 

"Oh  no,  my  beautiful  pink-and-white  rabbit! 
You  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted!  And  besides,  if 
you  will  not  let  me  out  and  give  me  a  kiss,  my 
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men  will  come  presently  and  burn  Carlo's  house 
down,  and  I  shall  cany  you  away!  Ha  ha!  You 
had  not  thought  of  it!  But  Tocktamish  is  not 
caught  in  the  trap  like  a  cub.  He  is  an  old  wolf, 
and  knows  the  forest  My  men  know  I  am  here, 
and  if  I  do  not  go  back  to  them  within  this  hour 
they  will  come  to  get  me.  That  was  agreed,  and 
I  can  wait  as  long  as  that.  Then  sixty  of  them 
will  come,  and  before  night  we  shall  take  Carlo  to 
the  Emperor  and  give  him  up,  and  tell  all  we  know; 
and  to-morrow  morning  he  will  be  on  a  stake  in  the 
middle  of  the  Hippodrome,  and  it  will  be  the 
third  day  before  he  is  quite  dead!  Ha  ha!  I  re- 
member how  we  watched  that  old  scoundrel  Michael 
Rhangab^!  I  and  my  men  were  on  duty  at  that 
execution!" 

Zo€'s  cheeks  turned  ghastly  white,  and  her  eyes 
gleamed  dangerously.  If  there  had  been  a  weapon 
in  her  hand  at  that  moment  she  could  have  aimed 
well  through  the  grating,  and  Tocktamish's  days 
ysrould  have  ended  abruptly.  But  on  the  other  side 
of  the  bars  the  drunken  Tartar  was  laughing  at  his 
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own  skill  in  frightening  her,  for  he  thought  she 
turned  pale  from  fear. 

"Can  no  one  silence  this  brute?"  she  cried  in  a 
tone  that  trembled  with  anger. 

"It  is  easily  done,"  said  a  voice  she  knew. 

She  turned  and  looked  down  from  the  little  eleva- 
tion of  the  stone  seat,  and  she  saw  the  impassive 
face  of  Gorlias  Ketrogliant  looking  up  to  her. 

"Come  into  the  house,  Kokona,"  he  said,  hold- 
ing up  a  hand  to  help  her  down.  "We  will  send 
him  a  pitcher  of  Messer  Carlo's  oldest  wine  to  help 
him  pass  an  hour  before  his  men  come  to  burn  the 
house  down!" 

Zoe  understood  the  wisdom  of  the  advice;  Tock- 
tamish  would  drink  himself  into  a  stupor  in  a  short 
time. 

"The  astrologer  is  right,"  she  said  to  the  servants. 
"Come  in  with  me,  all  of  you."  She  led  the  way, 
but  Gorlias  lingered  a  moment,  stepped  upon  the 
stone  seat,  and  spoke  to  the  prisoner  in  a  low 
voice. 

"They  will  be  here  in  half  an  hour,"  he  said. 
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"Meanwhile  I  will  send  you  'wine  to  drink.  Are 
you  hungry?" 

"Hungry?"  Tocktamish  laughed  at  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  peacock.  "I  never  dined  better!  But 
send  me  some  wine,  and  when  we  divide,  I  will  have 
that  white-faced  girl  for  my  share.  The  men  may 
have  the  money  here.     Tell  them  so." 

He  slapped  the  well-filled  leathern  sack  at  his 
girdle  as  he  spoke. 

"As  you  please,"  Gorlias  answered  indifferently. 

He  stepped  to  the  ground  again  and  reached  the 
door  in  time  to  enter  with  the  last  of  the  train  that 
followed  Zo€.  In  the  dining-hall  things  had  been 
left  as  they  were  when  Tocktamish  and  Omobono 
went  out.  The  table  was  in  confusion,  and  flooded 
with  wine  that  had  run  down  to  the  floor,  and  two 
or  three  chairs  were  upset  Gorlias  filled  a  silver 
pitcher  with  Chian;  but  when  he  turned  towards  the 
window  Z06  was  the  only  one  who  saw  him  empty 
into  the  wine  the  contents  of  a  small  viol  which  he 
seemed  to  have  had  ready  in  the  palm  of  his  hand. 
He  called  Carlo's  man. 
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"Take  it  to  him,*'  he  said.  "You  can  easily  pass 
it  through  the  bars." 

"It  is  not  much  wine,"  observed  the  man  doubt- 
fully.    "He  will  drink  that  at  a  draught" 

"If  he  asks  for  more,  fill  the  pitcher  again,"  an- 
swered Gorlias.     "If  he  falls  asleep,  let  me  know." 

The  man  went  oft 

"Clear  away  all  that,"  said  Zo€  to  the  men- 
servants  who  stood  looking  on.  "The  master  must 
not  find  this  confusion  when  he  comes  home." 

Her  tone  and  her  manner  imposed  obedience, 
and  besides,  they  knew  that  Tocktamish  was  safe 
for  awhile.  They  began  to  clear  the  table  at  once, 
and  Zoe  left  the  room  followed  by  Gorlias  and  her 
two  maids,  who  had  been  silent  witnesses  of  what 
had  passed. 

Upstairs,  they  left  her  alone  with  the  astrologer, 
and  disappeared  to  discuss  in  whispers  the  wonder- 
ful things  that  were  happening  in  the  house. 

"Where  is  he?"  asked  Zo€,  as  soon  as  the  maids 
were  gone. 
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"He  is  in  a  dry  cistera  near  the  north  wall  of 
the  city." 

"Hiding?" 

"No — a  prisoner.  In  escaping  last  night  he  ran 
among  the  soldiers  who  were  to  have  helped  us,  and 
they  held  him  for  a  ransom.  The  Tartar  came  to 
extort  the  money.     You  know  all." 

"At  least,  he  is  safe  for  the  present,"  Zo€  said, 
but  very  doubtfully,  for  she  did  not  half  believe  what 
she  said. 

"No,"  Gorlias  answered;  "he  is  not  safe  for  long, 
and  we  must  get  him  out  They  demand  a  ransom, 
but  they  know  well  enough  that  even  if  they  get  it 
they  will  not  dare  to  let  him  go  free,  since  he  could 
hang  them  all  by  a  word." 

"What  will  they  do?" 

"If  they  can  get  the  money  they  will  let  him 
starve  to  death  in  the  cistern.  If  they  do  not,  they 
will  give  him  up  to  Andronicus  for  the  reward. 
The  Emperor  has  proclaimed  that  he  will  give  ten 
pounds  of  gold  to  anyone  who  will  bring  him  Carlo 
Zeno,  dead  or  alive.     That  is  not  enough." 
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"The  Emperor  knows  it  was  he?"  asked  Zoe 
with  increasing  anxiety. 

"Yes." 

"How?" 

"I  do  not  know.     Someone  has  betrayed  us." 

"Us  all?" 

"I  fear  so." 

"But  you  yourself?     Do  you  dare  go  about?" 

"I  have  many  disguises,  and  they  who  know  the 
fisherman  do  not  know  the  astrologer." 

"But  if  you  should  be  taken?" 

"A  man  cannot  change  his  destiny.  But  look 
here.  I  have  something  from  Johannes  already.  He 
has  changed  his  mind;  he  regrets  not  having  let  us 
take  him  out  last  night,  and  he  sends  me  this  by  the 
captain's  wife." 

Gorlias  produced  a  parchment  document 

"What  is  it?" 

"The  gift  of  Tenedos  to  Venice." 

"Ah!     If  Messer  Carlo  were  only  free!" 

"Yes — if!"  Gorlias  shook  his  head  thought- 
fully.    "It  will  not  be  easy  to  send  an  answer  to 
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this,"  he  went  on.  "The  woman  brought  it  to 
me  at  the  risk  of  her  Hfe,  and  said  it  would  be 
impossible  for  her  to  come  again.  The  guard  is 
doubled,  and  a  very  different  watch  will  be  kept 
in  future.  I  do  not  believe  that  we  can  bring 
Johannes  out,  as  we  might  have  done  in  spite  of 
those  fellows  last  night.  Yet  I  am  sure  that  if 
Messer  Carlo  were  at  liberty  he  would  try.  He 
would  at  least  send  word,  in  answer  to  this.  But 
the  days  are  over  when  we  used  to  send  letters  up 
and  down  by  a  thread — the  tower  is  watched  from 
the  river  now." 

"Can  you  not  get  in  by  a  disguise?" 

"No.  There  is  not  the  least  chance  of  gaining 
admittance  at  present" 

"I  could,"  said  ZoS  confidently.  "I  am  sure  I 
could!  If  I  went  in  carrying  a  basket  of  linen  on 
my  head  and  dressed  like  a  slave-girl  in  blue  cotton 
with  yellow  leathern  shoes,  I  am  sure  they  would  let 
me  go  to  the  captain's  wife." 

"What  if  your  basket  were  searched  and  the 
letter  found?" 
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"I  would  put  it  into  my  shoe.  They  would  not 
look  for  it  there.*' 

"You  would  run  a  fearful  risk." 

"For  him,  if  it  were  of  any  use,"  Zo€  answered. 
"But  it  will  not  help  him  at  all,  and  if  anything 
happened  to  me  he  would  be  sorry.  Besides,  why 
should  we  send  a  message  that  pretends  to  come 
from  Messer  Carlo  when  he  himself  is  a  prisoner?** 

"This  is  the  case,"  Gorlias  answered.  "The 
soldiers  will  never  let  him  out  till  they  feel  safe 
themselves;  and  the  only  way  to  make  them  sure 
that  there  is  no  danger  is  really  and  truly  to  bring 
Johannes  out  and  set  him  on  the  throne  again.  So 
long  as  Andronicus  reigns  and  may  take  vengeance 
on  them,  they  will  keep  Messer  Carlo  a  prisoner 
to  give  up  at  any  moment,  or  to  starve  him  to 
death  for  their  own  safety — unless  they  murder 
him  outright.  But  I  do  not  believe  that  any  ten  of 
them  would  dare  to  set  upon  him,  for  they  know 
him  well." 

Zo€  smiled,  for  she  was  proud  to  love  a  man 
whom  ten  men  would  not  dare  to  kill. 
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"Then  the  only  way  to  save  him  is  to  free 
Johannes?"  she  said.  "Yes,"  she  went  on,  not 
waiting  for  an  answer,  "I  think  you  are  right.  Even 
if  we  got  them  their  ten  thousand  ducats  they 
would  not  let  him  out  as  long  as  Andronicus  is  at 
Blachemae." 

"That  is  the  truth  of  it,"  Gorlias  answered. 
"Neither  more  nor  less.  Messer  Carlo's  life  depends 
upon  it." 

"Then  it  must  be  done,  come  what  may.  Thank 
God,  I  have  a  life  to  risk  for  him!" 

"You  have  two,"  said  Gorlias  quietly.  "You 
have  mine  also." 

"You  are  very  loyal  to  Johannes,  even  to  risking 
death.     Is  that  what  you  mean?" 

"More  than  that" 

"For  Messer  Carlo,  then?"  Zoe  asked.  "You 
owe  him  some  great  debt  of  gratitude." 

"I  never  saw  him  until  quite  lately,"  Gorlias 
answered.  "You  need  not  know  why  I  am  ready  to 
die  in  this  attempt,  Kok6na  Arethusa." 

Someone  knocked  at  the  outer  door;  Zo€  clapped 
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her  hands  for  her  maids,  and  one  of  them  went  to 
the  entrance.  The  voice  of  Zeno's  man  spoke  from 
outside. 

"The  Tartar  is  fast  asleep  already,"  he  said, 
"and  I  can  hear  the  secretary  moaning  as  if  he  were 
in  great  pain;  but  I  cannot  see  him  through  the 
window.  He  must  be  somewhere  in  the  room,  for  it 
is  his  voice." 

Zo^  made  a  movement  to  go  towards  the  door, 
but  Gorlias  raised  his  hand. 

"I  will  see  to  it,"  he  said.  "I  will  have  the  fel- 
low taken  back  to  his  quarters." 

Zoe  bit  her  lip,  for  she  knew  that  it  would  be 
cruel  and  cowardly  to  hurt  even  such  a  ruffian  as 
Tocktamish,  while  he  was  helpless  under  the  drug 
Gorlias  had  given  him.  But  the  words  he  had 
spoken  rankled  deep,  and  it  was  not  likely  that  she 
should  forget  them. 

"Do  as  you  will,"  she  said. 

Half  an  hour  later  poor  little  Omobono  was  in 
his  bed,  and  Zeno's  man  was  giving  him  a  warm  in- 
fusion of  marsh-mallows  and  camomile  for  his  shaken 
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nerves.  The  money-bags  and  the  papers  had  been 
restored  to  the  strong-box  in  the  counting-house,  and 
Tocktamish  the  Tartar,  sunk  in  a  beatific  slumber, 
was  being  carried  to  his  quarters  in  a  hired  palanquin 
by  four  stalwart  bearers. 

That  was  the  end  of  the  memorable  feast  in  Carlo 
2^no's  house. 

But  Zoe  sat  by  the  open  window,  and  her  heart 
beat  sometimes  very  fast  and  sometimes  very  slow; 
for  she  understood  that  the  plight  of  the  man  she 
loved  was  desperate  indeed. 
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Teie  position  of  Zeno  was  quite  dear  to  Zoe  now, 
and  a  great  wave  of  happiness  lifted  her  and  bore 
her  on  with  it  as  she  realised  that  she  might  save 
his  life  just  when  his  chances  looked  most  hopeless, 
and  that  whether  she  succeeded  or  failed  her  own 
must  certainly  l?e  staked  for  his.  Heroism  is  nearer 
the  surface  in  women  than  in  most  men,  and  often 
goes  quite  as  deep. 

Zo€  had  understood  very  suddenly  how  matters 

stood,  and  that  Tocktamish  and  his  men  meant  to  let 

2^0  perish,  simply  because  he  might  ruin  them  all 

if  he  regained  his  liberty;  or,  if  it  were  found  out 

that  he  was  taken,  they  intended  to  hand  him  over 

to  Andronicus.     It  was  not  at  all   likely  that  they 

would  set  him  free  even  if  they  got  the  great  ransom 

they  demanded. 

12* 
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But  if  by  any  means  Johannes  could  be  brought 
suddenly  fix)m  his  prison,  all  Constantinople  would 
rise  in  revolution  to  set  him  on  the  throne,  and  it 
would  be  as  dangerous  to  keep  his  friend  Zeno  in 
confinement  as  it  now  seemed  rash  to  his  captors  to 
let  hiiTi  out  The  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  reach 
Johannes  himself  and  warn  him,  and  this  €oald  only 
be  accomphshed  by  a  womian.  Gorlias  knew  the 
soldiers,  and  had  as  smch  mihieQce  with  them  as 
anyone,  perhaps,  and  whatever  coidd  be  done  from 
without  he  would  dk>;  yet  it  was  quite  certam  that 
the  men  could  not  be  got  togetiter  agam  imiesi 
Johannes  were  actually  free. 

The  difficulty  lay  there.  To  reach  him  was  one 
thii^,  and  was  within  the  boiandB  of  p06sibilitf ;  to 
bring  him  out  would  be  quite  another.  But  Ut 
had  confidence  in  the  devoti<m  of  liie  captain's  wife, 
of  wham  Goriiaa  had  told  her,  and  beheved  that  in 
such  a.  case  two  women  could  do  more  than  ten 
men. 

Yet  she  saw  that  it  might  be  fatal  to  let  the  im- 
prisoned Emperor   know   that  Zeno  was  himsetf  a 
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prisoner.  To  prevent  this  she  conceived  the  plan  of 
writing  a  letter  in  the  Venetian's  name,  accepting  oa 
behalf  of  the  Republic  the  gift  of  Tenedos,  and 
promising  instant  help  and  Hb^ty.  Zeno  had  given 
his  word  that  he  would  renew  the  attempt  for  the 
sake  of  Tenedos,  though  for  nothing  else;  this  con- 
dition being  accepted,  she  knew  that  nothing  could 
hinder  him  fh>m  keeping  his  word  if  he  were  free. 
She  would  therefore  only  be  writing  for  him  what  he 
himself  would  write  if  he  could;  and  besides^  if  she 
needed  a  more  valid  excuse,  it  would  be  done  to 
save  his  life. 

Her  learning  stood  her  in  good  stead  now  as  she 
carefully  penned  the  answer  on  stout  Paduan  paper. 
She  made  Zeno  thank  the  Emperor  on  behalf  of  the 
Serene  Republic  for  his  generous  gift,  and  say  that 
he  was  ready,  tiiat  not  a  moment  should  be  lost,  and 
that  in  an  hour  the  sovereign  should  be  restored 
to  his  people,  or  Carlo  Zeno  would  die  in  the 
attempt 

This  last  phrase,  as  it  ran  from  her  pen,  seemed 
to  her  a  little  too  theatrical  to  be  Zeno's  own,  but 
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she  determined  to  let  it  stand  for  the  sake  of  the 
impression  it  should  make  on  Johannes.  Zeno  would 
no  more  have  mentioned  such  a  trifle  as  the  risk  of 
life  and  limb  in  anything  he  meant  to  do  than  seamen 
would  stop  to  talk  of  danger  when  ordered  to  shorten 
sail  in  a  dangerous  gale.  Such  things  are  a  part  of 
the  game.  No  sailor  will  spin  a  yam  about  a  storm 
unless  he  has  seen  the  Flying  Dutchman  or  the  Sea 
Serpent  or  the  Man  in  the  Top;  he  is  in  danger  half 
his  life.  But  the  average  modem  soldier,  who  may 
be  under  fire  three  or  four  times  in  his  career,  repeats 
the  story  of  his  battles  to  anyone  who  will  listen. 
Tj^  did  not  know  whether  Johannes  had  ever  seen 
Zeno's  handwriting  or  not,  but  that  mattered  Uttle  in 
those  days,  when  many  fine  gentlemen  could  not 
write  their  own  letters.  She  folded  the  sheet  neatly 
in  a  small  square,  and  placed  it  in  her  shoe  by  way 
of  experiment,  to  see  whether  it  would  stay  there 
while  she  walked. 

She  did  all  this  while  Gorlias  was  gone,  and  be- 
fore he  came  back  the  aftemoon  was  half  over, 
though  the  spring  days  were  growing  long.     He  told 
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her  that  the  Tartar  was  safe  in  his  quarters,  where 
he  would  probably  sleep  till  midnight  at  the  very 
least,  to  the  infinite  rage  and  disgust  of  his  men. 
They  had  expected  him  to  return  laden  with  gold  or 
with  the  secure  promise  of  it,  and  he  had  come  back 
not  only  empty-handed,  but  hopelessly  drunk;  and 
as  they  knew  him  well,  but  did  not  know  that  he 
had  swallowed  a  dose  of  opium  that  would  have  sent 
a  tiger  to  sleep,  they  meditated  in  gloomy  thirst  on 
the  quantity  of  strong  wine  he  must  have  absorbed 
during  an  absence  which  had  only  lasted  two  hours. 
What  he  had  told  Zog  of  their  coming  to  fetch  him 
if  he  stayed  too  long  had  been  a  pure  invention  to 
frighten  her;  they  did  not  even  know  where  he  had 
been,  for  he  had  merely  announced  his  intention  of 
going  out  to  collect  2^no's  ransom  from  the  Venetian 
merchants,  and  his  reputation  for  strength  and  ferocity 
was  such  that  they  had  not  dreamed  of  his  needing 
help. 

Thus  much  Gorlias  had  found  out,  and  he  had 
also  ascertained  that  the  men  were  in  a  thoroughly 
bad   temper  in  consequence  of  the  turn  affairs  had 
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taken,  and  nmch  more  inclined  to  murder  Zeno  than 
to  let  him  out.  As  for  his  whereabouts,  Gorlias  only 
knew  that  he  was  in  one  of  the  many  dry  cisterns 
which  existed  under  old  Constantinople,  and  which 
had  never  been  in  use  since  the  crusaders  had  cut 
the  aqueducts  and  sacked  the  city  more  than  a  hun- 
dred and  seventy  years  earlier.  The  men  who  had 
shut  up  Zeno  knew  where  he  was,  but  it  was  very 
likely  that  they  had  not  ^d  their  comrades.  In 
those  last  days  of  the  Empire  the  fis»'eign  mercenaries 
were  little  better  than  bands  of  robbers,  half-trained 
at  that,  who  pre3red  on  the  peasant  part  of  the 
population,  obeying  their  officers  only  when  it  was 
worth  the  trouble,  and  not  even  practising  thieves* 
honour  in  the  division  of  plunder.  Not  a  day  passed 
dien  without  brawl  and  bloodshed  amongst  the 
soldiery;  hardly  a  night  went  by  without  some  act 
of  violence  and  depredation  for  which  they  were 
responsible.  They  had  stolen  under  Johannes,  they 
robbed  under  Andronicus;  under  Johannes  restored, 
they  would  steal  again.  And  they  drank  perpetually. 
If  Sultan  Anrarad  had  been  the  man  that  Mohammed 
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the  Conqueror  turned  out  to  be  the  Turks  would 
have  been  in  possession  of  Constantinople  folly  eighty 
years  before  they  actually  stormed  it,  and  with  a  tenth 
of  the  loss. 

If  Zeno  had  relied  on  the  eight  hundred  soldiers 
who  had  agreed  to  make  a  revolution  for  Johannes, 
he  had  done  so  because  he  knew  they  could  be 
trusted  to  rise  if  there  was  a  chance  of  plundering 
the  Palace  and  of  cutting  the  throats  of  a  few  hun- 
dred of  their  divers  countaymen  who  had  been  pre- 
ferred before  them  as  a  body-guard,  and  were  there- 
ft>re  their  sworn  enemies.  But  the  instant  those 
delightful  prospects  disappeared  they  cared  no  more 
who  was  Emperor  than  a  cur  cares  who  throws  him 
a  bone;  the  existing  condition  of  things  was  good 
enough  for  them,  and  they  would  risk-  nothing  to 
change  it,  unless  change  meant  wine,  women,  and 
loot  Many  of  them  were  in  reality  Mohammedans 
like  Tocktamish,  and  looked  upon  all  Christians,  in- 
cluding their  employers,  as  their  lawfol  prey — as 
dogs,  moreover,  and  no  great  fighters  at  that,  but 
mostly   cowardly   curs.     It  was    agreeable   to   live 
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amongst  them  because  one  could  beat  them  and 
drink  wine  without  the  disapproval  of  the  grey- 
beards; but  as  for  respecting  them,  a  Tartar  like 
Tocktamish  would  as  soon  have  thought  of  fearing 
them. 

Zo€  knew  all  this,  and  so  did  Gk)rUas,  and  they 
agreed  that  unless  Johannes  could  be  brought  visibly 
before  the  soldiers  there  was  little  chance  of  success, 
and  none  of  saving  Zeno.  The  difficulty  lay  in  the 
fact  that  Johannes  was  kept  in  a  place  even  more 
inaccessible  than  Zeno's  cistern.  The  whole  matter 
was  a  vicious  circle.  He  could  not  be  set  free  unless 
the  troops  rose  for  him;  but  the  troops  would  not 
rise  unless  they  saw  him  in  their  midst;  and  if  th&re 
were  no  rising  Zeno  would  be  starved  to  death  in 
the  well  Gorlias  Pietrogliant  was  a  man  of  resources, 
but  the  problem  completely  baffled  him. 

He  stood  silent  and  in  thought  at  Zo^'s  window; 
she  sat  quite  motionless  on  the  great  divan,  watching 
him  and  thinking  too.  Her  knees  were  drawn  up 
almost  to  her  chin,  and  her  folded  hands  clasped 
them  while  she  looked  straight  at  the  astrologer's 
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back  with  unwinking  eyes.  Neither  he  nor  she  knew 
how  long  they  kept  silence;  it  might  have  been  five 
minutes,  or  it  might  have  been  half  an  hour.  Time 
plays  queer  tricks  when  people  are  in  great  danger 
or  in  great  distress. 

Then  Zo^'s  expression  began  to  change  very 
slowly,  as  an  idea  dawned  upon  her.  It  was  as  if 
she  saw  something  between  her  and  Gorlias,  some- 
thing that  took  shape  by  degrees,  something  new  and 
unexpected  that  presently  grew  to  be  a  whole  picture, 
and  from  a  picture  became  a  real  scene,  full  of  living 
people,  moving  and  talking;  the  tender  mouth  opened 
a  little  as  if  she  were  going  to  speak,  and  the  deli- 
cate nostril  quivered,  the  colour  spread  like  dawn  in 
her  pale  cheeks  and  a  deep  warm  light  came  into 
her  eyes. 

When  the  scene  was  over  and  the  vision  disap- 
peared, she  nodded  slowly,  as  if  satisfied  that  in  her 
waking  dream  she  had  dr^kmed  true. 

"I  have  thought  of  a  way,"  she  said  at  last 

Gorlias  turned,  crossed  the  room  and  stood  be- 
side her  to  listen;  but  he  did  not  think  she  had  any 
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practicable  scheme  to  propose,  and  at  first,  while  she 
was  speaking,  he  was  much  more  inclined  to  follow 
his  own  line  of  thought  than  hers.  Then,  all  at  once, 
he  felt  that  she  had  received  one  of  those  inspirations 
of  the  practical  sense  which  visit  women  who  are 
driven  to  extremities,  and  which  have  been  Ae  won- 
der of  men  since  Jacob's  mother  showed  him  how  to 
steal  his  father's  blessing.  It  is  quite  certain  that  it 
was  a  woman  who  showed  Columbus  the  trick  with 
the  egg,  when  he  himself  was  trying  to  balance  one 
on  its  point.  Only  a  woman  could  have  thought  of 
anything  so  simple. 

And  now,  after  Gorlias  had  vainly  racked  his  in- 
genious brain  for  an  idea,  it  was  the  girl  that  sug- 
gested the  only  possible  one.     He  grasped  it  easOy. 

"It  is  a  daring  plan,  and  it  could  not  succeed  in 
broad  daylight,"  he  said,  when  she  had  finished,  "but 
it  may  at  dusk." 

"It  must,"  Zo«  said  emphatically.  "If  it  fails, 
we  shall  not  see  each  other  again.'* 

"Not  unless  it  occurs  to  Andronicus  to  crudfy 
us  together,"  Gorlias  answered,  rather  gravely.   "Very 
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much  depends  on  our  timing  ourselves  as  exactly  as 
possible." 

"Yes.  Let  it  be  a  little  more  than  half  an  hour 
after  sunset,  just  when  the  dusk  is  closing  in.  Have 
you  everything  you  need?" 

"I  can  get  what  is  lacking.  We  have  three  good 
boiu^  still  before  us." 

"Go,  then,  and  do  not  be  late.  You  know  what 
will  happea  to  me  if  you  do  not  come  just  at  the 
right  time." 

"You  are  risking  more  than  I,"  Gorlias  said. 

"I  have  more  to  lose,  and  more  to  win,"  Zo€  an- 
swered. 

She  was  thinking  of  Zeno, — of  life  with  him,  of 
life  without  him,  and  of  the  life  she  would  give  for 
his.  But  Gorlias  wondered  at  her  courage,  for  it 
was  held  nothing  in  those  days  to  tear  a  living  man 
or  woman  to  shreds,  piecemeal,  on  the  mere  sus- 
picion of  treason,  and  that  would  surely  be  her  fate 
if  he  could  not  carry  out  precisely  and  successfully 
the  plan  she  had  thought  of.  A  delay  of  half  an 
hour  might  mean  death  to  her,  though  it  would  not 
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of  necessity  affect  the  result  so  far  as  Johannes  and 
Zeno  were  concerned. 

Gorlias  left  her  to  make  his  own  preparations. 
When  he  was  gone  Zofi  sent  Yulia  for  Zeno's  own 
man,  Vito,  the  Venetian  boatman.  He  came  and 
stood  on  the  threshold  while  she  spoke  to  him,  out 
of  the  maids'  hearing,  and  in  Italian,  lest  they  should 
creep  near  and  listen. 

"Vito,"  said  Zo^,  "how  is  the  secretary?" 

"Excellency,"  the  Venetian  answered,  "fear  is  an 
ugly  sickness,  which  makes  healthy  men  tremble 
worse  than  the  fever  does." 

He  either  forgot  that  he  was  supposed  to  be 
speaking  to  a  slave  who  had  no  more  claim  to  be 
called  "Excellency"  than  he  had  himself,  and  less, 
if  anything;  or  else  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that 
this  beautiful  Arethusa  whom  he  had  to-day  seen  fw 
the  first  time,  was  not  a  slave  at  all,  but  a  great 
lady  in  disguise. 

"You  are  never  frightened,  are  you,  Vito?"  she 
asked  with  a  smile. 

"I?"  Vito  grinned.     "Am  I  of  iron,  or  of  stcme? 
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Or  am  I  perhaps  a  lion?     When  there  is  fear  I  am 
afraid." 

"But  the  master  is  never  frightened,"  suggested 
Zoe.     "Is  he  of  stone,  then?" 

"Oh,  hel"  Vito  laughed  now,  and  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  "Would  you  compare  me  with  the 
master?  Then  compare  copper  with  gold.  The 
master  is  the  master,  and  that  is  enough,  but  I  am 
only  a  sailor  man  in  his  service.  If  there  is  fight- 
ing, I  fight  while  I  see  that  I  am  the  stronger,  but 
when  I  see  that  I  may  die  I  run  away.  We  are  all 
thus." 

"But  surely  you  would  not  run  away  and  leave 
Messer  Carlo  to  be  killed,  would  you?" 

"No,"  Vito  answered  quite  simply.  "That  would 
be  another  affair.  It  would  be  shame  to  go  home 
alive  if  the  master  were  killed.  When  one  must  die, 
one  must,  as  God  wills.  It  may  be  for  the  master, 
it  may  be  for  Venice.  But  for  myself,  I  ask  you? 
Why  should  I  die  for  nothing?  I  run  away.  It  is 
more  sensible." 

"You  need  not  risk  being  killed  if  you  do  what 


192  ARETEiUSA. 

I  am  going  to  ask,"  Zo€  sai<j[,  for  after  talking  with 
the  man  she  liked  his  honest  face,  and  thought  nooe 
the  less  of  him  for  his  frankness.  "It  is  a  very 
simple  matter." 

"What  is  it,  Excellency?" 

"You  need  not  call  me  that,  Vito,**  answered 
Zoe.  "I  want  you  to  row  me  at  sunset  to  the  land- 
ing which  is  nearest  to  the  Palace  gate.  It  must  be 
the  dirty  little  one  on  this  side  of  the  Amena  tower, 
is  it  not?" 

"That  is  it.  But  without  the  master's  orders " 

Vito  looked  at  her  doubtfully,  for  he  had  been 
reminded  that  she  considered  herself  a  slave,  and 
it  occurred  to  him  that  she  meant  to  escape  in  Zeno's 
absence. 

"Messer  Carlo  would  wish  me  to  go,  if  he  were 
here,"  said  Zo^  quietly,  and  not  at  all  as  if  she  were 
insisting,  for  she  saw  what  was  the  matter. 

"I  have  no  doubt  it  is  as  you  say,"  Vito  an- 
swered.    "But  I  have  no  orders." 

"There  is  a  message  from  the  master  to  some- 
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one  in  the  Palace,"  Zoe  explained.     "No  one  but  I 
can  deliver  it." 

"That  is  easily  said,"  observed  Vito  bluntly. 
"There  are  no  orders."     • 

Zo€  felt  the  blood  rising  to  her  forehead  at  the 
man's  rudeness  and  distrust  of  her,  but  she  controlled 
herself,  for  much  depended  on  obtaining  what  she 
wished. 

"It  is  not  a  message,"  she  said;  "it  is  a 
letter." 

"Where  is  it?"  asked  Vito  incredulously. 

"I  will  show  it  to  you,"  Zo€  answered,  but  she 
first  turned  to  the  maids,  who  waited  at  the  end 
of  the  room.  "Go  and  prepare  me  the  bath,"  she 
said. 

The  two  disappeared,  though  they  did  not  be- 
lieve that  their  mistress  really  wished  to  bathe 
again  so  soon.  When  they  were  gone,  she  stooped 
and  took  the  letter  from  her  shoe,  unfolded  it,  and 
spread  it  out  for  Vito  to  see.  The  effect  it  made 
upon  him  was  instantaneous;  he  looked  at  it  care- 
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fully,   and  took  a  corner  of  it  between  his  thumb 
and  linger. 

"This  is  the  paper  on  which  the  master  writes," 
he  said,  as  if  convinced. 

It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  the  slave  Arethusa 
could  write  at  all,  nor  anyone  else  in  the  house  ex- 
cept Omobono;  and  as  for  the  latter,  if  he  had 
written  anything  he  must  have  done  so  under  Zeno's 
orders.  Writing  of  any  sort  commanded  his  profound 
and  almost  superstitious  respect 

"This  is  certainly  a  letter  from  the  master,"  he 
said,  satisfied  at  last,  after  what  he  considered  a 
thoroughly  conscientious  inspection. 

"And  he  wishes  me  to  deliver  it,"  Zoe  said. 
"If  I  am  to  do  that,  you  must  be  good  enough  to 
take  me  to  the  landing  in  the  boat  There  is  no 
other  way." 

"I  could  take  the  letter  myself,"  Vito  sug- 
gested. 

"No.  Only  a  woman  will  be  allowed  to  pass, 
where  this  must  go." 
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Vito  began  to  understand,  and  nodded  his  head 
wisely. 

"It  is  for  Handsome  John,"  he  said,  with  con- 
viction, and  fixing  his  eyes  on  Zoe's.  "It  is  for 
the  other  Emperor,  whom  the  master  wishes  to  set 
free." 

"Yes — since  you  have  guessed  it,"  Zo^  answered. 
"Will  you  take  me  now?" 

"You  will  take  one  of  your  slaves  with  you,  as 
you  do  when  you  go  out  in  the  boat  with  the  secre- 
tary, I  suppose?" 

Vito  still  felt  a  little  hesitation. 

"No.  I  must  go  alone  with  you.  And  I  myself 
shall  be  dressed  like  a  slave,  and  I  shall  have  a 
basket  of  things  to  carry  on  my  head  to  the  wife  of 
the  gaoler." 

"I  see,"  said  Vito,  who  really  loved  adventure 
for  its  own  sake,  and  was  much  less  inclined  to  run 
away  from  danger  than  he  represented.  "Did  you 
say  you  wished  to  go  at  sunset?" 

"Yes." 

"I  shall  be  ready.     But  it  will  be  better  to  take 
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an  old  boat,  and  I  will  put  on  ragged  clothes,  to  look 
like  a  hired  boatman." 

"Yes;  that  will  be  better." 

Vito  went  away,  delighted  with  the  prospect  be- 
fore him.     He  was  too  young  and  too  true  a  Vene- 
tian not  to  look  forward  with  pleasure  to  rowing  the 
beautiful  Arethusa  up  the  Golden  Horn,  though  he 
was  only  a  servant  and  she  was  the  master's  most 
treasured  possession.    He  felt,  too,  some  manly  pride 
in  the  thought  of  possibly  protecting  her,  for  he  meant 
to  follow  her  ashore  and  look  on  from  a  distance,  to 
see  whether  she  got  safely  into  the  tower,  and  he 
would  wait  until  she  came  out     The  master  would 
expect  that  much  of  him,  at  least 

As  yet,  neither  Vito  nor  any  member  of  the 
household,  except  Zo€,  knew  that  Zeno  was  a  prisoner, 
held  for  ransom.  It  had  pleased  him  to  go  out  of 
his  house  during  the  previous  night,  and  some  im- 
portant business  detained  him;  that  was  all.  When 
he  was  at  leisure  he  would  come  home.  The  men- 
servants  who  had  waited  on  the  guests  and  had  heard 
Tocktamish's  words,  to  the  effect  that  Zeno  had  sent 
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him  for  money,  looked  upon  the  statement  as  a  clumsy 
trick  which  the  half-drunken  robber  was  trying  to 
play  in  Zeno's  absence,  and  as  nothing  more.  But 
they  had  been  far  too  badly  frightened  to  stay  and 
listen,  as  has  been  seen.  To  Vito,  who  was,  never- 
theless, by  far  the  best  of  them,  it  had  been  a  matter 
of  utter  indifference  whether  the  Tartar  cut  the  throats 
of  the  four  guests  or  not,  compared  with  the  urgent 
necessity  of  keeping  out  of  his  reach.  If  the  master 
had  been  present  another  side  of  their  character 
would  have  come  into  play,  but  as  he  was  absent 
they  had  thought  of  their  own  safety  first. 


CHAPTER  IX. 
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The  sun  had  set,  and  the  wide  court  of  Blachernae 
was  filled  with  purple  light  to  the  wall  tops,  like  a 
wine- vat  full  to  the  brim;  and  everything  that  was  in 
the  glow  took  colour  from  it,  as  silver  does  in  clare^ 
the  polished  trappings  of  the  guards'  uniforms,  the 
creamy  marble  steps  of  the  Palace,  the  white  Tunisian 
charger  of  the  officer  who  rode  in  just  then,  and  the 
swallows  that  circled  round  and  round  the  courtyard. 
The  world  moved  in  that  short  deep  dream  that 
comes  just  when  the  sun  has  slipped  away  to  rest, 
when  the  light  is  everywhere  at  once,  so  that  things 
cast  no  shadows  on  the  ground,  because  they  glow 
from  within,  as  in  fairyland,  or  perhaps  in  heaven. 

The  officer  rode  in  on  his  charger,  and  after  him 
entered  a  girl  slave,  dressed  in  coarse  blue  cotton, 
and  carrying  on  her  head  a  small  round  basket,  which 
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was  covered  with  a  clean  white  cloth.  The  four 
comers  of  the  napkin  hung  down,  and  one  of  them 
would  have  flapped  across  her  face  if  she  had  not 
held  it  between  her  teeth  to  keep  it  down.  It  partly 
hid  her  features,  and  her  head  was  tied  up  in  a  blue 
cotton  kerchief  passed  twice  round  and  knotted  upon 
her  forehead.  She  limped  a  little  as  she  walked. 
What  could  be  seen  of  her  face  was  pale  and  quiet, 
and  had  a  rather  fixed  look. 

She  was  walking  boldly  through  the  gate,  without 
slackening  her  pace,  when  one  of  the  two  sentinels 
stopped  her,  and  asked  where  she  was  going.  She 
stood  still,  and  one  hand  steadied  the  basket  on  her 
head,  while  the  other  pointed  to  the  Amena  tower. 

"My  mistress  sends  some  fine  wheat  bread  and 
cream  cheese  to  the  wife  of  the  captain  who  keeps 
the  tower,"  said  Zo^,  affecting  the  mincing  accent 
very  common  with  female  slaves  and  Greek  ladies' 
maids. 

The  second  sentinel,  returning  on  his  short  beat, 
now  came  up  and  stood  on  her  other  side.  He  was 
a  big  Bulgarian,  and  he  lifted  one  comer  of  the  cloth 
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and  looked  down  into  the  basket,  merely  for  the  sake 
of  detaining  the  girl.  He  saw  the  wheaten  loaves 
and  the  cream  cheese  neatly  disposed  on  a  second 
napkin,  and  the  cheese  was  nested  in  green  leaves  to 
keep  it  fresh.  Both  the  soldiers  at  once  thought  of 
tasting  it  with  the  points  of  their  daggers,  but  at 
that  moment  the  officer  of  the  watch  strolled  out  of 
the  guard-house,  a  magnificent  young  man  in  scarlet 
and  gold.  The  two  sentinels  at  once  turned  their 
backs  on  the  cheese  and  Zoe,  and  marched  away  in 
opposite  directions  on  their  beats,  leaving  her  stand- 
ing in  the  middle.  The  officer  was  far  too  high  and 
mighty  a  person  to  look  at  a  slave -girl  or  her 
basket,  and  Zoe  therefore  went  on  without  turning 
her  head,  taking  it  for  granted  that  she  was  now  free 
to  enter.  In  her  baggy  blue  cotton  clothes,  and  with 
her  face  almost  covered  by  the  napkin,  there  was 
nothing  about  her  to  attract  attention,  unless  it  were 
her  slightly  limping  gait;  and  she  instinctively  made 
an  effort  to  walk  evenly,  for  she  could  not  help  feel- 
ing ashamed  of  being  suddenly  lame,  as  perfectly 
sound  and  healthy  people  do.     But  she  realised  that 


204  ARETHUSA. 

the  folded  letter  was  in  the  wrong  shoe  and  increased 
her  lameness,  whereas  if  she  had  carried  it  in  the 
other  it  might  have  made  walking  easier. 

She  went  from  under  the  great  gate  into  the 
Hquid  purple  light  in  the  court,  and  it  was  pleasant 
to  be  in  it  But  then  again  it  made  her  think  of 
yesterday,  when  she  had  sat  in  her  window  at 
sunset,  not  dreaming  of  all  that  was  to  happen  to 
her  in  one  night  and  one  day.  It  made  her  think 
of  the  man  she  loved  so  dearly,  imprisoned  some- 
where under  th6  great  city,  starving  and  thirsting  no 
doubt,  and  face  to  face  with  thoughts  of  death;  and 
it  was  to  save  him  that  she  was  crossing  the  court- 
yard of  Blachemae  disguised  as  a  household  slave. 
It  was  because  there  was  no  other  way;  and  if 
Gorlias  Hetrogliant  failed  her,  or  came  too  late,  the 
end  would  overtake  her  in  a  few  hours,  or  perhaps 
quite  suddenly,  which  would  be  more  merciful.  She 
knew  what  she  was  doing,  and  she  did  not  deceive 
herself.  They  would  put  out  her  eyes  first;  but  that 
would  be  the  least  of  the  cruel  things  they  would  do 
to  her,  if  Gorlias  failed. 
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She  was  only  a  weak  girl,  after  all,  and  once  or 
twice,  when  she  thought  of  the  pain,  a  sharp  little 
shiver  ran  down  her  back  to  her  very  heels,  and 
things  swam  before  her  for  an  instant  in  the  deep 
sea  of  colour;  but  that  only  lasted  for  a  moment, 
and  when  she  reached  the  foot  of  the  tower  and 
went  in  under  the  archway  that  led  to  the  door,  she 
was  thinking  of  Zeno  again,  and  of  nothing  else. 

It  was  as  Gorlias  had  told  her.  A  very  different 
watch  was  set  there  since  the  attempt  of  the  pre- 
vious night,  and  she  found  herself  face  to  face  with 
an  obstacle  she  had  not  anticipated.  The  iron  door 
was  shut  and  was  guarded  by  two  huge  Africans  in 
black  mail  armour,  who  stood  on  either  side  with 
drawn  scimitars. 

They  looked  over  her  head  as  she  approached 
them,  and  they  seemed  to  take  no  notice  of  her 
existence.  She  thought  she  had  never  seen  such 
expressionless  faces  as  theirs;  the  features  were  as 
shiny  and  motionless  as  bronze,  and  the  purple  haze 
of  the  sunset  without  filled  the  deep  arch  and  lent  them 
an  unnatural  colour  which  was  positively  terrifying. 
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"If  you  please,  kind  sirs,"  Zo€  began  as  she 
stood  still,  "my  mistress  sends  some  fine  wheat 
bread  and  fresh  cream  cheese  to  the  wife  of  the 
captain." 

She  might  as  well  have  spoken  to  statues;  neither 
of  the  negroes  paid  the  slightest  attention.  But  she 
was  not  to  be  put  off  so  easily. 

"If  you  please,"  she  repeated  with  pleading 
emphasis  and  more  loudly,  "my  mistress " 

She  stopped  speaking  in  the  middle  of  the 
sentence,  suddenly  scared  by  the  immobihty  of  the 
two  black  men,  and  by  their  size,  and  by  the  purple 
glare  that  was  reflected  from  their  great  polished 
scimitars,  of  which  one  noiseless  sweep  could  sever 
her  head  from  her  body.  They  were  like  the  genii 
in  one  of  those  tales  of  the  Arabian  Nights  which 
Greek  story-tellers  were  then  just  learning  from  the 
Persians,  and  from  the  Tartar  merchants  of  Sa- 
marcand  and  Tashkent.  Zoe  had  listened  to  them 
by  the  hour  when  she  was  a  little  girl,  and  now  she 
suddenly  felt  an  irrational  conviction  that  she  had 
dreamed  herself  into  one  of  them,   and   that  the 
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imprisoned  Emperor  was  guarded  by  supernatural 
beings. 

However,  when  she  looked  at  the  motionless 
features  and  at  the  broad,  polished  blades,  she  did 
not  feel  that  painful  shiver  which  had  run  down  her 
when  she  had  thought  of  being  tortured  by  the 
people  of  the  Palace,  and  she  soon  took  courage 
again  and  began  to  speak  a  third  time. 

"If  you  please,"  she  said,  but  she  got  no  further, 
for  she  had  gently  plucked  at  the  mailed  sleeve  of 
the  man  on  her  right,  to  attract  his  attention,  and 
he  moved  at  once,  and  bent  down  a  little. 

He  touched  his  ear  with  his  left  forefinger  and 
shook  his  head  slowly  to  show  that  he  was  deaf,  and 
pointed  to  his  companion  and  back  to  his  own  ear 
and  shook  his  head  again;  and  then,  to  Zoe*s  horror, 
he  opened  his  enormous  mouth  just  before  her 
eyes,  and  she  saw  that  it  was  empty.  He  had  no 
tongue. 

Johannes  was  guarded  by  deaf  mutes,  and  Zog 
knew  Constantinople  and  the  ways  of  the  Palace 
well  enough  to  understand  that  they  were  placed 
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there  to  make  an  end  of  anyone,  man  or  woman, 
who  should  attempt  to  pass. 

She  tried  signs,  now.  She  took  her  basket  fix>m 
her  head  and  set  it  down  on  the  step  between  the 
sentinels,  and  crouched  on  her  heels  to  uncover  it 
and  show  the  contents.  The  men  saw  and  nodded, 
and  then  inclined  their  heads  to  one  side  in  that 
peculiar  way  which  means  indifference  all  over  the 
East.  And  indeed  they  did  not  care  whether  the 
basket  held  cheese  or  sweetmeats,  and  their  faces 
grew  stony  again  as  they  looked  outwards,  over  her 
head. 

She  covered  up  her  little  basket  disconsolately 
and  rose  to  her  feet.  The  glow  was  b^inning  to 
fade  in  the  courtyard,  and  she  felt  her  heart  sink 
as  the  shadows  deepened.  It  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary to  the  success  of  the  dangerous  enterprise  on 
which  she  and  Gorlias  had  embarked,  that  Johannes 
himself,  or  at  least  the  captain's  wife  should  be 
warned  of  what  was  to  take  place  in  less  than  half 
an  hour.  If  this  could  not  be  done,  everything 
might  go  wrong  at  the  last  minute,  their  deverly 
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concerted  trick  would  fail  and  be  exposed,  and  she 
and  Gorlias,  and  Zeno  himself,  would  probably  pay 
for  their  audacity  with  their  lives. 

The  closed  door  between  the  sentinels  was 
covered  with  iron  and  studded  with  big  nails.  It 
was  perfectly  clear  that  it  must  be  opened  from 
within,  if  at  all,  and  that  the  men  themselves  would 
have  to  knock  or  make  some  other  signal  by  sound 
in  order  to  obtain  entrance  for  anyone  who  was 
really  authorised  to  go  in.  It  was  also  clear  that  if 
the  men  on  the  other  side  of  the  door  were  stone 
deaf  like  the  two  guards,  they  could  not  hear  any 
such  knocking,  and  no  entrance  would  be  possible 
at  all  except  when  those  within  opened  for  some 
reason  of  their  own  or  at  fixed  hours.  Again,  thought 
Zoe,  it  followed  that  there  was  probably  someone 
near  who  could  hear  sounds  from  without,  and  there 
was  always  a  bare  possibility,  in  such  times,  that  this 
person  might  be  a  secret  friend  to  the  prisoner, 
though  supposed  to  be  one  of  his  gaolers. 

All  these  thoughts  flashed  across  her  mind  in  a 
few    seconds,    while    she    was  covering  her  basket. 

Arethusa.  If,  H 
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She  therefore  took  rather  more  time  over  this  than 
was  necessary,  and  as  the  mutes  did  not  show 
signs  of  driving  her  away,  she  at  once  began  to 
sing,  quite  sure  thut  they  could  not  hear  her.  It 
was  a  forlorn  hope,  indeed,  but  Sinyitdng  was  worth 
trying.  Her  voice  sounded  loud  and  clear  under  the 
archway: — 

Over  the  water  to  my  love,  for  the  hour  is  come! 
The  water,  the  blue  water,  the  water  salt  and  the 

water  fresh! 
Open,  my  very  dear  love,  open  thy  door  to  me. 
For  I  have  come  swiftly  over  the  water 

At  this  point,  to  Zo^'s  inexpressible  amazement 
and  delight,  the  door  really  opened,  and  she  almost 
choked  for  sheer  joy. 

The  captain's  wife  appeared  in  the  dim  evening 
light,  standing  well  within,  and  Zoe  recognised  her 
at  once  from  the  description  Gorlias  had  given  of 
her.  The  sentinels,  being  perfectly  deaf,  did  not  at 
first  know  that  the  door  had  been  opened,  as  they 
stood  looking  straight  before  them.  The  stout  woman 
spoke  in  a  low  voice. 
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"By  four  toes  and  by  five  toes,"  she  said,  by  way 
of  answer  to  the  words  Zo€  had  sung. 

The  girl  lost  no  time,  for  there  was  none  to  lose, 
and  though  there  was  little  light  she  saw  that  there 
were  four  or  five  more  armed  Ethiopians  in  the  small 
chamber,  so  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  deliver 
her  letter. 

"Tell  him  from  Carlo  Zeno  to  be  ready  at  once," 
she  said  quickly,  "and  not  to  show  surprise  at  any- 
thing that  happens." 

The  deaf  mutes  outside  now  perceived  that  she 
was  speaking  with  someone,  and  that  the  entrance 
behind  them  was  open.  She  had  just  handed  her 
basket  to  the  captain's  wife  when  the  two  turned 
together  to  see  who  had  opened,  but  almost  at  the 
same  instant  the  heavy  iron  door  swung  quickly  on 
its  hinges  again  and  shut  with  a  clang  that  echoed 
out  to  the  courtyard.  Zoe  sprang  back  hastily  lest 
the  door  itself  should  strike  her  as  it  closed,  and  the 
quick  movement  hurt  her  a  little,  for  she  made  a 
false  step  on  the  foot  with  which  she  limped,  turning 
it  slightly  as  her  weight  came  upon  it. 
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That  one  step  nearly  cost  her  her  life^  for  though 
the  sentinels  were  deaf  and  dumb  they  were  not 
blind.  She  thought  they  were  going  to  let  her  go 
away  unhindered,  and  she  was  already  almost  out  of 
the  archway  when  she  felt  herself  seized  by  the  arms 
from  behind. 

When  she  had  stumbled,  her  low  shoe  had 
turned  a  little,  and  the  folded  letter,  now  useless, 
had  fallen  out.  As  it  was  white,  the  guards  had 
seen  it  instantly  on  the  dark  pavement,  and  one  of 
them  had  picked  it  up  while  the  other  had  caught 
her. 

Zoe  instinctively  struggled  with  all  her  might  for 
a  few  seconds,  but  the  dumb  man  twisted  one  of 
her  arms  behind  her  till  it  was  agony  to  move,  and 
she  was  powerless.  Her  captor  now  handed  her  over 
to  his  companion,  who  had  sheathed  his  scimitar  and 
had  placed  the  letter  inside  his  steel  cap.  She 
could  not  look  round,  but  she  felt  that  the  grip  on 
her  twisted  wrist  changed,  and  she  was  pushed  out 
into  the  courtyard  and  made  to  walk  in  the  direction 
of  the  Palace.     She  could  not  help  limping  much 
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more  than  before,  and  in  the  grasp  of  the  big 
Ethiopian  she  felt  what  a  small  weak  thing  she  would 
be  in  the  tormentors'  hands  if  Gorlias  did  not  come 
in  time. 

The  purple  light  had  almost  faded  below,  and 
the  grey  dusk  was  creeping  up  out  of  the  ground, 
though  the  high  upper  storey  of  the  marble  Palace 
was  still  bathed  in  the  evening  glow,  and  still  a  few 
swallows  circled  round  the  eaves.  Zo€  looked  up  to 
the  vast  cornices  and  at  the  fleecy  pink  clouds  that 
floated  in  the  sky,  and  as  she  was  forced  along,  al- 
most as  fast  as  she  could  walk,  she  wondered  whether 
she  should  ever  again  see  the  bright  noonday  sun. 
It  would  not  take  long  to  kill  her  if  Gorlias  did  not 
come  in  time. 

There  were  many  men  coming  and  going  now, 
and  there  were  guards  in  scarlet,  drawn  up  at  the 
entrance  to  the  Palace  as  if  they  were  waiting.  Some 
slaves,  hastening  away,  paused  a  moment  to  watch 
Zo€  go  by,  smooth-faced  creatures  who  lived  among 
the  Emperor's  women. 
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"There goes  five  hundred  ducats'  worth!"  laughed 
one,  in  a  voice  like  a  girl's. 

"What  has  she  done?"  asked  another,  of  the 
dumb  Ethiopian. 

The  speaker  was  a  newcomer  in  the  Palace,  and 
the  others  jeered  at  him  for  not  knowing  that  the 
man  was  one  of  the  mutes. 

And  he  pushed  and  dragged  Zoe  along  without 
noticing  them.  She  looked  straight  before  her  now, 
at  the  Palace  door,  and  as  she  went,  she  was  in  a 
kind  of  dream,  and  she  wondered  what  the  room  to 
which  she  was  being  taken  would  be  like,  the  place 
where  she  was  presently  to  be  tortured  if  Gorlias  did 
not  come  in  time;  she  wondered  whether  it  would 
be  light  or  dark,  and  what  the  colour  of  the  walls 
would  be. 

The  African  hurt  her  very  much  as  he  forced 
her  along,  though  she  made  no  resistance;  but  she 
did  not  think  of  the  pain  she  felt,  nor  of  the  pain 
she  would  surely  be  made  to  feel  presently.  It 
was  as  if  she  were  detached  from  her  own  per- 
sonality, and  could  speculate  about  what  was  going 
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to  happen  to  her,  and  about  the  men  who  would 
ask  her  questions,  and  about  the  queer-looking  in- 
struments of  torture  that  would  be  brought,  and 
even  the  colour  of  the  executioner's  hair.  She 
fancied  him  a  red-haired  man  with  ugly,  yellow*  eyes 
and  bad  teeth  that  he  showed.  She  did  not  know 
whether  it  were  fear  or  courage  that  so  took  her  out 
of  herself. 

But  all  the  time  she  was  listening  for  a  distant 
sound  that  might  come,  or  that  might  not;  and  her 
hearing  grew  so  sharp  that  she  could  have  heard  it 
a  mile  away,  and  the  distance  between  her  and  the 
Palace  door  grew  shorter  very  quickly,  and  the  ruth- 
less mute  urged  her  along  faster  and  faster,  though 
she  limped  so  badly. 

Then  her  heart  leapt  and  stood  still  a  moment, 
and  the  Ethiopian's  grasp  relaxed  a  little,  and  he 
slackened  his  pace.  Not  that  he  heard  what  she 
heard,  for  he  was  stone  deaf;  but  the  guards  who 
stood  about  the  door  had  begun  to  range  themselves 
in  even  ranks  on  either  side,  and  a  tall  officer  made 
signs  to  the  African  to  stand  out  of  the  way.     The 
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air  rang  with  the  music  of  distant  silver  trumpets, 
there  was  a  subdued  hum  of  many  voices  and  the 
trampling  of  many  horses'  hoofs  on  the  hard  earth 
outside  the  court. 

"The  Emperor  comes!"  cried  the  officer,  again 
motioning  the  mute  and  his  prisoner  away. 

The  man  understood  well  enough,  and  dragged 
her  aside  quickly  and  roughly  out  of  the  straight 
way,  but  not  out  of  sight;  and  the  sounds  grew 
louder,  and  the  trumpet-notes  dearer,  as  the  imperial 
cavalcade  passed  in  under  the  great  gate.  First 
there  rode  a  score  of  guards  on  their  white  horses; 
six  running  footmen  came  next,  in  short  hose  and 
red  tunics  that  fitted  dose  to  their  bodies  and  glared 
in  the  twilight;  then  two  officers  of  the  household  on 
their  chargers;  and  young  Andronicus  himself  rode 
in  on  a  bay  Arab  mare  between  two  ministers  of 
state,  followed  by  many  more  guards  who  pressed 
close  upon  him  to  protect  him  from  any  treacherous 
attack.  He  was  dressed  all  in  cloth  of  gold,  and 
his  tall  Greek  cap  was  wrought  with  gold  and  jewels; 
but  the  day  had  gone  down,  and  neither  the  metal 
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nor  the  stones  gave  any  light,  while  the  scarlet  uni- 
forms of  the  guards  and  footmen  surged  about  him 
like  waves  of  blood  in  the  gathering  dusk. 

The  Ethiopian  held  7x>Q  pinioned  by  the  arms 
and  looked  over  her  head  as  the  Emperor  came 
near.  Andronicus  had  pale  and  suspicious  eyes  that 
searched  every  crowd  for  danger,  and  saw  peril 
everywhere.  He  hung  his  head  a  little,  his  jaw  was 
heavy,  his  lip  was  loose,  and  his  uneasy  glance 
wandered  continually  hither  and  thither.  There  was 
still  plenty  of  light  near  the  Palace,  and  Zo€  saw 
every  little  thing;  and  the  cloth  of  gold  he  wore  was 
lit  up  again  by  the  reflexion  from  the  marble  walls. 

He  saw  the  girl,  too,  but  though  her  hands  were 
behind  her,  he  did  not  see  at  once  that  the  African 
held  them,  for  she  stood  quite  still  and  met  his  gaze. 
Then  he  perceived  that  the  face  was  the  most  lovely 
he  had  ever  seen,  and  he  made  a  motion  in  the 
saddle  that  was  like  the  rising  of  the  snake  when  its 
prey  is  near,  and  his  pale  eyes  gleamed,  and  his 
loose  lower  lip  shook  and  moved  against  the  upper 
one. 
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He  drew  rein  and  spoke  in  a  low  tone  to  the 
minister  on  his  right,  a  Greek  with  a  fawning  face, 
who  instantly  made  a  sign  to  the  girl  to  come  nearer; 
and  the  Ethiopian  mute  saw  the  gesture,  and  pushed 
her  forward  with  one  hand,  close  to  the  Emperor's 
stirrup,  and  with  the  other  hand  he  took  his  steel 
cap  very  carefully  from  his  head,  drawing  it  down 
close  to  his  head  and  over  his  ear  so  that  the  letter 
should  not  fall  out;  then,  still  grasping  Zo^'s  wrist, 
he  held  the  helmet  up  like  a  cup,  so  that  Andronicus 
might  see  what  was  in  it 

The  action  needed  no  explaining,  for  the  young 
usurper  had  himself  ordered  that  his  father  should 
be  guarded  by  the  dumb  Ethiopians  after  the  alarm 
of  the  previous  night.  The  Emperor  looked  down 
at  the  girl's  beautiful  white  face,  but  he  took  the 
letter  from  the  soldier's  steel  cap  and  spread  it  out, 
and  read  it  quickly,  and  then  passed  it  to  the 
minister  at  his  elbow,  who  read  it  too. 

He  looked  at  Zo^  again,  but  in  his  eyes  her 
beauty  was  all  gone  at  once.  She  was  one  of  those 
monsters  that  were  always  conspiring  against  him. 
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against  his  throne  and  his  life;  she  was  one  of  those 
thousands  whom  he  saw  nightly  in  his  dreams  of 
fear,  stealing  upon  him  when  he  was  alone  and  help- 
less, to  blind  him  and  kill  him,  and  to  bear  his 
crowned  father  to  the  throne  high  on  their  shoulders. 
Zoe  might  have  been  as  lovely  as  Aphrodite  herself, 
just  wafted  from  the  foam  of  the  sea  by  the  breath 
of  spring;  to  Andronicus  she  would  have  been  but 
one  of  the  countless  evil  beings  who  for  ever  plotted 
his  destruction. 

But  this  one  was  in  his  power.  He  sat  on  his 
horse  and  looked  down  at  her,  and  his  loose  lips 
smiled;  yet  her  face  was  still  and  proud,  and  in  her 
poor  blue  cotton  slave's  dress  she  faced  him  like  a 
young  goddess. 

"Who  sent  you  with  this?"  he  asked  in  the 
deep  silence,  and  every  man  there  listened  for  her 
answer. 

"Since  you  have  read  it,  you  know,"  she  an- 
swered, and  there  was  no  tremor  in  her  voice. 

"Take  care!    Where  is  this  Venetian,  this  Zeno?" 

"I  do  not  know." 


220  ARETEIUSA. 

"Take  care,  again!     1  ask,  where  is  he?" 

2^  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  though  she 
did  not  take  her  eyes  from  the  young  Emperor's 
face  she  listened  intently  for  a  distant  sound  that 
did  not  come. 

"I  do  not  know  where  he  is,"  she  said  at  last, 
"but  I  think  you  will  see  him  before  long,  for  he 
is  coming  here." 

"Here?"  Andronicus  was  taken  by  surprise. 
"Here?"  he  repeated  in  wonder. 

"Yes,  here,"  Zoe  answered,  "and  soon.  He  has 
business  here  to-night" 

"The  girl  is  mad,"  said  the  Emperor,  looking 
towards  the  ministers. 

"Quite  mad,  your  august  Majesty,"  said  one. 

"Evidently  out  of  her  mind.  Sire,"  echoed  the 
other.  "It  will  be  well  to  put  out  her  eyes  and  let 
her  go." 

The  one  who  had  spoken  first,  the  fawning 
Greek,  made  a  sign  to  an  officer  near  him,  and  the 
latter  gave  an  order  to  one  of  the  running  footmen 
who    stood    waiting.      The    latter   instantly   ran   in 
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through  the  great  open  doorway  of  the  Palace. 
Where  Andronicus  was,  the  torturer  was  never  hard 
to  find. 

*.*And  pray,"  asked  the  Emperor,  with  an  ugly 
smile,  "what  possible  business  can  a  Venetian 
merchant  have  here  at  this  hour?  Will  you  please 
to  tell  us?" 

"A  business  that  will  be  soon  despatched,  if  God 
will,"  answered  Zofi. 

She  could  not  look  away  from  the  man  who  had 
murdered  Michael  Rhangab^,  and  though  she  knew 
what  she  was  risking  if  she  did  not  gain  time,  the 
longing  for  just  vengeance  was  too  strong  for  her,  so 
that  she  could  not  control  her  speech,  and  in  her 
clear  young  voice  Andronicus  heard  an  accent  that 
struck  terror  to  his  heart. 

"She  is  not  mad!"  he  exclaimed  in  sudden 
anxiety.     "She  knows  something!  Make  her  speak!" 

While  the  words  were  on  his  lips  the  running 
footman  returned,  and  after  him  another  man  came 
quickly  carrying  a  worn  leathern  bag.  He  was  very 
tall  and  thin,  and  he  stooped,  he  had  the  face  of  a 
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corpse  and  there  was  no  light  in  his  eyes.  Zo^  did 
not  see  him,  but  he  came  and  stood  behind  her, 
close  to  the  Ethiopian,  and  he  fumbled  in  his  bag; 
and  all  around  the  uniforms  of  the  guard  were  as 
red  as  blood  in  the  twilight. 

"I  am  not  afraid  to  speak,  since  I  am  caught," 
Zoe  said,  answering  the  Emperor's  words,  "and  what 
I  say  is  true.  For  what  you  owe  me,  you  owe  to 
many  and  many  more,  and  the  name  of  that  debt  is 
blood!" 

"She  is  raving!"  cried  Andronicus  in  an  unsteady 
voice. 

"No,  I  am  not  mad,"  Zo^  answered,  speaking 
loud  and  clear.  "Your  reckoning  has  been  due  these 
two  years,  and  a  man  is  coming  within  the  hoiu:  to 
cl^im  it,  and  you  shall  pay  all,  both  to  others  and 
to  me,  whether  you  will  or  not!" 

"Who  is  this  creature?"  asked  the  Emperor,  but 
his  cheeks  were  whiter  now. 

Not  a  sound  broke  the  silence,  and  the  man 
with  the  leathern  bag  crept  a  little  nearer  to  the 
defenceless  girl,  and  the  Ethiopian's  grip  tightened 
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on  her  wrists.  From  somewhere  beyond  the  walls 
of  the  courtyard  the  neighing  of  a  horse  broke  the 
stillness. 

"Who  is  this  girl  that  dares  me  within  my  own 
gates?"  Andronicus  asked  again,  turning  to  his  min- 
isters and  officers. 

The  Greek  with  the  fawning  face  bent  in  his 
saddle  towards  the  young  Emperor  as  if  he  were 
prostrating  himself,  and  he  spoke  in  a  very  low 
voice. 

"Your  Majesty  would  do  well  to  have  her  tongue 
torn  out  before  she  says  more." 

"Who  is  she,  I  say?"  cried  the  sovereign,  sud- 
denly furious,  as  cowards  can  be. 

No  one  spoke.  The  corpse-faced  man  crept 
nearer  to  2^6,  his  dull  eyes  fixed  on  her  features. 
Beyond  the  wall  and  far  off  the  unseen  horse 
neighed  again.  It  was  growing  darker,  but  all 
around,  the  scarlet  tunics  of  the  guards  were  as  red 
as  blood. 

Then  the  answer  came.  The  twisted  lips  of  the 
tormentor    moved    slowly,    and    words    came    from 
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them  in  a  thin,  harsh  voice,  like  the  creaking  of  the 
rack. 

"She  is  Michael  Rhangabe's  daughter." 

"The  Protosparthos?"  The  Emperor's  voice  shook 
again. 

The  corpse-faced  man  nodded  twice  in  assent, 
and  his  thin  lips  writhed  hideously  when  Zo€'s  eyes 
fell  on  him. 

"I  saw  her  at  the  prison  when  I  took  him  out  to 
die,"  he  said. 

His  bony  hand,  all  knotty  and  stained  from  his 
horrid  work,  took  the  girPs  delicate  chin,  forcing  her 
to  turn  her  full  face  to  him;  and  she  quivered  from 
head  to  foot  at  his  touch.  He  knew  well  the  con- 
vulsive shiver  that  ran  through  the  victim  he  touched 
for  the  first  time;  he  could  feel  it  in  his  fingers  as 
the  musician  feels  the  strings;  he  was  familiar  with 
it,  as  the  fisherman's  hand  is  with  the  tremor  and 
tension  of  his  rod  when  a  fish  strikes;  and  he  smiled 
in  a  ghastly  way. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "it  is  she."     And  he  laughed. 
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He  held  her  by  the  chin  and  wagged  her  beauti- 
ful head  to  right  and  left 

Since  the  Emperor  had  spoken  no  sound  had 
been  heard  but  the  torturer's  discordant  voice; 
but  now  the  outraged  girl's  shriek  of  fury  split 
the  air. 

"Wretch!" 

Her  small  hands  suddenly  slipped  through  the 
Ethiopian's  capacious  hold.  Before  he  could  catch 
her  she  had  wrenched  herself  free  from  both  men 
and  had  struck  a  furious  blow  full  in  the  torturer's 
livid  face;  and  though  she  was  but  a  slender  girl 
her  anger  gave  her  a  man's  strength,  and  her  swift- 
ness lent  her  a  sudden  advantage.  The  man  reeled 
back  three  paces  before  he  could  steady  himself 
again. 

"Hold  her!"  cried  Andronicus,  for  he  feared  she 
might  have  a  knife  hidden  on  her,  and  both  her 
hands  were  free. 

But  only  for  that  instant  Though  the  African 
was  huge,  he  was  quick,  and  he  was  behind  her. 
Almost  before  the  Emperor  had  called  out,  Zo€  was 
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a  prisoner  again,  and  the  man  she  had  struck  was 
dose  to  her  with  his  battered  leathern  bag.  He 
looked  up  to  Andronicus  for  a  command  before  he 
began  his  work. 

"Make  her  tell  what  she  knows,"  the  Emperor 
said,  reassured  since  she  was  again  fast  in  the  Afri- 
can's great  hands. 

He  leaned  forward  a  little,  the  better  tcT  hear 
the  words  which  pain  was  to  draw  from  Zo^'s  lips, 
and  the  Greek  minister  settled  himself  comfortably 
in  the  saddle  to  enjoy  the  rare  amusement  of  seeing 
a  beautiful  and  noble  girl  deliberately  tortured  before 
half  a  hundred  men.  Some  of  the  guards  also  pressed 
upon  each  other  to  see;  but  there  were  some  among 
them  who  had  served  under  Rhangab^,  and  these 
looked  into  one  another's  faces  and  spoke  words 
almost  under  their  breath,  that  all  together  sweDed 
to  a  low  murmur,  such  as  the  tide  makes  on  a  still 
night  just  when  it  turns  back  from  the  ebb. 

The  sunset  had  faded,  but  there  was  light  enough 
to  see  the  dark  bruise  across  the  corpse-like  face 
where  Zoe  had  struck  it  with  all  her  might 
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The  man  opened  his  old  leathern  bag,  and  his 
stained  hands  fumbled  in  it,  amongst  irons  that  were 
brown  but  not  rusty,  and  thongs  plaited  with  wire, 
and  strangely  shaped  tools  in  which  there  were  well- 
greased  screws  that  turned  easily. 

But  all  these  his  knotty  fingers  rejected.  He 
knew  each  by  the  touch.  They  were  good  enough 
for  ordinary  slaves,  or  perhaps  for  a  double-dealing 
steward,  or  even  a  lying  courtier.  For  a  highborn 
maiden  victim  he  had  an  instrument  far  more  refined 
and  exquisitely  keen  than  any  of  these  things,  and 
he  treasured  it  as  a  very  rare  possession  which  never 
left  him  day  or  night;  for  it  had  been  sent  to  him 
from  very  far  away  in  the  south  as  a  present  of  great 
value;  and  it  was  alive,  and  needed  the  warmth  of 
his  body  constantly  lest  it  should  die.  But  there 
was  something  in  the  bag  that  belonged  to  it  and 
must  be  found  before  it  could  be  taken  from  its  little 
cage  of  silver  filigree  in  the  bosom  of  the  corpse- 
faced  man. 

He  found  it.     His  stained  hand  drew  firom  the 

bag  a  dry  walnut.     With  the  point  of  the  knife  he 
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wore  at  his  belt  he  split  it  carefully,  and  turned  the 
nut  out  of  one  of  the  half  shells,  tossing  the  other 
into  the  bag. 

The  Greek  minister  watched  him  with  the  deepest 
interest,  but  Andronicus  drummed  impatiently  with 
his  gloved  fingers  on  the  high  gUt  pummel  of  his 
saddle.  Yet  it  was  all  very  quickly  done,  and  though 
there  was  less  light  there  was  still  enough;  and  while 
he  waited  the  Emperor  again  read  the  letter  Zo6  had 
dropped. 

But  she  watched  him,  calm  and  fearless,  and 
ready  to  face  death  if  need  be;  she  wondered  what 
sort  of  hold  Carlo  Zeno  would  take  on  his  neck, 
when  all  was  known.  And  she  saw  red  all  round 
him  and  behind  him  and  beside  him  up  to  his  knees, 
the  red  of  the  guards'  tunics  that  were  like  scarlet 
stains  in  the  twilight  air. 

Once  more  the  restless  horse  neighed,  far  off,  and 
another  answered  him. 

Then  the  man  was  ready.  He  took  his  knife 
and  ripped  Zo^'s  blue  cotton  tunic  from  her  throat 
to  her  left  shoulder  and  down  her  side,  and  she  tried 
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not  even  to  shudder,  for  she  did  not  know  what  was 
coming,  but  she  would  die  bravely;  and  when  she 
was  dead  Zeno  would  come,  and  Gorlias,  and  they 
would  avenge  her.  Death  was  but  death,  even  by 
torture,  and  there  were  worse  things  in  life  which  had 
been  spared  her. 

Furthermore,  if  she  died,  it  would  be  for  a  good 
cause,  as  well  as  to  help  Zeno  to  be  free.  There- 
fore, now  that  it  was  all  decided,  she  looked  a  last 
time  at  the  face  of  Adronicus,  loose-lipped  and  cruel, 
and  then  shut  her  eyes  and  prayed  God  that  she 
might  neither  flinch  nor  utter  one  word  that  could 
hinder  the  end,  if  it  was  at  hand,  as  she  still  hoped. 

She  felt  the  chilly  air  on  her  shoulder  and  side, 
and  then  something  small  and  hard  was  pressed 
against  her,  just  under  her  arm;  and  hands  that  felt 
like  horns,  but  were  horribly  quick  and  skilful,  put  a 
bandage  round  her  and  drew  it  tight,  and  it  kept 
the  thing  in  its  place. 

But  under  that  thing,  which  was  the  half  walnut 
shell,  something  small  was  alive  and  moved  slowly 
round  and  round.     There  was  no  real  pain  at  first, 
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but  she  felt  that  the  slow  and  delicate  irritation  might 
drive  her  mad. 

Then,  suddenly,  a  thrill  of  wild  agony  ran  through 
her  and  convulsed  her  body  against  her  will,  but 
many  hands  held  her  now  and  she  could  not  move. 
The  horrible  borer-beetle  had  begun  to  work  its  way 
into  her  flesh,  under  the  walnut  shell. 

The  corpse-faced  man  had  watched  her  atten- 
tively, and  when  he  saw  her  start  his  creaking  voice 
was  heard  in  the  stillness. 

"She  will  speak  before  you  can' count  ten  score," 
he  said. 
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ZoE  had  closed  her  eyes  to  bear  the  pain  better, 
and  a  tiny  drop  of  blood  slowly  trickled  from  the  lip 
she  had  bitten  in  the  first  moment  of  the  torture. 
It  made  a  thin,  dark  line  from  her  mouth  downward, 
a  little  on  the  left  side,  over  her  white  chin.  Her 
breath  came  in  deep  and  quivering  sobs,  drawn 
through  her  clenched  teeth,  but  no  other  sound 
escaped  her  in  those  awful  seconds.  She  was  pray- 
ing that  death  might  come  soon,  but  she  did  not  ask 
for  strength  to  be  silent;  that  she  had,  for  Carlo 
Zeno's  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of  the  just  vengeance 
that  would  overtake  Andronicus  when  she  was  dead, 
if  only  he  were  not  warned  of  what  was  perhaps  so 
near.  She  thought  she  might  die  of  the  pain  only; 
she  was  sure  that  she  must  faint  away  if  it  lasted 
many  moments  longer. 
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The  Emperor  bent  down  in  his  saddle  to  see  her 
agonised  white  face  more  clearly  in  the  gathering 
gloom,  and  to  catch  the  least  syllable  she  might 
speak;  and  his  loose  lip  moved,  for  he  was  counting 
to  himself,  counting  the  ten  score,  after  which  she 
would  be  able  to  bear  no  more  and  would  tell  him 
where  the  danger  was.  For  the  corpse-faced  man 
knew  his  business,  and  his  experience  had  been  wide 
and  long,  and  the  Emperor  knew  that  he  never  made 
a  mistake.  Moreover,  the  Greek  minister  smiled  with 
sheer  pleasure  at  the  sight,  and  hoped  that  his  master 
would  command  them  to  put  the  girl  to  death  by 
very  slow  torments. 

The  guards,  too,  crowded  upon  each  other  to  see, 
but  they  were  not  all  silent  now;  for  there  were 
brave  men  amongst  them,  savage  adventurers  from 
the  wild  mountains  beyond  the  Black  Sea,  who  feared 
neither  Gk)d,  nor  Emperor,  nor  man;  and  they  did 
not  like  the  sight  they  saw,  and  they  said  words  one 
to  another  in  strange  tongues  which  the  Greeks  could 
not  understand. 

Andronicus  counted  slowly  to  twenty,  and  then 
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Still  more  slowly  to  forty,  and  the  tortured  girPs  sharp 
breathing  irritated  him. 

"Speak!"  he  cried,  in  a  tone  that  was  low  and 
angry.  "Tell  me  where  the  danger  is,  or  the  thing 
shall  eat  out  your  heart!" 

Then  the  answer  came,  but  not  in  Zo€'s  voice, 
nor  by  one  voice,  but  by  many,  loud  and  deep;  and 
though  the  words  were  confused,  some  could  be 
heard  well  enough;  and  they  told  the  loose-lipped 
cowardly  youth  where  the  danger  was,  for  it  was 
upon  him. 

"Johannes!  Johannes  reigns!  God  and  the  Em- 
peror!    Emperor  Johannes!" 

That  was  what  the  voices  shouted  from  the  gate, 
as  the  multitude  swept  in,  driving  the  sentinels  and 
guards  before  them  as  the  gale  drives  dry  leaves. 
With  but  one  breathing-space  for  thought  and  resolve, 
the  guards  in  their  scarlet  tunics  closed  round  An- 
dronicus  like  waves  of  blood  in  the  deep  dusk,  and 
he  went  down  under  them,  and  heard  them  answer 
the  coming  people — 

"Johannes  reigns!     Emperor  Johannes!" 
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Zo^  heard  the  cry  through  her  torment  and  for- 
got the  pain  for  one  moment,  and  the  next,  the  dumh 
Ethiopian  who  had  held  her,  slit  the  torturer's  bandage 
and  plucked  the  walnut  shell  from  under  her  arm, 
with  its  living  contents,  and  threw  them  away;  for  he 
had  seen  Andronicus  go  down,  and  knew  that  there 
was  a  new  master.  Then  some  of  the  men,  who  re- 
membered it  afterwards,  saw  the  corpse-faced  man 
grovelling  on  the  ground  and  searching  for  his  trea- 
sure, which  could  make  the  toughest  victim  speak 
before  one  could  count  ten  score;  for  he  served  the 
Emperor,  whoever  he  might  be,  as  he  and  his  father 
before  him  had  served  many.  No  one  ever  killed 
the  torturer.  So  he  went  amongst  the  trampling  feet 
on  his  hands  and  knees,  feeling  nothing,  if  so  be 
that  he  might  find  his  pet  and  get  it  back  safely 
into  its  cage  in  his  bosom.  And  when  he  found  it 
still  in  the  walnut  shell,  by  the  strange  chance  that 
protects  all  evil,  he  laughed  like  a  maniac  and  slipped 
between  the  guards*  legs  on  all  fours,  like  a  hideous 
white-faced  ape,  and  ran  away  into  the  Palace. 

Zoe  had  opened  her  eyes,  and  the  pain  was  gone, 
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leaving  only  a  throb  behind,  and  she  gathered  her 
torn  tunic  to  her  neck  with  one  hand  as  best  she 
could  and  slipped  out  of  the  turmoil;  and  only  she, 
of  all  those  that  heard  the  first  shout,  knew  how  it 
was  that  the  people  were  cheering  for  the  delivered 
Emperor,  while  Johannes  was  still  shut  up  in  the 
tower  and  guarded  by  the  deaf-and-dumb  Africans; 
and  in  the  glorious  triumph  of  her  plan  she  forgot 
everything  else  but  the  man  she  loved,  and  he  was 
safe  now,  beyond  all  doubt  Was  he  not  the  friend 
of  the  restored  Johannes?  The  soldiers  would  not 
dare,  on  their  lives,  to  keep  him  a  prisoner  now,  not 
for  one  hour,  not  for  one  moment. 

And  there  he  rode,  surely  enough,  in  the  front 
rank  of  the  multitude,  on  the  right  hand  of  Emperor 
John.  She  knew  him,  though  the  last  grey  light  was 
fading  from  the  sky.  She  would  have  known  him  in 
the  dark,  it  seemed  to  her  that  if  she  had  been  blind 
she  would  have  known  that  he  was  near;  and  her 
joy  rose  in  her  throat,  after  the  torture  she  had 
endured,  and  almost  choked  her,  so  that  she  reeled 
unsteadily  and  gasped  for  breath. 
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He  was  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Emperor  John, 
"Handsome  John,"  whom  the  people  had  once  loved 
and  whom  they  were  now  ready  to  love  again,  having 
tasted  of  the  scorpions  with  which  Andronicus  had 
regaled  them.  "Handsome  John,"  with  his  splendid 
brown  beard — the  light  of  torches  flashed  upon  it 
now — and  his  cloth-of-gold  cloak  drawn  closely  round 
him  like  a  bishop's  cope,  so  that  it  hid  his  hands 
and  half  his  bridle  on  each  side,  and  covered  the 
back  of  his  head,  too,  and  a  great  part  of  his  cheeks; 
he  wore  the  tall  imperial  head-dress  also,  and  it 
shaded  his  eyes.  The  people  had  recc^nised  him 
more  by  his  fine  beard  and  his  cloth  of  gold  than 
by  his  face,  but  the  beard  was  unmistakable;  and 
besides,  there  were  men  with  him  who  scattered 
coins  to  the  multitude,  and  those  coins  were  good. 
But  the  followers  who  were  nearest  to  him  and  Zeno, 
and  who  pressed  round  them  both  to  defend  them,  if 
need  be,  were  almost  all  sailors,  Venetian  shipwrights 
and  workmen  from  the  docks,  though  Tocktamish's 
Tartars  were  close  behind,  making  a  tremendous  shout- 
ing, and  striking  their  long  tasselled  spears  against 
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each  other  after  their  manner,  with  a  clatter  of  wood 
Hke  a  monstrous  rattle;  and  other  soldiers  had  joined 
them  by  hundreds,  and  after  them  pressed  the 
artisans  of  Constantinople,  the  Bulgarian  blacksmiths, 
the  Italian  stone-cutters  and  masons,  the  Moorish 
armourers  and  the  Syrian  sword-smiths  from  Damascus, 
the  Sicilian  rope-makers,  the  Persian  silk-weavers, 
and  the  Smymiote  carpet-weavers,  arid  the  linen- 
weavers  from  Alexandria  with  many  others;  and 
every  man  who  was  not  a  soldier  had  something  in 
his  hand  for  a  weapon — a  hammer,  a  mallet,  or  a 
carpet-maker's  staff,  or  only  a  stout  cudgel.  And 
they  ran,  and  pushed,  and  forced  their  way  through 
the  gate,  spreading  out  again  within  the  court, 
cheering  and  yelling  for  Johannes  in  a  dozen  languages 
at  once. 

The.  Emperor  John  sat  quite  still  on  his  horse, 
wrapped  in  his  cloak,  but  Zeno  rode  forward,  till  he 
was  almost  upon  the  knot  of  the  guards  who  had 
pulled  down  Andronicus,  and  he  threw  up  his  hand, 
crying  out  to  the  men  not  to  kill,  in  a  voice  that 
dominated  the  terrific  din;  and  he  was  but  just  in 
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time,  for  he  was  only  obeyed  because  he  offered  a 
reward. 

"Ten  pounds  of  gold  for  AndrcHiicus  alive!"  he 
shouted. 

For  that  was  the  price  Andronicus  had  set  on 
his  head  that  morning,  and  what  was  enough  for 
Zeno  was  enough  for  an  Emperor.  So  half  a  dozen 
of  the  guards  dragged  the  man  alive  into  the  Palace, 
and  bound  him  securely  with  his  hands  behind  him, 
and  stripped  off  his  jewels  and  his  gold,  and  kicked 
him  into  a  small  secret  room  behind  the  porter's 
lodge,  and  shut  the  door.  There  the  corpse-faced 
man  was  squatting  in  a  dark  comer,  blowing  some 
coals  to  a  glow  in  an  earthen  pan,  because  he  might 
soon  be  called  to  do  more  work,  and  unless  the 
vinegar  was  really  boiling  hot  the  fumes  of  it  would 
not  put  out  the  eyesight  As  Andronicus  lay  on  the 
floor  he  could  see  the  man. 

But  outside,  the  confusion  grew  and  the  noise 
increased  as  the  people  poured  into  the  vast  court- 
yard and  pressed  behind  upon  those  who  had  entered 
before  them. 
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Then  the  door  of  the  tower  in  the  corner  was 
opened  from  within,  and  the  African  mutes  came  out 
and  joined  the  other  soldiers,  and  from  an  upper 
window  the  captain  and  his  wife  looked  down,  and 
by  the  help  of  what  she  told  him  he  understood  that 
it  was  time  to  set  his  prisoner  free,  if  he  did  not 
mean  to  risk  being  torn  to  shreds  by  the  people, 
though  he  could  not  at  all  understand  who  it  was 
whom  he  saw  on  horseback  in  the  torchlight,  dressed 
in  cloth  of  cold,  with  the  imperial  head-dress  on  his 
head,  for  he  knew  well  enough  that  so  long  as  the 
key  of  the  upper  prison  hung  at  his  own  belt,  Johannes 
could  not  get  out.  Yet  there  was  no  mistaking  the  cry 
of  the  people,  and  his  wife  urged  him  not  to  lose 
time. 

The  crowd  was  surging  towards  the  tower  now, 
led  by  Zeno  and  the  Emperor,  and  they  and  their 
sailors  and  dockmen  kept  in  front  of  the  crowd  to  be 
the  first  to  dismount  and  enter  the  tower,  and  then 
the  sailors  kept  the  throng  back,  telling  them  that 
Johannes  had  gone  in  to  free  his  youngest  son,  and 
the  two  men  who  had  the  deep  bags  of  money  threw 
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lavish  handfiils  to  the  people,  to  amuse  them  while 
they  waited. 

But  when  Zeno  and  the  Emperor  came  out  again, 
Johannes'  face  was  all  uncovered,  and  the  cloth-of- 
gold  cope  hung  loosely  on  his  shoulders;  and  by  the 
glare  of  many  torches  everyone  knew  that  it  was 
Johannes  himself,  and  none  other,  and  men  cheered 
and  yelled  till  they  were  hoarse. 

After  the  Emperor  and  Zeno  came  a  man  whom 
no  one  had  seen  go  in  with  them,  and  he  had  a 
very  scanty  dark  beard  and  was  dressed  in  quiet 
brown,  though  he  wore  a  horseman's  boots,  and  he 
was  Gorlias  Pietrogliant,  who  had  acted  so  well  the 
part  which  Zo^  had  imagined  for  him. 

But  Zeno  knew  nothing  of  Arethusa,  yesterday 
his  slave,  and  since  last  night  the  woman  of  his  heart, 
for  in  the  haste  and  stress  of  that  tremendous  half- 
hour,  Gorlias  could  tell  him  nothing,  except  that  he 
was  Gorlias  and  not  the  Emperor,  and  that  the  deed 
giving  Tenedos  over  to  Venice  was  signed  and  in  his 
bosom;  and  Zeno  supposed  that  he  had  devised  all 
the  wonderful   scheme,   which   looked  so  simple  as 
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soon  as  it  began  to  be  carried  out  Arethusa,  he 
thought,  was  safe  at  home;  sleepless,  worn  out  with 
waiting,  trembling  with  anxiety,  perhaps,  but  safe. 
Now  that  the  deed  was  done,  now  that  Andronicus 
was  bound,  and  Johannes,  his  father,  was  restored  to 
the  throne.  Carlo  Zeno  thought  only  of  leaving  Con- 
stantinople without  delay,  before  the  Emperor  could 
take  back  his  word,  and  revoke  the  cession  of  Tenedos. 
For  Zeno  did  not  put  his  trust  in  Oriental  princes, 
and  feared  the  Greeks  even  when  they  offered  gifts. 
With  a  swift  Venetian  vessel  and  a  fair  wind,  the 
coveted  island  could  be  reached  in  two  days,  or  even 
less;  its  governor  had  always  at  heart  been  faithful 
to  Johannes,  and  would  obey  the  deed  which  Gk>rlias 
had  thrust  into  Zeno's  hand  in  the  tower,  and  if  once 
the  standard  of  St.  Mark  were  raised  on  the  fort 
there  was  small  chance  that  any  enemy  would  be 
able  to  tear  it  down. 

Therefore,  just  when  the  soldiers  were  lifting 
Johannes  from  his  horse  to  carry  him  to  the  throne-, 
room  with  wild  triumph  and  rejoicing,  Zeno  slipped 

from  the  saddle  to  escape  notice,  elbowed  his  way 

16* 


244  ARETHUSA. 

to  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  and  was  on  the  point 
of  making  for  the  gate  when  Gorlias  found  him  again. 

"Arethusa  asks  you  to  come  to  her,"  Gk>rlias 
said. 

"I  am  going " 

"No.  She  is  here.  It  was  all  her  plan;  she 
risked  her  life  for  it,  we  were  a  few  moments  late, 
and  she  has  been  tortured.     Come  quickly!" 

Zeno's  face  changed.  Gorlias  saw  that,  even  in 
the  dim  light  of  the  now  distant  torches.  It  was 
the  change  that  comes  into  a  master  swordsman's 
face  when  he  makes  up  his  mind  to  kill,  after  only 
defending  himself  because  his  adversary  has  tried 
some  dastardly  murderous  trick  of  fence.  But  Zeno 
said  nothing  as  he  strode  swiftly  by  his  companion's 
side. 

Gorlias  had  found  her  and  had  brought  her  into 
the  lower  chamber  of  the  tower,  now  deserted  by 
the  guards.  The  captain's  wife  had  been  standing 
at  the  door,  not  daring  to  go  out  amongst  the  half- 
frantic  soldiers.  She  might  have  fared  ill  at  their 
hands  if  she  had  been  recognised  just  then  as  the 
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wife  •  of  the  Emperor's  gaoler.  So  she  had  stood 
under  the  archway,  watching  and  listening,  and 
Gorlias  had  given  Zoe  half-fainting  into  her  care 
while  he  went  to  find  Zeno. 

She  had  taken  the  girl  on  her  knees  like  a 
child,  while  she  herself  sat  on  the  narrow  stone 
bench  that  ran  round  the  wall,  for  there  was  no 
furniture  of  any  sort  there.  Zo6's  head  lay  upon 
the  shoulder  of  the  big  woman,  who  gently  smoothed 
and  patted  the  soft  brown  hair,  and  rocked  the 
light  figure  on  her  knees  with  a  side  motion  as 
nurses  do.  She  did  not  know  what  was  the  matter, 
but  she  recognised  the  girl  who  had  brought  the 
message  and  who  had  been  caught  outside  the  door. 

Then  Zeno  came,  and  in  a  moment  he  was 
close  beside  Zofi;  resting  one  knee  on  the  stone 
bench,  bending  down  and  very  tenderly  lifting  the 
lovely  head  into  his  owii  arm. 

She  knew  his  touch,  she  turned  her  face  up 
with  a  great  effort,  for  she  had  hardly  any  strength 
left,  and  her  lids  that  were  but  half-closed  like  a 
dying  person's,  quivered  and  opened,  and  for  ouq 
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instant  her  eyes  were  full  of  light     Her  voice  came 
to  h\m  from  far  off,  almost  from  the  other  world. 

"Safe!    Ah,  thank  God!   It  was  worth  the  pain!" 

Then  she  fainted  quite  away  in  his  arms,  but 
he  knew  that  she  was  not  d3dng,  for  he  had  seen 
many  pass  from  life,  and  the  signs  were  familiar 
to  him. 

He  gathered  her  to  him  and  carried  her  lightly 
through  the  open  door,  where  Gorlias  was  ready; 
and  Gorlias  knew  where  Vito  was  waiting  with  the 
skiff  at  the  old  landing  not  far  below  the  tower,  and 
he  helped  the  boatman  to  row  them  home. 

Thus  ended  that  long  day,  which  had  so  nearly 
been  Zo^'s  last  and  Zeno's  too;  and  when  she 
opened  her  eyes  again  and  found  herself  lying  on 
her  own  divan  under  the  soft  light  of  the  lamps, 
and  looked  into  his  anxious,  loving  face,  all  the 
weariness  sank  away  from  her  own,  and  for  an 
instant  she  felt  as  strong  as  if  she  had  freshly 
waked  from  rest;  then  she  put  up  her  arms  to- 
gether, though  it  hurt  her  very  much  to  lift  the 
left  one,  and  she  clasped  her  hands  round  his  hand- 
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some  brown  neck  and  drew  him  down  to  her  with- 
out a  word. 

It  was  only  for  a  moment.  Her  strength  failed 
her  again,  and  he  felt  her  little  hands  relax;  so  he 
knelt  down  by  the  divan  and  laid  his  cheek  upon 
the  edge  of  her  pillow,  so  that  he  could  look  into 
her  face,  and  they  both  smiled;  and  his  smile  was 
anxious,  but  hers  was  satisfied.  He  did  not  know 
what  they  had  done  to  her,  but  he  was  sure  that 
she  needed  care. 

"You  are  suffering,"  he  said.  "What  shall  I  do? 
Shall  I  send  for  a  physician?" 

"No.  Stay  with  me.  Let  me  look  at  you.  That 
is  all  I  need." 

Her  speech  came  in  short,  sofl  phrases,  like 
kisses  from  lips  half-asleep,  when  there  is  a  little 
dream  between  each  sentence  and  the  next.  But 
even  when  she  was  asleep  he  still  knelt  beside  her, 
and  now  and  then  her  body  quivered,  and  she 
drew  a  sharp  breath  suddenly  as  if  the  pain  she  had 
borne  ran  through  her  again,  though  more  in  mem- 
ory than  in  real  suffering  now. 
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Zeno  left  her  when  she  was  breathing  quietly, 
after  ordering  the  two  little  maids  to  watch  her  by 
turns,  or  at  least  to  go  to  sleep  very  near  her,  in 
case  she  should  wake  and  call.  He  himself  was 
worn  out  with  fatigue  and  hunger,  for  he  had  not 
tasted  anything  since  he  had  supped  with  Zo€  on 
the  previous  evening.  He  went  down  to  his  own 
rooms,  where  Vito  had  prepared  him  food  and  wine, 
which  he  had  asked  Gorlias  to  share  with  him.  But 
the  ex-astrologer  was  gone,  and  the  master  ate  and 
drank  alone  that  night,  smiling  now  and  then  at  the 
recollection  of  the  dark  hours  in  the  dry  cistern,  and 
giving  orders  to  Vito  about  the  journey  which  was  to 
be  begun  on  the  moiyow,  if  possible.  And  Vito  gave 
him  a  detailed  account  of  what  had  happened  in  his 
absence. 


252  ARETHUSA. 

Now  that  Zo€  was  safe  he  was  supremely  happy. 
In  his  heart  the  fighting  man  had  detested  the  peace- 
ful merchant's  life  he  had  chosen  to  lead  for  more 
than  two  years,  and  already,  in  imagination,  his 
hands  were  on  the  helm,  the  salt  spray  was  in  his 
face,  and  his  ship  was  going  free  on  her  course  for 
the  wonderful  Isles  of  Adventure. 

But  by  the  orders  he  gave  while  he  ate  his 
supper,  Vito  understood  that  he  was  not  going  alone. 
When  had  Carlo  Zeno  ever  taken  rich  carpets,  soft 
cushions,  silver  basins,  and  delicate  provisions  to  sea 
with  him,  except  as  merchandise,  packed  in  bales 
and  stowed  below?  A  camp-bed  ashore,  a  ham- 
mock at  sea,  were  enough  for  his  comfort  Vito 
mentally  noted  each  order,  and  when  the  time  came 
he  had  forgotten  nothing;  but  he  asked  no  ques- 
tions. 

Early  in  the  morning,  when  Zeno  had  learned 
that  Zo^  was  still  asleep,  he  went  down  to  the 
harbour  and  found  that  Sebastian  Comer's  ship  was 
to  sail  the  next  day  at  dawn,  the  same  vessel  that 
had  brought  the  letter  from  Venice  which  had  led 


ARETHUSA.  253 

him  to  buy  Arethusa;  the  very  galley  by  which  she 
should  have  been  carried  to  Marco  Pesaro,  if  Zeno 
had  not  thought  better  of  the  matter  before  drawing 
the  three  hundred  ducats. 

Now  Sebastian  Corner  was  a  brave  captain,  as 
well  as  a  man  of  business,  and  could  be  trusted;  and 
when  Zeno  had  shown  him  the  deed  which  gave 
Tenedos  to  the  Serene  Republic  he  did  not  hesitate, 
but  promised  to  help  Carlo  to  take  possession  of  the 
island  within  three  days,  before  Johannes  could  change 
his  mind.  So  that  matter  was  settled,  and  Zeno 
departed,  saying  that  he  would  send  his  baggage  on 
board  during  the  day. 

When  he  came  home  he  found  the  secretary 
waiting  with  his  tale  of  woe.  Omobono  looked  and 
felt  like  an  elderly  sick  lamb,  very  sorry  for  him- 
self and  terribly  anxious  not  to  be  blamed  for  what 
had  happened,  while  equally  afraid  of  being  scolded 
for  talking  too  much.  He  had  passed  through  the 
most  awful  ordeal  of  his  peaceful  life  very  bravely, 
he  believed;  and  if  Zeno  had  called  him  a  cack- 
ling  hen   that  morning  the  shock  might  have  un- 
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settled  his  brain,   and  would  certainly  have  broken 
his  heart. 

But  Zeno  had  been  informed  by  Vito  of  the 
events  that  had  disturbed  his  household,  and  knew 
that  Omobono  had  done  his  best,  considering  what 
his  worst  might  have  been,  he  being  of  a  timid 
temperament 

"You  did  very  well,"  said  the  master.  "In  ancient 
days,  Omobono,  those  who  died  for  their  faith  were 
indeed  venerated  as  martyrs,  but  those  who  suffered 
and  lived  were  afterwards  revered  as  confessors.  That 
is  your  position." 

This  piece  of  information  Zeno  had  acquired, 
with  more  of  the  same  kind,  when  he  had  expected 
to  be  made  a  canon  of  Patras.  Omobono's  heart 
glowed  at  the  praise. 

"And  the  confessor,  sir,  has  the  advantage  of 
being  alive  and  can  still  be  useful,"  he  ventured  to 
suggest,  though  with  some  diffidence. 

"Precisely,"  Zeno  assented.  "A  live  dog  is  better 
than  a  dead  lion.     I  mean  a  watch-dog,  of  course. 
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Omobono,"  he  added  rather  hastily,  "a  faithful  watch- 
dog." 

Omobono's  appearance  that  morning  did  not 
suggest  the  guardian  of  the  flock,  the  shepherd's 
shaggy  friend.  Not  in  the  least;  but  he  was  pleased, 
and  when  he  was  told  that  he  was  to  pack  his 
belongings  and  make  ready  to  leave  Constantinople 
for  a  trip  to  Venice  his  delight  actually  brought  a 
little  colour  into  his  grey  cheeks. 

"And  may  I  inquire,    sir,"    he   began,    "about 

the "  he  paused  and  looked  significantly  at  the 

ceiling,  to  indicate  the  upper  storey  of  the  house, — 
"about  the  lady?"  he  added,  finishing  his  question 
at  last 

"She  goes  with  us,"  answered  Zeno  briefly. 

"Yes,  sir.  But  may  I  ask  whether  it  will  be  part 
of  my  duty  to  be  responsible  for  her?" 

"You?"  Zeno  looked  at  the  little  man  in  un- 
disguised astonishment. 

"I  mean,  sir,  on  Messer  Marco  Pesaro's  account. 
I  had  understood " 

"No,"  said  Zeno,  "you  had  not  understood." 
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"But  then,  sir- 


» 


"Omobono,  I  have  often  warned  you  against  your 
curiosity." 

"Yes,  sir.  I  pray  every  day  for  strength  to  with- 
stand it  Nevertheless,  though  I  know  it  is  a  sin 
it  sometimes  leads  me  to  learn  things  which  are  of 
use.  I  do  not  think  that  if  you  knew  what  I  know, 
sir,  you  would  contemplate  the  possibility  of  dis- 
posing of " 

"You  talk  too  much,"  said  Zeno.  "If  you  have 
anything  to  say,  then  say  it.  If  you  have  nothing  to 
say,  then  say  nothing.  But  do  not  talk.  What  have 
you  found  out?" 

Thus  deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  telling  a  long 
story,  Omobono  conscientiously  tried  to  impart  his 
information  in  the  fewest  possible  words. 

"The  lady  is  not  called  Arethusa,  sir.  Before  she 
sold  herself  to  Rustan  to  save  her  people  from  star- 
\tation  she  was  called  Zoe  Rhangab6,  the  daughter 
of  the  Protosparthos  who  was  executed  by  Androni- 


cus " 


ARETHUSA.  257 

"Rhangab^?"  repeated  Zeno,  not  believing  him; 
for  it  was  a  great  name,  and  is  still. 

"Yes,  sir.  But  that  was  not  her  name,  either, 
for  he  and  his  wife  had  adopted  her  because  they 
had  no  children,  but  afterwards  two  boys  were  bom 
to  them " 

"Confound  their  boys!"  interrupted  Zeno.  "Who 
is  she?" 

"Her  real  name  is  Bianca  Giustiniani;  she  is  a 
Venetian  by  birth,  and  her  father  and  mother  died 
of  the  plague  here  soon  after  she  was  bom.  You 
see,  sir,  under  the  circumstances,  and  although  the 
lady  called  herself  a  slave,  such  a  conmiission  as 
Messer  Marco  Pesaro's " 

"Omobono,"  said  Zeno,  interrupting  him  again, 
"get  a  priest  here  at  once.  I  am  going  to  be 
married." 

"Married,  sir?"     The  little  secretary  was  aghast 

"Send  Vito  for  the  priest!" 

And  before  Omobono  could  say  more,  Zeno  had 
left  the  room. 

He  found  Zofi  standing  by  the  open  window,  and 
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the  morning  sun  was  still  streaming  in.  Her  hair 
was  not  taken  up  yet,  but  lay  like  silk  all  oyer  her 
shoulders,  still  damp  from  the  bath.  She  was  a  little 
pale,  as  a  flower  that  has  blossomed  in  a  dark  room, 
and  the  rough  white  silk  of  the  robe  she  drew  dosdy 
round  her  showed  by  contrast  the  delicate  tint  and 
texture  of  her  skin,  and  the  sweet  fi:^eshness  of  the 
tender  and  spiritual  mouth. 

He  took  her  hand  and  looked  at  her  earnestly 
before  he  spoke.  Only  a  night,  a  day  and  a  night 
had  passed  since  he  had  understood  what  had  hidden 
itself  in  his  heart  for  weeks.  That  same  truth  had 
stolen  into  hers,  too,  but  she  had  known  what  it 
meant. 

"You  kept  your  secret  well,"  he  said — "too 
welll" 

She  shook  her  head,  thinking  he  spoke  of  ha: 
love. 

"You  knew  it  long  ago,"  she  answered.  "And 
what  you  did  not  know,  you  guessed.  You  kept 
yours  better  far." 

"I  kept  that  one  from  myself,  as  best  I  could," 
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said  he,  understanding  what  she  meant.  "I  could 
not  keep  it  for  ever!  But  since  we  know  that  we 
love,  our  life  begins  here,  and  together.  Together, 
because  you  saved  mine — I  know  everything,  for  they 
have  told  me;  and  so  my  life  is  yours,  and  yours  is 
mine,  because  we  were  bom  to  mate,  as  falcons  mate 
with  falcons,  doves  with  doves,  and  song-birds  with 
song-birds." 

"Say  falcons!"  laughed  Zofi.  "I  like  the  brave 
bird  better!" 

"I  do,  too, — and  so  my  little  falcon,  Arethusa, 
we  must  wing  it  together  to  a  safer  nest  before 
Tocktamish  or  some  other  barbarian  stirs  up  a 
counter-revolution.     Will  you  come  with  me?" 

She  smiled  and  laid  her  hand  in  his. 

"Am  I  not  your  bought  slave?"  she  asked.  "I 
must  obey." 

"That  is  not  enough.  We  are  Christian  man 
and  maid.  You  shall  go  with  me  in  honour  to  my 
own  people." 

"A  gentleman  of  Venice  cannot  marry  a  slave," 

she  objected,  though  she  smiled. 

17* 
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He  laughed,  happily,  and  drew  back  from  her 
a  little. 

"A  gentleman  of  Venice  may  do  what  seems 
good  in  his  own  eyes,  if  it  be  not  treason,'*  he 
said.  "I  publish  the  banns  of  marriage  between 
Messer  Carlo  Zeno,  of  Venice,  bachelor,  and  Are- 
thusa " 

"Of  Rustan  Karaboghazji's  slave-market,  spinster!" 
suggested  Zo^,  laughing  with  hinL  "It  is  a  noble 
alliance  for  the  great  Doge's  house,  sir!" 

«0h!  You  talk  of  Doges?  Then  I  will  put  it 
in  another  way,  as  the  priest  will  say  it  presently, 
for  I  think  he  is  waiting  downstairs  by  this  time,  and 
Omobono  is  teaching  him  his  lesson." 

"How  shall  you  put  it?" 

"Bianca  Giustiniani,  wilt  thou  take  this  man  to 
be  thy  wedded  husband?" 

She  was  taken  by  surprise,  and  for  a  moment 
the  words  would  not  come. 

"Wilt  thou  take  this  man?"  he  asked  again,  but 
more  softly  now,  and  nearer  to  her  lips,  though  he 
did  not  see  them;  for  he  thought  he  saw  her  soul 
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in  her  brave  brown  eyes,  and  as  for  her  answer,  he 
knew  it 

•  •  •  •  • 

Now  the  rest  of  Zeno's  life,  with  much  of  what 
the  story-teller  has  told  here,  is  extant  in  very  bad 
Latin,  written  by  one  of  his  grandsons,  the  good 
bishop  Jacopo  Zeno  of  Belluno:  how  he  sailed  down 
the  Dardanelles,  and  made  good  the  Emperor  John's 
gift  of  Tenedos  to  the  Republic;  and  how  the 
Genoese  tried  hard  to  take  it  from  him;  and  how  he 
fought  like  the  hero  he  was,  with  a  handful  of  men 
against  a  host,  and  drove  them  off  and  saved  the 
island;  and  also  how  he  lived  to  save  Venice  herself 
from  them  when  all  seemed  lost,  and  broke  their 
power  for  ever  afterwards;  and  how  he  did  many 
other  glorious  and  great  things,  all  after  he  had 
taken  Bianca  Giustiniani  to  wife. 


THE  END. 
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Anna  of  the  Five  Towns  i  v.  —  Those 
United  States  i  v.  —  The  Regent  i  v.  — 
The  Tiuth  about  an  Author,  and  Literary 
Taste  IV.  —  The  City  of  Pleasure  i  v.  — 
Hugo  IV.  —  Paris  Nights  i  v.  —  The  Plain 
Man  and  his  Wife,  etc.  i  v.  —  Friendslni) 
and  Happiness,  etc.  i  v.  —  The  Love 
Match  I  v.  — ^  How  to  make  the  Best  of 
Life  XV.  —  Riceyman  Steps  i  v.  —  Ihe 
Loot  of  Cities  x  v.  —  Elsie  and  the  Child 


I  v. 


( Vide  Eden  Phillpotts.) 


Benson,  E.  F. 
Dodo  IV.  —  The  Rubicon  i  v.  —  Scarle. 
and  Hyssop  i  v.  —  The  Book  of  Months  i  vi 
—  The  Relentless  City  x  v.  —  The  Chal- 
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loners  it.—  An  Act  in  a  Backwater  i  v. 

—  The  Imag^e  in  the  Sand  8  v.  —  The 
Angel  o{  Pain  2  v.  —  Paul  a  v.  —  The 
House  of  Defence  2  v. —  The  Blotting  Book 
IV.  —  A  Reaping  i  v.  —  Daisy's  Aunt 
IV.  —  The  Osbornes  i  v.  —  Account  Ren- 
dered I  V.  —  Tuggemaat  i  v.  — -  Mrs.  Ames 
IV.  —  The  Weaker  Vessel  2  v.  —  Thorley 
Weir  XV. —  Dodo  the  Second  x  v.  — Visible 
and  Invisible  x  v.  —  David  of  King's  x  v. 

—  Rea  X  V. 

BeRMii,  RobMi  Hugh. 

The  Necromancers  x  v. — A  Winnowing  x  ▼. 

—  None  Other  Grods  x  v.  —  The  Dawn  of 
All  IV.  —  The  Coward  x  y.  —  An  Average 
Man  2  V. 

BesAiit,  Sir  Walter,  1 1901. . 
The  Revolt  of    Man    x  v.  —  Dorothy 
Forster  2  v.  —  Children  of  Gibeon  a  v.  — 
The  World  went  very  well  then  a  v.  — 
Katharine  Regina  x  r.  —  Herr  Paulus  2  v. 

—  The  Inner  House  i  v.  —  The  Bell  of 
St.  Paul's  2  v.  —  For  Faith  and  Freedohr 
2  v.  —  Amaorel  of  Lyonesse  2  v.  —  Ver- 
bena Camellia  Stephanotis,  etc.  x  v.  -^ 
Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice  2  v.  -^ 
The  Master  Craftsman  2  v. — A  Fountain 
Sealed  x  v.  —  The  Orange  Girl  a  v.  — 
The  Fourth  Generation  x  v.  —  The  Lady 
of  Lynn  2  v. 

Besant,  Sir  Walter,  f  1901 ,  4  lames 
Rice,  t  1882. 
The   Golden    Butterfly    2   t.  —  Ready- 
Money  Mortiboy  2  v.  —  By  Celia's  Arbour 
2  V. 

Betham-Edwarde,  ■. 
The  Sylvestres  x  v.  —  Felicia  2  v.  — 
Brother  Gabriel  a  v.  —  Forestalled  x  v.  — 
Exchange  no  Robbery,  and  other  No- 
velettes IV.  —  Disarmed  x  v.  —  Doctor 
Jacob  XV.  —  Pearla  x  v.  —  Next  of  Kin 
Wanted  x  v.  —The  Parting  of  the  Ways 
XV.  —  The  Romance  of  a  French  Par- 
sonage x  v.  —  France  of  To-day  i  v.  —  Two 
Aunts  and  a  Nephew  i  v.  —  A  Dream  of 
Millions  i  v.  — The  Curb  of  Honour  i  v. 

—  France  of  To-day  ( Second  Series)  x  v.— 
A  Romance  of  Dijon  x  v.  —  The  Dream- 
Charlotte  XV.  —  A  Storm-Rent  Sky  i  v.  — 
Reminiscences  'i  v.  —  The  Lord  of  the 
Harvest  i  v.  —  Anglo-French  Reminis- 
cences, 1875  — 1899  X  v.— A  Suffolk  Court- 
ship IV.  —  Mock  Beggars'  Hall  i  v.  — 
East  of  Paris  x  v. — A  Humble  Lover  x  v. — 
Barham  Brocklebank,  M.  D.  x  v.—  Martha 
Rose,  Teacher  i  v.  —  From  an  Islington 
Window  X  v.- 

Blerce,  Ambroee  (Am.), 
'n  the  Midst  of  Life  x  v. 


Birohenoagh,  label  C 

Potsherds  xv. 

I 
Bitland,  E.  (Am.) :  vide  Rboda  Breagli- 
ton. 

Bismarck,  Prince:  vide  Butler.  Vide 
also  Wilhelm  QSrIach  (CoUection  of 
(jrerman  Authors,  p.  29) ,  and  WhKmaa. 

Black,  William,  1 1898. 

In  Silk  Attire  2  v.  —  A  Princess  of  Thnle 
2V. —  Kilmenyxv. — TheMaidofKilleena, 
and  other  Stories  x  v. — Three  Feathers  2  v. 

—  Madcap  Violet  2  v.  —  Green  Pastures 
and  Piccadilly  2  v.  —  Madeod  of  Dare  2  v. 

—  Sunrise  2  v.  —  The  BeautifixlWretcfa  i  v. 
— ShandonBells  (withPortrait)  2  v.— J  udith 
Shakespeare  a  v.  —  The  Wise  Women  of 
In  vemess,etc.  x  v.  — White  Heather  z  v.— 
Sa  bina  Zembra  2  v.  —The  Strange  Adven- 
tures ofaHouse-Boat2V. — InFarLochaber 
2  V.  -  The  New  Prince  Fortunatns  2  v.  — 
Stand  Kast, Craig- Royston lav.  —  Donald 
Ross  of  Heimra  2  v.  —  The  Magic  Ink, 
and  other  Tales  x  v.  — Wdfenberg  a  v.  — 
The  H.indsome  Humes  2  v.  —  Highland 
Cousins  2  V. —  Briseis  2  v. — Wild  Eelin  2  v. 

Biackmore,  Richard  Doddridge,  1 190^ 

Alice  Lorraine  2  v.  —  Maxy  Anerley  3  \ 

—  Christowell  2  y.  -^  Tominy  Upmorr 
a  T.  —  Perlycross  2  y. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales  from  "Blackwood"  (Firti Serin) 
X  V. — Tales  from  *'  Blackwood  "  (Secend 
Seriet)  xv. 

Blagden,  Isa,  1 1873. 

The  Woman  I  loved,  and  the  Woaaa 
who  loved  me;  A  Tuscan  Wedding  x  v. 

Blesslngton,   Conntess  of  (Maignerits 
Gardiner),  f  1849. 

Meredith  i  v.  —  Strathem  a  ▼.  —  Me- 
moirs of  a  Femme  de  Chambre  x  v.  - 
Marmaduke  Herbert  2  ▼.  —  Country 
Quarters  (with  Portrait)  a  ▼. 


Boldrewood,  Rolf. 

Robbery  under  Arms  a  v.  —  Neve 
2  V. 

Braddon,  llss  (Mrs.  Maxwell). 

Lady  Audley^s  Secret  2  v.   — 
Floyd  a  V.  — Eleanor's  Victory  2  v,  - 
Marchmont's  Legacy  a  v.  —  Hear 
bar   2  v.  — The  Doctor's  Wife  ' 
Sirjasper's  Tenant  •  v.  — Thr  ^  •  ' 
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2  V.  —  Rupert  Grodwin  2  v.  —  Dead-Sea 
Fruit  2  V.  — Run  to  Earth  2  v.  —  Fen  ton's 
Quest  2  V.  —  The  Levels  of  Arden  2  v.  — 
Strangers  and  Pilgrims  2  v.  —  Lucius  Da- 
voren  3  V.  —  Taken  at  tlie  Flood  3  V.  — 
Lost  for  Love  2  v.  -—  A  Strange  World  2  v. 

—  Hostages  to  Fortune  2  v.  —  Joshua 
Haggard's  Daughter  2  v.  —  Weavers  and 
Weft  XV.  —  In  Great  Waters,  and  other 
Tales  I  V.  —  An  Open  Verdict  3  V.  —  Vixen 

3  V.  —  The  Cloven  Foot  3  V.  —  The  Story 
of  Barbara  2  v.  —  Asphodel  3  V.  —  ^fount 
Koyal  2  V.  — TheGoldenCalf 2v.  —  Flower 
and  Weed  I  v.  —  Phantom  Fortune  3  V. — 
Ishmael  3  v.  — Wyllard's  Weird  3  v,  — ^  One 
Thing  Needful  2  v.  —  Cut  by  the  County 
IV.  —  Like  and  Unlike  2  v.  —  The  Fatal 
Three  2  v.  —  The  Day  will  come  2  v.  — 
Gerard  2  v.  —  All  along  the  River  2  v.  — 
Thou  art  the  Man  2  v.  —  The  Christmas 
Hirelings,  etc.  i  v.  —  Sons  of  Fire  2  v.  — 
London  Pride  2  v.  —  Rough  Justice  2  v.  — 
In  High  Places  2  v,  —  His  Darling  Sin  x  v. 

—  The  Infidel  2  v.  —  The  Conflict  2  v.  — 
The  Rose  of  Life  2  v.  —  During  Her  Ma- 
jesty's Pleasure  x  v. 

Brassey,  Lady,  1 1887. 

A  Voyage  in  the  "Sunbeam"  2  v.  — 
Sunshine  and  Storm  in  the  East  2  v.  —  In 
the  Trades,  the  Tropics  and  the  Roaring 
Forties  2  v. 

**  Bread-Wlnnert,  the,"  Author  of  (Am.). 
The  Bread  -Winners  i  v. 

Bret  Harte:  vide  Harte. 

Brock,  Rev.  William,  1 1875. 
Sir  Henry  Havelock,  K.  C.  B.  i  v. 

BrontS,  Charlotte:  vide  Cunrer  Bell. 

BrontS,  Emily  4  Anno:   vide  Ellis  4 
Acton  Bell. 

Brooks,  Shirley,  t  X874. 
The  Silver  Cord  3  V.  —  Sooner  or  Later 

Broome,  Lady  (Lady  Barker). 

Station  Life  in  New  Zealand  x  v.  — 
Station  Amusements  in  New  Zealand 
XV.  —  A  Year's  Housekeeping  in  South 
Africa  XV.  —  Letters  to  Guy,  and  A  Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues  x  v.  —  Colonial 
Mer     ries  x  v.     {Vide  p.  29.) 

Bi     |hton,  Rhode. 

Con  I  up  as  a  Flower  x  v.  —  Not 
wise      *  it  too  weU  2  v.  —  Red  as  a  Rose 


is  She  a  V.  —  Tales  for  Christmas  Eve 
IV.  —  Nancy  a  v.  — Joan  2  v.  —  Second 
Thoughts  2  V.  —  Belinda  2  v.  —  Doctor 
Cupid  2  V.  —  Alas  I  2  v.  —  Mrs.  Blisli 
IV.  —  Scylla  or  Charybdis?  x  v.  —  Tlie 
Game  and  the  Candle  x  v.  —  Foes  in  Law 
X  V.  —  Mamma  x  v.  — The  Devil  and  the 
Deep  Sea  i  v.  —  Between  Two  Stools  1  v. 

—  Concerning  a  Vow  x  v. 

Broughton,  Rhode,  4  Elizabeth  BIsland 

(Am.). 

A  Widower  Indeed  i  v. 

Brown,  John,  1 1882. 
Rab  and  his  Friends,  and  other  Papers  x  v. 

Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1 1861. 

A  Selection  from  her  Poetry  (with  Por- 
trait) IV.  —  Aurora  Leigh  x  v. 

Browning,  Robert,  1 1889. 
Poetical  Works  (with  Portrait)  4  v. 

Bullen,  Frank  T. 
The  Cruise  of  the  «'  Cachalot"  2  v. 

Bulwer,  Edward,  Lord  Lytton,  1 1^73. 
Pelham  (with  Portrait)  i  v.  —  Eugene 
Aram  i  v.  —  Paul  Clifford  i  v.  —  Zanoni 
IV. — The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii  xv. — 
The  Disowned  i  v.  —  Ernest  Maltravers 
IV.  —  Alice  IV.  —  Eva,  and  The  Pilgrims 
of  the  Rhine  i  v.  —  Devereuz  i  v.  — 
Godolphin  and  Falkland  x  v.  —  Rienzi 
2  V.  —  Night  and  Morning  i  v.  —  Athens 
a  V.  —  The  Poems  and  Ballads  of  Schiller 
IV. —  Lucretia  2  v.  —  The  NewTimon ,  and 
St.Stephen's  i  v.  — ^The  Caxtons  2  v.  —  My 
Novel  4  V.  — What  will  he  do  with  it?  4  v. 

—  Dramatic  Works  2  v.  —  Caxtoniana  2  v. 

—  The  Lost  Tales  of  Miletus  x  v.  —  Mis- 
cellaneous Prose  Works  4  V.  —  Odes  and 
Epodesof  Horace  2V.  —  Kenelm  Chillingly 
4  V.  —  The  Coming  Race  x  v.  —  The  Pa- 
risians 4  V.  —  Pausanias,  the  Spartan  x  v. 

Bulwer,  Henry  Lytton  (Lord  Dalling), 
t 1872. 

Historical  Characters  2  v.  —  The  Life  of 
Viscount  Palmerston  3  v. 

Bunyan,  John,  1 1688. 
The  Pilgrim's  Progress  i  v. 

"Burled  Alone,"    Author   of    (Charles 
Wood). 
Buried  Alone  i  v, 

Burnett,  Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson  (Am.). 

Through  one  Administration  2  v.  —  Little 
Lord   Fauntleroy    i  v.  —  Sara   Crewe, 
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and  Editha's  Burglar  x  v The  Pretty 

Sister  of  J  os6  i  v.  —  The  Secret  Garden  i  v. 

Burney,     Miss     (Madame    D'Arblay), 
t  1840. 
£velina  i  v. 

Burns,  Robert,  1 1796. 
Poetical  Works  (with  Portrait)  z  y. 

BurroHohs,  Edgtr  Rloe  (Am.). 

Tarzan  of  the  Apes  i  ▼.  —  The  Return 
ofTarzan  iv. — Jungle  Tales  of  Tarzan  iv. 
—  The  Beasts  of  Tarxan  1  y.  —  Tarzan 
and  the  Golden  Lion  x  y.  —  The  Son  of 
Tarzan  z  v. 

Burton,  Riohtrd  F.,  t  X890. 
A  Pilgrimage  to  Mecca  and  Medina  3  y. 

Bury,  Baroness  de:  vide  "All  for  Breed." 

Butler,  A.  J. 

Bismarck.  His  Reflections  and  Re- 
miniscences. Translated  from  the  great 
German  edition,  under  the  supervision  of 
A.  J.  Butler,    With  two  Portraits.  3  y. 

Buxton,  Mrs.  B.  H.,  t  x88x. 

Jennie  of  "The  Prince's,"  2  v.  —  Won 
2  V.  —  Great  Grenfell   Gardens  2  v.  — 
Nell — on  and  off  the  Stage  2  y.  —  From 
the  Wings  2  y. 

Byron,  Lord,  t  x8s4. 
Poetical  Works  (wtdi  Portrait)  5  y. 

Caffyn,  Mrs.  Mannington  (lota). 
A  Yellow  Aster  x  y.  —  Children  of  Cir- 
cumstance 2  y.  —  Anne  Mauleyerer  2  y. 

Calne,  Hall. 
The  Bondman  2  y.  —  The  Manxman 
2  V.  —  The  Christian  2  y.  —  The  Eternal 
City  3  y.  —  The  Prodigal  Son  2  y.  —  The 
White  Prophet  2  y.  —  The  Woman  thou 
gavest  me  3  v.  —  The  Master  of  Man  2  v. 

Calne,  William,  t  X925. 
The  Strangeness  of  Noel  Carton  x  v.  — 
Mendoza  and  a  Little  Lady  x  y.  —  The 
Author  of  •*  Trixie  "  i  y.  —  Lady  Sheba's 
Last  Stunt  x  v. 

Cameron,  Verney  Lovett 
Across  Africa  2  y. 

Cannan,  Gilbert. 

Annette  and  Bennett  x  v. 

Campbell  Praed :  m'de  Praed. 

Carey,  Rosa  Nouohette,  1 1909. 
Not  Like  other  Girls  2  v.  —  •«  But  Men 
must  Work"  i  v.  —  Sir  Godfrey's  Grand- 


daughters 2  y.  —  The  Old,  Old  Story  2  t 

—  Herb  of  Grace  2  v.  —  The  Highway  0 
Fate  2  V.  —  A  Passage  Perilous  2  y.  —  A 
the  Moorings  2  v.' 

Carlyle,  Tliomas,  f  x88i. 

The  French  Revolution  3  y.  —  Fre- 
derick the  Great  13  y.  —  Oliver  Crom- 
well's Letters  and  Speeches  4  v.  — The 
Life  of  Schiller  i  v. —  £ssa3rson  Goethe  i  v. 

—  On  Heroes,  Hero-worship,  and  the 
Heroic  in  History  1  v.  —  Historical  and 
Political  Essays  x  v.  —  Essays  on  Gennaa 
Literature  i  v. 

Carnegie,  Andrew  (Am.). 
Problems  of  To-Day  x  y. 

Carr,  Alaric. 
Treherne's  Temptation  2  v. 

Castle,  Agnes  k  Egerton. 

The  Star  Dreamer  2  v.  —  Incomparable 
Bell  airs  i  v.  —  Rose  of  the  World  i  v.  — 
French  Nan  i  v.  —  "  If  Youth  but  knew ! " 
IV.  —  My  Merry  Rockhurst  i  v.  —  Flower 
o'  the  Orange  i  y.  —  Wroth  2  v.  —  Dia- 
mond Cut  Paste  I  y.  —  The  Lost  Iphtgenia 
IV.  —  Love  Gilds  the  Scene  i  v.  —  The 
Grip  of  Life  2  v.  —  Chance  the  Piper  x  y. 

Castle,  Egerton. 

Consequences  2  y,  —  "La  Bella,"  and 
Others  I  V. 

Cather,  Wllla  (Am.). 
The  Professor's  House  x  v. 

Charles,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Bundle.  1 1896: 
vtde  '*  Chronicles  of  the  Schonberg- 
Cotta  Family." 

Charlesworth,  Maria  Louisa,  t  1880. 
Oliver  of  the  Mill  i  v.     (  Vide  p.  ag.) 

Chesterfield,  Earl  of. 
Letters  to  his  Son  x  v. 


Chesterton,  Q.  K. 

The  Man  who  was  Thursday  x  v.  —  V~ 
Wrong  with  the  World  i  v,  —  The 
cence  of  Father  Brown  1  y.  —  The  I 
Inn  1  v.  —  Tales  of  the  Long  How  1 

Cholmondeley,  Mary. 

Diana  Tempest.  2  y.  —  Red  Pottag« 
—  Moth  and  Rust  x  y.  —  Prisoners  2 
The  Lowest  Rung  x  y.  —  Notwithst? 

I  V. 

Christian,  Princess:  vide  Alice,  C 
Duchess  of  Hesse. 
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"  Chronicles    of  the   Schonberg-Cotta 

Family/'  Author  of  (Mrs.  £.  Rundle 

Charles),  t  1^96. 

Chronicles   of  the  Schonberg-Cotia  Fa* 

mily  s  V.  —  On  Both  Side*  of  the  Sea  2  v. 

—  Winifred  Bertram  1  v.  —  Diary  of  Mrs. 
Kitty  Trevylyan  i  v.  —  The  Victory  of  the 
Vanquished  i  v.  —  The' Cottage  by  the 
Cathedral  and  other  Parables  i  v.  — 
Agrainst  the  Stream  s  v.  —  The  Bertram 
Family  2  v.  —  Conquering  and  to  Conquer 
z  V*  —  Lapsed,  but  not  Lost  i  ▼. 

ChurcbiU,  Winston  (Am.). 
21r.  Crewe's  Career  2  ▼. 

Clemens,  Samuel  L:  vide  Twain. 

Clifford,  Irs.  W.K. 

L.ove-L«tters  of  a  Worldly  Woman  x  v. 
_  The  Last  Touches,  and  oUier  Stories  x  v. 

—  Mrs.  Keith's  Crime  1  ▼,  —  A  Flash  of 
Siiminer  1  v.  —  A  Woman  Alone  i  v.  — 
"Woodside  Farm  i  v.  —  The  Modern  Way 
XV.  —  The  Getting  Well  of  Dorothy  i  v. 
_-  I^ere  Stories  x  v.  —  Eve's  Lover,  and 
Other  Stories  i  ▼.  —  Sir  (xeorge's  Ob- 
jection X  V. 

Clivo,    Mrs.  Caroline,   t   1873:     vide 
Author  of  "  Paul  Ferroll." 

Cobbe,  Frances  Power,  1 1904. 
Re-£cfaoes  i  v. 

Coleridge,  C.  R. 
An  English  Squire  s  ▼. 

Coleridge,  M.  E. 
The  King  with  two  Faces  2  v. 

Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1 1834. 
Poems  X  V. 

Collins,  Charles  Allsten,  f  X873. 
A  Cruise  apon  Wheels  a  ▼. 

Collins,  ■ortlmer,  1 1876. 
Sweet  and  Twenty  s  t.  —  A  Fight  with 
Fortune  2  v. 

Collins,  Wllkle,  1 1889. 
After  Dark  x  v.  —  Hide  and  Seek  2  ▼.  — 
The  Woman  in  White  2  ▼.  —  No  Name  3  v. 
I  m^  Armadale  3  V.  —  The  Moonstone  2  v.  — 
I  poor  Miss  Finch  2  v. — The  New  Magdalen 
•  v.  —  The  Frozen  Deep  x  ▼.  —  The  Two 
X^esUnies  x  ▼.  —  My  Lady's  Money,  and 
3^ercy  and  the  Prophet  i  v.  — The  Haunted 
Hotel  IV.  —  Jezebel's  Daughter  2  v.  — 

f[eart  and  Science  2  v.  —  "I  say  No,"  2  v. 
.  The  Guilty  River,  and  The  Ghost's 
ouch  XT.  —  Blind  Love  2  v. 


"  Cometh  up  as  a  Flower  " :  vide  Rhode 
Broughton. 

Conrad,  Joseph,  f  1924. 

An  Outcast  of  the  Islands  2  v.  —  Tales 
of  Unrest  x  v.  — The  Secret  Agent  1  v,  — 
A  Set  of  Six  IV.  —  Under  Western  Eyes  i  v. 
— 'Twixt  Land  and  Sea  Tales  i  v.—  Chance 
2  V.  —  Almayer's  Folly  i  v.  —  The  Rover 
IV.  —  Tales  of  Hearsay  i  v.  —  Suspense 

1  V. 

Conway,  Hugh  (F.J.  Fargus),  f  X885. 

Called   Back    x  v.   —   Bound  Together 

2  V.  —  A  Family  Affair  ay.  —  Living  or 
Deads  v. 

Cooper,  James  Fenlmore  (Am.),  f  185X. 

The  Spy  (with  Portrait)  x  ▼.  —  The  Two 
Admirads  x  v. — The  Jack  O'Lantem  xy. 
—  The  Last  of  the  Mohicans  2  v. 

Cooper,  Irs.:  vide  Katharine  Saunders. 

Corelli,  Marie. 

Vendetta!  2  v.  —  Thelma  a  ▼.  —  A 
Romance  of  Two  Worlds  2  v.  — *'Ardatii  '* 

3  V.  —  Wormwood.     A  Drama  of  Paris 

2  v.  —  The  Hired  Baby,  with  other  Stories 
and  Social  Sketches  x  v.  —  Barabbas;  A 
Dream  of  the  World's  Tragedy  2  v.  — 
The  Sorrows  of  Satan  2y.  — The  Mighty 
Atom  I V.  — The  Murder  of  Delicia  x  v.  — 
Ziska  XV.  —  Boy.  A  Sketch.  2  v. -^The 
Master-Christian  2v. — "Temporal  Power" 

2  V.  —  God's  Good  Man  2  v.  —  Free 
Opinions  i  v.  — Treasure  of  Heaven  (with 
Portrait)  2  v.  —  Holy  Orders  a  v.  —  The 
Life  Everlasting  ay.  —  Love — and  the 
Philosopher  i  v. 

Cotes,  Mrs.  Everard. 

Those  Delightful  Americans  x  v.  —  Set  in 
Authority  x  v.  —  Cousin  Cinderella  x  v. 

"County,  the,**  Author  of. 
The  County  x  v. 

Cralk,  Qeorge  Llllle,  t  zS66. 
A  Manual  of  English  Literature  and  of 
the  History  of  the  English  Language  2  v. 

Cralk,  Mrs.  (Miss  Dinah  M.  Mulock), 
t 1887. 

John  Halifax,  Gentleman  2  v.  —  A  Life 
for  a  Life  2  v.  —  Romantic  Tales  i  v.  — 
Domestic  Stories  x  v.  —  The  Ogilvies  x  v. 
— Lord  Erlistounxv. — Christian's  Mistake 
X  y.  —  A  Noble  Life  x  v.  •»  OUft  «T*^. 
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Studies  from  Life  x  ▼.  —  Poems  x  v. — The 
Woman's  Kingdom  s  v.  —  The  Unkind 
"Word,  and  other  Stories  2  v.  —  A  Brave 
Lady  2V.  —  Hannah  2  v.  —  Fair  France 
I  V.  — My  Mother  and  I  1  v.  — The  Little 
Lame  Prince  i  v.  —  Sermons  out  of  Church 

1  v.— The  Laurel-Bush ;  Twolittle  Tinkers 
I V.  —A  Legacy  a  v.  —  Young  Mrs.  Jardine 

2  V.  —  His  Little  Mother,  and  other  Tales 
and  Sketches  x  ».  —  Plain  Speaking  x  v.  — 
Miss  Tommy  i  v.  —  King  Arthur  i  ▼. 
( Vide  p.  29.) 

Cralk,  Seorglana  ■.  (Mrs.  May). 

Lost  and  Won  i  v.  -^  Faith  Unwin's 
Ordeal  x  y.  —  Leslie  Tyrrell  x  v.  — Wini 
ffred's  Wooing,  etc.  x  v.  —  Mildred  i  v.  — 
Hero  Trevelyan  x  v.  —  Without  Kith  or 
Kin  2  V.  —  Only  a  Butterfly  i  v.  —  Sylvia's 
Choice;  Theresa  s  v.  —  Anne  Warwick 
XT.  —  Dorcas  ay.  —  ( Vide  p.  29.) 

Craik,  Qeoroiana  ■.,  4  M.  C.  Stirling. 
Two  Tales    of    Married  Life   (Hard  to 
Bear,  by  Miss  Craik :  A  True  Man,  by  M. 
C.  Stirling)  a  y. 

Craven,  Mrt.  Augiwtiit :  vitU  Lady  Fui- 
lerton. 

Crawford,  F.  larion  (Am.),  t  X909- 
Mr.  Isaacs  x  v.  —  Doctor  Claudius  xv.  — 
To  Leeward  x  v.  —  A  Roman  Singer 
J  V.  —  An  American  Politician  i  y.  — 
Zoroaster  x  ▼.  — A  Tale  of  a  Lonely  Parish 
2  V.  —  Saracinesca  a  V.  —  Marzio's  Crucifix 

1  v.— PaulPatoflF  2  y. — With  thelmmortals 
x  y.  —  Greifenstein  a  v.  —  Sant*  Ilario 

-  A   Cigarette -Maker's   Romance 
Khaled  ly.— The  Witch  of  Prague 

2  V.  —  The  Three  Fates  a  v.  —  Don  Orsino 
2  V.  —  The  Children  of  the  King  xy.  — 
Pietro  Ghisleri  ay.  —  Marion Darche  x  y. 

—  Katharine  Lauderdale  2  y.  —  The  Rad- 
stons  ay.  —  C«sa  Braccio  ay.  —  Adam 
Johnstone's  Son  x  v.  —  Taquisara  2  y.  — 
A  Rose  of  Yesterday  i-  y.  —  Corleone 
2  V.  — Via  Crucis  ay.  —  In  the  Palace  of 
the  King  a  v.  —  Marietta,  a  Maid  of 
Venice  a  y.  —  Cecilia  ay.  —  The  Heart 
of  Rome  ay.  —  Whosoever  Shall  Offend... 
a  V.  —  Soprano  ay.  —  A  Lady  of  Rome  2  y. 

—  Arethusa  ay.  —  The  Primadonna  2  v.— 
The  Diva's  Ruby  a  v.  —The  White  Sister 
XV.  —  Stradella  x  y.  —  The  Undesirable 
Governess  x  y.  —  Uncanny  Tales  x  y. 
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XV. 


Crookatt,  8.  R.,  *  x86o,  1 191 4. 
The  Raiders  a  v.  —  Cleg  Kelly  a  v.  — 
The  Grey  Man  ay.  —  Love  Idjrlb  1  y.  — 
The  Dark  o'  the  Moo«  a  v. 


Croker,  B.  M. 

Peggy  of  the  Bartons  2  v.  —  The  Happy 
Valley  x  v.  —  The  Old  Cantonment,  with 
Othe<.  Stories  of  India  and  Elsewhere  i  v. 

—  A  Nine  Days*  Wonder  i  v.  —  The 
Youngest  Miss  Mowbray  i  v.  — The  Cat's- 
Paw  IV.  —  Katherine  the  Arrogant  i  v.  — 
Fame  i  v.  —  Babes  in  the  Wood  i  v.  — A 
Rolling  Stone  i  v.  — ^  The  Serpent's  Tooth 
z  V.  —  In  Old  Madras  x  y.  —  Lismoyle  1  v. 

—  The  Chaperon  x  v.  —  The  Pagoda 
Tree  x  v. 

Cross,  i.  W. :  vide  QeorQe  Eliot's  Ufs. 

Cudllp,  Irs.  Pender :  vide  A.  Thomas^ 

Cummins,  liss  (Am.),  t  1866. 

The  Lamplighter  x  y.  —  £1  Fureidu  x  y.  — 
Haunted  Hearts  x  v. 

Cushing,  Paul. 
The  Blacksmith  of  Voe  a  y. 

"  Daily  News." 

War  Correspondence,  1877,  by  Ardii- 
bald  Forbes  and  others  3  y. 

Danby,  Frink. 

The  Heart  of  a  Child  2  v.  —  An  Inoom- 
pleat  Etonian  2  v.  —  Let  the  Roof  fall  in  2  v. 

Dane,  Clemenoe. 
A  Bill  of  Divorcement ;  Legend  x  y. 

"Dark,"  Author  of. 
Dark  i  v. 

Davis,  Rioliard  Harding  (Am.). 

Gallegher ,  etc.  x  v.  —  Van  Bibber  aai 
Oihers  i  y.  —  Hanson's  Folly  x  y. 

De  Foe,  Oaaiei,  t  X73X. 
Robinaon  Crusoe  2  ▼. 

Celaflaid,  L 1. 

Mrs.  Barter  x  v.  —  The  Chip  and  tfas 
Block  z  y. 

Delandf  larearft  (Am.). 
John  Ward,  Preacher  i  v. 

Dell,  Floyd  (Am.). 
This  Mad  Ideal  x  y. 

"Demoeraoy,"  Author  of  (Ai 
Democracy  x  v. 

Oe  Morgan,  William. 
Joseph  Vance  a  y. 

*'  Oemoa,'*  Author  of :  v.  8eoi  \t^ 

De  Qufnoey,  Thomas. 
Cuaiccuun*  oi  an  £nglish  Opti  1 » 
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"Diary  and  Motes":  viele  Author  of 
"  Horace  Templeton." 

Dickens,  Charles,  1 1870. 

The  IHckwick  Qub  2  v.  —  American 
Notes  IV.  —  Oliver  Twist  2  v.  — 
Nicholas  Nickleby  2  v.  —  Sketches  i  v.  — 
Martin  Chiizzlewtt  2  ^  —  A  Christmas 
Carol;  The  Chimes;  The  Cricket  on  the 
Hearth  x  v.  —  Master  Humphrey's  Clock 
(Old  Curiosity  Shop;  BamabyRudge,etc.) 

3  V.  —  Pictures  from  Italy  i  v.  —  Dombey 
and  Son  3  V.  —  David  Copperfield  3  V.  — 
Bleak  House  4  V.  —  A  Child's  History  of 
Kng-land  (2  v.  S^M.  2,70.)  —  Hard  Times 
X  ▼,  —  Little  Dorrit  (with  Illustfations)  4  v. 

—  The  Battle  of  Life ;  The  Haunted  Man 
IV.  —  A  Tale  of  two  Citiess  2  v.  —  Hunted 
Down ;  The  Uncommercial  Traveller  i  v. 

—  Great  Expectations  2  v.  —  Christmas 
Stories,  etc.  x  v.  —  Our  Mutual  Friend 
(-with  Illustrations)  4  v.  —  Somebody's 
Lugrgage;  Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ;  Mrs. 
L.irriper*s  Legacy  i  v.  —  Doctor  Mari- 
grold's  Prescriptions;  Mugby  Junction  i  v. 

—  The  Mystery  of  Edwin  Drood  (with 
Illustrations)  2  v.  —  The  Mudfog  Papers, 
XV.  —  The  Letters  of  Charles  Dickens,  ed. 
by  his  Sister-in-law  and  his  eldestDaughtes 

4  V.  —  VidesXio  Household  Words,  Novelr 
and  Tales,  and  John  Forster. 

DIokens,  Charles,  4  WIlUe  Collins. 

No  Thoroughfare;  The  Late  Miss  Hol- 
lingford  i  v. 

Disraeli,  Benjamin,  Lord  Beaconsfield, 
t  1881. 
Coningsby  i  v.  —  Sybil  x  v,  —  Contarini 
Fleming  (with  Portrait)  i  v.  — -  Alroy  x  v.  — 
Tancred  2  v.  —  Venetia  2  v.  —  Vivian 
Grey  2  V.  —  Henrietta  Temple  x  v.  — 
Lothair  2  v.  —  Endymion  2  v. 


Dixon,  Ella  Hepworth. 

The  Story  of  a  Modem  Woman  x  v. 
Doubtful  Hour  x  v. 


—  One 


Dixon,  W.  Hepworth,  1 1879. 

Penonal  History  of  Lord  Bacon  x  ▼.  — 
The  Holy  Land  a  v,  —  New  America  2  v. — 
Spi~^tual  Wives  2  ▼.  —  Her  Majesty's 
To'  vc  4  V.  —  Free  Russia  2  v.—  History 
of  'O  Queens  6  v.  —  White  Conquest 
2  ▼,        Diana,  Lady  Lyle  2  v. 

E        ,  Jr.,  Thomas  (Am.). 
Th«        opard's  Spots  2  v. 

E        111,  L  (Am.). 
Be]        -  \n  2  V. 


Dowie,  Idnie  Muriel. 
A  Girl  in  the  Karpathians  x  ▼. 

Doyle,  8lr  A.  Conan. 

The  Sign  of  Four  x  v.  —  Micah  Clarke 
2  ▼.  —  The  Captain  of  the  Pole-Star,  and 
other  Tales  x  v.  —  The  White  Company 
«  ▼.  —  A  Study  in  Scarlet  i  v,  —  The 
Great  Shadow,  and  Beyond  the  City  i  v.  — 
The  Adventures  of  Sherlock  Holmes  2  v. 

—  The  Refugees  2  v.  —  The  Firm  of 
Girdlestone  2  v.  —  The  Memoirs  of  Sher- 
lock Holmes  2  v.  —  Round  the  Red  Lamp 
IV.  —  The  Stark  Munro  Letters  x  v.  — 
The  Exploits  of  Brigadier  Gerard  x  v.  — 
Rodney  Stone  2  v.  ■:—  Uncle  Bernac  i  v.  — 
The  Tragedy  of  the  Korosko  i  v.  —  A 
Duet  IV.  —  The  Green  Flag  i  v.  —  The 
Grreat  Boer  War  2  v.  —  The  War  in  South 
Africa  XV.  —  The  Hound  of  the  Basker- 
villes  XV.  —  Adventures  of  Grerard  x  ▼.  — 
The  Return  of  Sherlock  Holmes  2  v.  —  Sir 
Nigel  2  V.  —  Through  the  Magic  Door  i  v. 

—  Round  the  Fire  Stories  1  v.  —  The  Mys- 
tery of  Cloomber  i  v.  —  The  Last  Galley 
XV.  —  The  Lost  World  x  v.  —  The  Poison 
Belt  I  V. 

Drummond,  Professor  Henry,  1 1897. 

The  Greatest  Thing  in  the  Worid;  Paz 
Vobiscum  ;  The  Changed  Life  x  ▼. 

OufTerln,  the  Earl  of. 
Letters  from  High  Latitudes  r  ▼. 

Duncan,    Sara  Jeannette:    vide  Mrs. 
Cotes. 

Dunton :  vide  Th.  Watts- Dunton. 

Earl,  the,  and  the  Doctor. 
South  Sea  Bubbles  x  ▼. 

Eastwlck,  Edward  B.,  1 1883. 
Autobiography  of  Lutfullah  x  v. 

Edgeworth,  Maria:  vide  p.  29. 

Edwardes,  Mrs.  Annie. 

Steven  Lawrence,  Yeoman  2  v.  —  Ought 
we  to  visit  her?  2  v.  —  A  Vagabond  Heroine 
XV.  —  Leah :  A  Woman  of  Fashion  2  v.  — 
A  Blue-Stocking  x  v.  — Jet:  Her  Face  or 
Her  Fortune?  x  v.  —  Vivian  the  Beauty  i  v. 

—  A  Ballroom  Repentance  2  V.  — AGirton 
Girl  2  V.  —  A  Playwright's  Daughter,  and 
Bertie  Griffiths  x  v.  —  Pearl-Powder  i  v. 

Edwards,  Amelia  B.,  1 1892. 

Barbara's  History  2  ▼.  —  Miss  Carew 
ST.  —  Hand  and  Glove  x  ▼.  —  Half  a  Mil- 
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lion  of  Money  a  ▼.  —  Debenham's  Vow 
2  V.  —  In  the  Day*  of  mv  Youth  s  v.  — 
Untrodden  Peaks  and  Unfrequented  Val- 
ley«  IV.  —  Monsieur  Maurice  i  v.  —  A 
Night  on  the  Borders  of  the  Black  Forest 
XT.  —  A  Thousand  Miles  up  the  Nile  2  v. 
—  Lord  Bracken  bury  2  v. 

Edwards,  M.  Betham- :  vide  Betham. 

Eogletton,  Edward  (Am.),  f  1902. 
Tlie  Faith  Doctor  2  v. 

Elbon,  Barbara  (Am.). 
Bethcsda  2  v. 

Eliot,  Beorge  (Miss  Evans — Mrs.  Cross), 

t 1880. 
Semes  of  Clerical  Life  2  v.  —  Adam 
Bede  2  v.  —The  Mill  on  the  Floss  2  ▼.  — 
Silas  Mamer  x  v.  —  Romola  2  v.  —  Felix 
Holt  2  V.  —  Daniel  Deronda  4  ▼.  —  The 
Lifted  Veil,  and  Brother  Jacob  x  v. — 
Impressions  of  Theophrastus  Such  i  v. — 
Essays  and  Leaves  from  a  Note- Book 
IV.  —  George  Eliot's  Life,  edited  by  her 
Husband,  J.  W.  Cross  4  v. 

"Elizabeth  and  her  flermaii  Barden," 

Author  of. 
Elizabeth  and  her  German  Garden  i  v.  — 
The  Solitary  Summer  i  v.  —  The  Bene- 
factress 2  V.  —  Princess  Priscilla's  Fort- 
night IV.  —  The  Adventures  of  Elizabeth 
in  Rugen  i  v.  —  Fraulein  Schmidt  and  Mr. 
Anstruther  i  v.  —  Vera  i  v.  ~  The  En- 
chanted April  IV.  —  Love  i  v. 

EP^ot,  Irs.  Frances,  1 1898. 
Diary  of  an  Idle  Woman  in  Italy  s  v.  — 
Old  Court  Life  in  France  2  v.  —  The 
Italians  2  v.  —  The  Diary  of  an  Idle 
Woman  in  Sidly  i  v.  —  Pictures  of  Old 
Rome  IV. — The  Diaryofan  Idle  Woman  in 
Spain  2  V.  —  The  Red  Cardinal  i  v.  — 
The  Story  of  Sophia  i  v.  —  Diary  of  an 
Idle  Woman  in  Constantinople  x  v.  — 
Old  Court  Life  in  Spain  2  v.  —  Roman 
Gossip  I  V. 

Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo  (Am.),  1 1882. 

Representative  Men  i  v.  —  Essays  i  v.  — 
Nature  and  Thought  i  v.  —  English  Traits 
IV.  —  Conduct  of  Life  i  v. 

"English  Fairy  Tales."    x  v. 

Erroll,  Henry. 
An  Ugly  Duckling  xv. 

Esler,  E.  Rentoul. 
The  Way  they  loved  at  Grimpat  i  v. 


"Estelle  Russell,"  Author  of. 
Estelle  Russell  2  v. 

Esterre-Keellng,  Elsa  D*. 
Three  Sisters  i  v'.  —  A  Laughing  Philo- 
sopher XV.  —  The  Professor's  Wooing  i  v. 
—  In  Thoughtland  and  in  Dreamland 
IV.  —  Orchardscroft  x  v.  —  Appassiunau 
XV.  —  Old  Maids  and  Yoang  2  v.  —  The 
Queen's  Serf  i  v. 

"Enthanatia,"  Author  of. 
Euthanasia  i  v. 

Ewing,  Juliana  Horatia,  1 1885. 
Jackanapes;  The  Story  of  a  Short  IJf<»; 
Daddy  Darwin's. Dovecot  i  v.  —  A  Flat 
Iron  for  a  Farthing  i  v.  —  The  Brownies, 
and  other  Tales  i  v. 

"Expiated,"  Author  of. 
Expiated  2  v. 

Fergus,  F.  J.:  tnde  Hugh  Conway. 

Farrar,  F.W.  (Dean),  1 1903- 
Darkness  and  Dawn  3  v. 

"Fate  of  Fenelia,  the,"  Authors  of. 
The  Fate  of  Fenelia,  by  24  Authors  i  ▼. 

FeliilR,   Alfred   Laurence,    vide  L  T. 
Fowler. 

Felkin,  Urs. :  vide  L  T.  Fowler. 

Fendall,  Percy:  vide  F.  C.  Philips. 

Fenn,  Beorge  Manvllle. 
The    Parson    o'    Dumford   a  ▼.  —  The 
Clerk  of  Portwick  2  v. 

Fielding,  Henry,  t  Z754- 
Tom  Jones  2  ▼. 

Findlater,  mary  4  Jane  (Am.):   vide 
Kate  Douglas  WIggin. 

Fitzgerald,  Edward. 
Rubaiydt  of  Omar  Khayydm  i  v. 

Five  Centuries 
of  the  English  Language  and  Literatnra 

John   Wycliffe.  -^  Geoffrey  Chaw  .- 

Stephen  Hawes.  —  Sir  Thomas  Mo  .-  , 

Edmund  Spenser.  —  Ben  Jonson.—  ohfll 

Locke. — Thomas  Gray  (vol. 500,  pu  beJi 
x86o)  I  V. 

Fleming,  Beorge  (Am.). 
Kismet  i  v.  —  Andromeda  2  v. 

Forbes,  Archibald,  1 1900. 

My    £3q)eriences   of    the  War  h      pea 
France  and  Germany  ST.  —  M'      ncs  I 
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and  Studies  of  War  and  Peace  2  ▼.  —  Vide 
adso  „  Dafly  Newt/'  War  Correspondence. 

Forrest,  R.  L 
Kigbt  Days  2  ▼. 

Forrester,  Mrs. 

Viva  2  V.  —  Rhona  2  v.  —  My  Lord  and 
My  Lady  2  v.  —  I  have  Lived  and  I^oved 
3  V.  — *J  line  2  V.  — Although  he  was  n.  Lord, 
and  otiberTalesi  v.  —  Corisande.and  other 
Tales  IV. — OnceAgain2v. — Qf  the  World, 
"Worldly  x  v.  —  Dearest  2  v.  —  The  Light 
of  other  Days  z  ▼.  —  Too  Late  Repented 
z  V. 

Forster,  John,  1 1876. 

The  Life  of  Charles  Dickens  (with  Illus- 
trations and  Portraits)  6  v.  —  Life  and 
Times  of  Oliver  Goldsmith  2  ▼. 

Fotherglll,  Jessie. 

The  First  Violin  2  v.  —  Probation  2  v.  — 
Made  or  Marred,  and  "One  of  Three" 
XV.  —  Peril  2  v.  —  Borderland  2  v. 

**  Found  Dead,'*  Author  of:  vide  James 
Payn. 

Fowler,  Ellen  Thorneycroft  (Mrs.  Alfred 
Laurence  Felkin). 

A  Double  Thread  2, v.  —  The  Farring- 
dons  2  V.  —  Fuel  of  Fire  i  v.  —  Place  and 
Power  2  V.  —  In  Subjection  2  v.  —  Miss 
Fallowfield's  Fortune  x  v. 

Fowler,  Ellen  Thorneycroft  (Mrs.  A.  L. 
Felkin),  4  Alfred  Laurence  Felkin. 

Kate  of  Kate  Hall  2  v. 

Fox,  Caroline,  1 1871. 

Memories  of>  Old  Friends  from  her  Jour- 
aals  and  Letters,  edited  by  Horace  N. 
Pym  2  V. 

"Frank  Fairlegh,"   Author  of    (F.  E. 
Smedley),  f  1864. 

Frank  Fairlegh  2  v. 

Francis,  M.  E. 

The  Duenna  of  a  Genius  i  v. 

Frederic,  Harold  (Am.),  f  1898. 
Illumination  2  v. 

Freeman,  Edward  A.,  f  1892. 

The  Growth  of  the  English  Constitution 
XV.  —  Sketches  from  French  Travel  z  v. 


Froude,  JamM  Anthony,  1 1894. 

Oceana  x  v.  —  The  Spanish  Story  of  the 
Armada,  and  other  Essays  x  v. 

Fullerton,  Lady  Qeorgiana,  1 1885. 

Ellen  Middleton  X  v.  —  Grantley  Manor 
2  V,  —  Lady  Bird  2  v.  —  Too  Strange  not 
to  be  True  2  v.  —  Constance  Sherwood 
2  V.  —  !Mrs.  Geralds'  Niece  2  v.  —  The 
Notary's  Daughter  i  v.  —  The  Lilies  of  the. 
Valley,  and  The  Plouse  of  Penarvan  x  v.  — 
The  Life  of  Luisa  de  Carvajal  x  v.  —  A 
Will  and  a  Way,  and  The  Handkerchief 
at  the  Window  2  v.  —  Eliane  2  v.  (by  Mrs. 
Augustus  Craven,  translated  by  Lady  Ful* 
Icrton).  —  Laurentia  x  v. 

Qalsworthy,  John. 

The  Man  of  Property  2  v.  —  The  Country 
House  X  V. —  Fraternity  i  v.  — Villa  Rubein 
IV.  —  A  Man  of  Devon,  etc.  i  v.  —  A 
Motley  XV.  —  The  Patrician  x  v.  — Justice, 
and  Other  Plays  x  v.  —  The  Silver  Box, 
and  Other  Plays  x  v.  —  The  Inn  of  Tran- 
quillity X  V.  —  The  Island  Pharisees  i  v. — 
The  Dark  Flower  i  v.  —  A  Bit  o'  Love, 
and  Other  Plays  i  ▼.  —  A  Family  Man, 
and  Other  Plays  x  v.  —  Captures  i  v.  — 
The  White  Monkey  i  v. 

Qardiner:  vide  Lady  Blessington. 

Qaskell,  Mrs.,  1 1865. 

Mary  Barton  x  v.  —  Ruth  2  v.  —  Lizzie 
Leigh,  and  other  Tales  x  v.  —  The  Life  of 
Charlotte  Bronte  2  v.  —  Lois  the  Witch, 
etc.  IV.  —  Sylvia's  Lovers  2  v.  —  Wives 
and  Daughters  3  V.  —  Cranford  i  v. 

"Qeraldine    Hawthorne,"    Author   of: 
vide  Author  of  "Hiss  Molly." 

Qerard,  Dorothea  (Madame  Longard  de 
Longgarde). 

Lady  Baby  2  v.  —  Recha  x  v.  —  Ortho- 
dox t  v.  —  The  Wrong  Man  i  v.  —  A  Spot- 
less Reputation  i  v.  —  One  Year  i  v.  — The 
Supreme  Crime  i  v.  —  The  Blood-Tax  i  v. 

—  The  Eternal  Woman  i  v.  —  !Made  of 
Money  i  v.  —  The  Bridge  of  Life  1  v.  — 
The  Three  Essentials  i  v.  —  The  Improb- 
able Idyl  IV.  —  The  Compromise  2  v.  — 
Itinerant  Daughters  i  v.  — Restitution  x  ▼. 

—  PompandCircumstancex  V.  — TheGrass 
Widow  IV.  —  A  Glorious  Lie  i  v.  —  The 
City  of  Enticement  i  v. — Exotic  Martha  iv. 

—  The  Unworthy  Pact  1  v.  —  The  Waters 
of  Lethe  i  v.  —  The  Austrian  Officer  at 
Work  and  at  Play  x  ▼. 
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Qtrtrd,  L  (Emily  de  £«asowdui). 

A  Secret  Minion  i  ▼. — A  Foreigner  a  v. 

—  The  Extermination  of  Love  2  v. 

QibbM,  P«rG«v«l. 

The  AdTenturet  of  Mist  Grregory  z  ▼. 

Qlberne,  Agnet. 
The  Curate's  Home  i  v. 

QiMing,  Qeorge,  1 1903. 
Demos  a  V.  —  New  Grub  Street  a  v. 

QIadttone,  W.  E.,  1 1898. 
Rome  and  the  Newest  Fashions  in  Re- 
ligion IV.  —  Bulgarian  Horrors,  and 
Rusua  in  Turkistan,  with  other  Tracts 
IV.  —  The  Hellenic  Factor  in  the  Eastern 
Problem,  with  other  Tracts  i  v. 

Qlyn,  Elinor. 

The  Visits  of  Elisabeth  z  y.  —  The  Re- 
flections of  Ambrosine  i  v.  —  The  Vicissi- 
tudes of  Evangeline  i  y.  —  Beyond  the 
Rocks  I  V.  —  Three  Weeks  i  v.  —  Eliza- 
beth Visits  America  x  v.  —  His  Hour  i  v.- 

—  The  Reason  Why  x  v. —  Halcyone  i  v. — 
The  Contrast  x  v. —  Guinevere's  Lover  x  v. 

—  Man  and  Maid  x  v.  —  Six  Days  x  v.  ->> 
The  Great  Moment  x  v. 

Godfrey,  Hal:  vide  Charlotte  O'Conor 
Eeoiet. 

Qoldrlng.  Douglas. 
Nobody  Knows  x  v. 

Qoidemith,  Oliver,  1 1774. 
Select  Works  (with  Portrait)  x  v. 

Qoodman,  Edward  J. 
Too  Curious  X  v. 

Qordon,  Jullen  (Am.). 
A  Diplomat's  Diary  z  v. 

Qordon,  Hi^or-Qen.  C.  Q.,  1 1885. 
His  Journals  at  Kartouni  (with  eighteen 
Illustrations)  a  v. 

Qore,  Mrs.,  1 1861. 
Castles  in  the  Air  x  v.  —  The  Dean's 
Daughter  a  v.  —  Progress  and  Prejudice 
2  V.  —  Mammon  2  v.  —  A  Life's  Lessons 
2  V.  —  The  Two  Aristocracies  a  v.  —  Heck- 
ington  a  v. 

Qrand,  Sarah. 

Our  Manifold  Nature  x  v.  —  Babs  the 
Impossible  a  v.  —  Emotional  Moments  i  v. 

Grant,  Hiss. 
Victor  Lescar  2  v.  —  The  Sun-Maid  a  ▼. 


—  My  Heart's  in  the  Highlands  2  v.  — 
Artiste  2  V.  —  Prince  Hugo  2  v. 

Qray,  Maxwell. 
The  Silence  of  Dean  Maitland  a  v.  —  The 
Reproach  of  Annesley  a  t. 

Qreaville:  Murray,  E.  C.  (Trois-Etoiles/, 
t  x88i. 

The  Member  for  Paris  a  v.  —  Yoang 
Brown  2  v.  —  The  Boudoir  Ca.bal  3  v.  — 
French  Pictures  in  English  Chalk  (Firxt 
Series)  a  v.  —  The  Russians  of  To-day 
X  V.  —  French  Pictures  in  Eng^Iish  Chalk 
(Second  Series)  a  v.  —  Strange  Tales 
I  y.  —That  Artful  Vicar  a  v.  —  Six  Moatiif 
in  the  Ranks  x  v. — People  I  have  met  x  v. 

Qrey,  Zano  (Am.). 

Tappan's  Burro,  and  Other  Stories  x  «.  — 
The  Call  of  the  Canyon  i  v.  —  The  Thnn- 
dering  Herd  x  v. 

Qrimwood,  Ethel  8t  Clair. 
My  Three  Years  in  Manipur  (with  Por- 
trait) X  V. 

Qrohman,  W.A.Baillle. 
Tyrol  and  tiie  Tyrolese  x  t. 

Qunter,  A.  C.  (Am.),  1 1907. 
Mr.  Bamee  of  New  York  i  t. 

Quthrle,  F.  Anstey:  vide  Anstsy. 

*'8uy  Livingstone,"  Author  of  (Geocgs 
Alfred  Laurence),  f  1876. 

Guy  Livingstone  i  v.  —  Sword  aad 
Gown  XV.  —  Barren  Honour  x  v.  — 
Border  and  Bastille  x  v.  —  Maurice  Dering 
z  V.  —  Sans  Merd  2  v.  —  Breaking  a 
Butterfly  a  v.  —  Anteroe  a  v.  —  Ha- 
garene  2  v. 

Habberton,  John  (Am.). 
Helen's  Babies  &  Other  People's  Chil- 
dren IV.  —  The  Bowsham  Puxsle  x  v.—    | 
Mrs.  Maybum's  Twins  x  ▼.  j 


Haggard,  Sir  H.  Rider,  1 1915. 

King  Solomon's  Mines  x  ▼.  —  SL 
Jess  a  V.  —  Allan  Quatermain  av.  • 
Witch's  Head  a  v.  —  Maiwa's  Re- 
I V.  —  Mr.  MeeK)n's  Wm  X  T.  —  r 
Quaritch,  V.  C.  a  v.  —  Cleopatra 
Allan's  Wife  x  v.  ^  Beatrice  a  ▼.- 
a  V.  —  Monteauma's  Daughter  a  t.  - 
People  of  the  Mist  a  ▼.  —  Joaa  Haato 
Heart  of  the  World  a  v.  —  The  ¥ 
IV.  —  Doctor  Theme   i  ▼.  —  Si 
2  V.  —  Black  Heart  and  White  : 
and  Eliasa  x  v.  —  Lyabeth  a  v.  - 
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Pilgrimage  2  v.  —  Pearl-Maiden  2  ▼.  — 
Stella  Fregelius  2  v.  —  The  Brethren  2  v. 

—  Ayesha.  The  Return  of  *  She '  2  ▼.  — 
The  Way  of  the  Spirit  2  v.  —  Benlta  x  ▼. 

—  Far  Margaret  2  ▼.  —  Thfr  Lady  of 
Jilosshplme  x  y.  —  Morning  Star  x  y.  — 
(^ueen  Sfaeba's  Ring  x  v.  —  Red  Eve  x  v. 

—  Marie 'i  v.  —  Child  of  Storm  i  V.  —  The 
"Wanderer's  Necklace  x  v.  —  Wisdom's 
L>aughter  x  v.  —  Heu-Heu,  or  The  Mon- 
ster X  Y.  —  Queen  of  the  Dawn  x  y. 

Haggard,  Sir  H.  Rider,  4  Andrew  Lang. 
The  Worid's  Denre  2  y. 

Hall,  Mrs.  S.  C,  t  x88x. 
Can  Wrong  be  Right?  x  v.  —  Marian  2  y. 

Hamerton,  P.  Q.,  t  X894. 
Marmome  z  y.  —  French  and  English  2  ▼. 

Hardy,  Rev.  L  J. 
Ii.ow  to  be  Happy  though  Married  x  y.  — 
Still  Happy  though  Married  x  y. 

Hardy,  Hies  Iza:  viV^  Author  of  "Not 
Easily  Jealous." 

Hardy,  Thomas. 
The  Hand  of  Ethelberta  s  y.  —  Far 
from  the  Madding  Crowd  2  v.  —  The  Re- 
turn of  the  Native  2  v.  —  The  Trumpet- 
^f  ajor  2  v.  —  A  Laodicean  2  v.  —  Two  on 
a  Tower  2  v,  —  A  Pair  of  Blue  Eyes  2  v. 

—  A  Group  of  Noble  Dames  x  v.  —  Tess 
of  the  D'Urbervilles  2  v.  —  Life's  Little 
Ironies  x  v.  —  Judo  the  Obscure  2  v.  —  A 
Changed  Man  x  v.  —  The  Romantic  Ad- 
ventures of  a  Milkmaid  x  v. 

Harland,  Henry  (Am.),  1 1905. 
The  Lady  Paramount  x  v. 

Harraden,  Beatrice. 
Ships   that  pass  in    the  Night  i  v.  —  In 
Varying  Moods  x  v.  —  Hilda  Strafford, 
and  The  Remittance   Man    x  v.  —  The 
Fowler  2  v.  — The  Scholar's  Daughter  x  v. 

—  Intexplay  2  v.  —  Out  of  the  Wreck  I  Rise 
XV.  —  Patuffa  IV.  —  Youth  Calling  x  v. 

"'-rison,  Agnes. 
y       Lin's  Vineyard  x  v. 

rriaon,  Mrs.:  v$de  Luoas  Halet 

Jit,  Bret  (Am.),  1 1902. 

P  e  and   Poetry   (Talea  of  the  Argo- 

n:  s:  —  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp; 

T  Outcasts    of   Poker    Flat ,    etc.  — 

S  lish  and  Americam  Legends;    Con- 

d*  ed   Novels;     Civic    and    Character 

S  ches;    Poems)    2  v.  —  Idyls  of  the 

F  *  Ills  X  Y.  —  Gabriel  Conroy  2  v.  — 


Two  Men  of  Sandy  Bar  x  v.  —  Thankful 
Blossom,  and  other  Tales  i  v.  —  Drift  from 
Two  Shores  XV  —Jeff  Briggs's Love  Story, 
and  other  Tales  x  v.  —  Flip,  and  other 
Stories  x  v.  —  On  the  Frontier  i  v.  —  By 
Shore  and  Sedge  x  v.  —  Maruja  x  v.  — 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's,  and. Devil's  Ford 
I V.  —  The  Crusade  of  the  **  Excelsior"  x  v. 

—  The  Heritage  of  Dedlow  Marsh,  and 
other  Tales  1  v.  —  AWaif  of  the  Plains  x  v. 

—  A  First  Family  of  Tasajara  i  v.  —  Sally 
Dows,  etc  x  Y.  —  A  Protegee  of  ]ack 
Hamlin's,  etc.  x  v.  —  The  Bell-Ringer 
of  Angel's,  etc.  i  v.  —  Clarence  x  v.  — 
The  Ancestors ofPeter  Atherly, etc.  x  v.— > 
Tales  df  Trail  and  Town  x  v.  —  Mr.  Jack 
Hamlin's  Mediation,  and  other  Stories  x  v. 

—  From  Sand-Hill  to  Pine  i  v.  —  Under 
the  Redwoods  x  v.  —  Trent's  Trust  x  v. 

Hawthorne,  Nathaniel  (Am.),  1 1864. 
The  Scarlet  Letter  x  v.  —  Transfotma* 
tion  (The  Marble  Faun)  2  v.  —  Passages 
from  his  English  Note- Books  2  v. 

Hay,  John  (Am.),  t  X905:  vt'de  "Tha 
Bread-Winners,'*  Author  of. 

Hay,  Marie. 

Mas'aniello  i  v.  —  The  Evil  Vineyard  x  v. 

Heam,  Lafcadio,  1 1906. 
Kokoro  IV.  —  Kwaidan  i  v.  —  Glimpses 
of  Unfamiliar  Japan  (First  Series)  x  v. 

—  Glimpses  of  Unfamiliar  Japan  (Second 
Series)  x  v.  —  Gleanings  in  Buddha- Fields 
IV.  —  Out  of  the  East  x  v.  —  The  Romance 
of  the  Milky  Way,  etc.  x  v. 

Hector,  Mrs. :  vide  Mrs.  Alexander. 

*'Helr  of  RedclyfTe,  the,"  Author  of 
vide  Charlotte  H.  Yonge. 

Helps,  Sir  Arthur,  1 1875. 
Friends  in  Council  2  v. — Ivan  de  Biron  2  v. 

Hemans,  Mrs.  Felicia,  1 1835. 
Select  Poetical  Works  z  v. 

Henry,  0.  (Am.). 
Cabbages  and  Kings  x  v. 

Hergesbelmer,  Joseph  (Am.). 
Java  Head  x  v.  —  Cytherea  i  v.  —  Moun- 
tain Blood  XV.  —  The  Three  Black  Pennys 
IV.  —  Linda  Condon  x  v.  —  The  Bright 
Shawl  XV.  —  Balisand  x  v. 

Hewlett,  Maurloe. 
The  Forest  Lovers  x  v.  —  Little  Novels 
of  Italy  X  V.  —  New  Canterbury  Tales  x  v. 

—  The  Queen's  Quair;  or.  The  Six  Years' 
Tragedy  2  v.  —  Fond  Adventures  x  v.  — 
The  Fool  Errant  2  v.  —  The  Stooping  Lady 
IT.  —  The  Spanish  Jade  x  v.  —  Halfw«~ 
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House  %v.  —  Open  Countzy  x  v.  —  Rest 
Harrow  i  ▼,  —  Brazenhead  the  Great  i  v. — 
The  Song  of  Renny  x  v.  —  Lore  of  Proser- 
pine IV.  —  Bendish  i  ▼. 

Hicbent,  Robert 
Flames  2  v.  —  The  Slave  2  v.  —  Felix  2  v. 

—  The  Woman  with  the  Fan  2  v.  —  The 
Garden  of  Allah  2  v.  —  The  Black  Spaniel, 
and  Other  Stories  z  v.  —  The  Call  of  the 
Blood  2  V.  —  A  Spirit  in  Prison  2  v.  — 
Barbary  Sheep  i  v.  —  Bella  Donna  2  v.  — 
The  Spell  of  Egypt  i  v.  — The  Dweller  on 
the  Threshold  i  v.  —  The  Fruitful  Vine  2  v. 

—  The  Londoners  i  v.  —  An  Imaginative 
Man  IV.  —  The  Way  of  Ambition  2  v. — 
The  Holy  Land  x  v.  —  The  Last  Time,  and 
Other  Stories  i  v.  —  After  ihe  Verdict  2  v. 

Hobart  Pasha,  Admiral,  t  z886. 
Sketches  from  my  Life  i  v. 

Hobbes,    John   Oliver     (Mrs.  Craigie) 

(Am.),  t  1906. 

The    Gods,    Some    Mortals    and   Lord 

Wickenham  x  v.  —  The  Serious  Wooing 

XV.  —  The  Dream  and  the  Busine^  2  v. 

Hoey,  Mrs.  Cashel. 
A  Golden  Sorrow  2  v,  —  Out  of  Court  2  v. 

Holdsworth,  Annie  E. 
The  Years    that  the  Locust  hath  Eaten 
XV.  —  The  Gods  Arrive  i  v.  —  The  Val- 
ley of  the  Great  Shadow  IV. "  Gi  eat  Low- 
lands IV.  —  A  Garden  of  Spmsters  i  v. 

Holme  Lee:  vide  Harriet  Parr. 

Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell  (Am.),  f  1894. 
The    Autocrat    of    the    Bjreak fast-Table 
XV.  —  The  Professor  at  the   Breakfast- 
Table  IV.  —  The  Poet  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  X  V. 

Hope,  Anthony  (Hawkins). 
Mr.  Witt's  Widow  I  V.  —  Half  a  Hero 
XV.  —  Comedies  of  Courtship  i  v.  —  The 
Heart  of  Princess  Osra  i  v.  —  Simon  Dale 
2  V.  —  Rupert  of  Hentzau  i  v.  —  The 
King's  Mirror  2  v.  —  Quisante  i  v.  —  The 
Intrusions  of  Peggy  2  v.  —  Double  Harness 
2  V.  —  A  Servant  of  the  Public  2  v.  —  Sophy 
of  Kravonia  2  v.  —  Talesof  Two  People2v. 

—  The  Great  Miss  Driver  2  v.  —  Little 
TigtT  I  V- 

Hopkins,  TIghe. 
An  Idler  in  {31d  France  x  v.  —  The  Man 
in  the  Iron  Mask  i  v.  —  The  Dungeons 
of  Old  Paris  i  v.  — The  Silent  Gate  i  v.  — 
The  Women  Napoleon  Loved  i  v.  —  The 
Romance  of  Fraud  x  v. 


''Horaoa  Templeton,"  Author  of. 
Diary  and  Notes  i  v. 

Hormino,  Ernest  William. 
A    Bride   ixom  the  Bush   x  v.  —  Undef 
Two  Skies  x  v.  —  Some  Persons  Unknowa 
IV.  —  The  Amateur  Cracksman  1  v.  — 
The  Rogue's  March  i  ▼.  —   Peccavi  i  ?. 

—  The  Black  Mask  i  v.  —The  Shadowof 
the  Rope  i  v.  —  No  Hero  i  v.  —  Dexis 
Dent  IV.  —  A  Thief  in  the  Nifrht  i  v.  — 
Dead  Men  Tell  No  Tales  i  v.  —  Mr.  Justice 
Raffles  IV.  —  The  Camera  Fiend  i  v.  — 
Fathers  of  Men  2  v.  —  The  Thousandth 
Woman  x  v.  —  The  Crime  Doctor  x  v. 

"Household  Words." 
Conducted  by  Charles  Dickens.  X85X-56. 
36  V.  —  N0VKI.S  and  Talks  reprinted  inom 
Household   Words  by  Chariest'  Dickens 
» 856-59.  XI  V. 

Houstoun,  Mrs.:  vide  ''Racomnendadti 

Mercy." 

"How  to  bo  Happy  though  ■arrietf": 
vide  Rev.  L  J.  Hardy. 

Howard,  Blanche  Willis  (Am.),  t  x8o8. 

Aunt  Serena  i  v.  —  Guenn  2  ▼.  —  Tony, 
the  Maid,  etc.  x  v. 

Howard.  Blanche  Wililt,  1 1898,  4  Wl- 
liam  Sharp  (Am.),  1 1905. 
A  Fellowe  and  His  Wife  i  v. 

Howeils,  William  Dean  (Am.). 
A     Foregone    Conclusion    x    v.   —  Th« 
Lady  of  the  Aroost(M>k  i  v.  —  A  Modeiu 
Instance  2 V.  —  The  Undiscovered  Couiitty 
X  V.  —  Venetian   Life  (with  Portrait)  i  v. 

—  Italian  Journeys  i  v.  —  A  Chance  A^ 
quaintance  i  v.  —  Their  Wedding  Journey 
I  v.  —  A  Fearful  Responsibility,  and 
Tonelli's  Marriage  i  v.  —  A  Woman's 
Reason  2  v.  —  Dr.  Breen's  Practice  xv.  — 
Miss  Bellard's  Inspiration  x  v. 

Hughes,  Thomas,  1 1898. 
Tom  Brown's  School-Days  i  v. 

Hungerford,  Mrs.  (Mrs.  Argles).  f  7. 

Molly  Bawn  2  v.  —  Mrs.   Geoffrey  v. 

— ^  Faith  and  Unfaith  2  v.  —  Loys,  i  rd 

Berresford,  and  other  Tales  XT.  —  I  »- 

nioyne  2  v.    —    A   3klaiden   all   For  v, 

etc.  IV.  —  A  Passive  Crime,   and  <  er 

Stories  x  ▼,  —  Green   Pleasure  and  ef 

Grief  2  v.  —  A  Mental  Struggle  2  — 

Her     Week's    Anmsement,     and  jly 

Barrin^ton  i  v.  —  Lady  Branksnier  r. 

—  Lady  Valworth's  Diamonds  it.  A 
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"^rflodem  Circe  2  ▼.  —  Marvel  2  v.  —  The 
'Hion.  Mrs.  Vereker  i  v.  —  Under-Cur- 
rents  2  V.  —  In  I>urance  Vile,  etc.  i  v. —  A 
TTroublesome  Girl,  and  other  Stories  i  v.  — 
j^  Life's  Remorse  2  v.  —  A  Born  Coquette 
a  V.  —  The  Ducliess  i  v.  —  Lady  Verner's 
flig^ht  IV.  —  Nora  Creina  2  v.  —  A  Mad 
JPrank,  and  other  Stories  i  v.  —  The 
Hoj'den  2  V.  -^  Peter's  Wife  2  v.  —  A  Tag 
of  War  IV.  —  The  Professor's  Experiment 
a  V.  —  A  Point  of  Conscience  2  v.  —  A 
X^onely  Girl  i  v.  —  Lovice  i  v.  —  The 
Oomingf  of  Chloe  i  v. 

Hunt,  Mrs. :  vide  Beaumont 

Hunt,  Violet. 
The  Human  Interest  i  v.  —  White  RoSe 
of  Weary  Leaf  2  v.  —  The  Wife  of  Alta- 
mont  XV. 

Hiitten,  Baroness  von  (Am.). 
Kingsmeadi  V. — The  Lordship  of  Love  2  v. 
— '  The  Green  Patch  i  v.  —  Julia  i  v.  — 
Candy,  and  Other  Stories  i  v. 

Ingelow,  Jean,  1 1897. 
OflF  the  Skelligs  3  V.  —  Poems  2  v.  — 
Fated    to   be    Free    2   v.    —  Sarah    de 
Berenger  2  v.  —  Don  John  2  v. 

Inglis,  the  Hon.  Lady. 
Tlie  Siege  of  Lucknow  iv. 

Ingram,  John  H. :  vide  Poe. 

lota:  vide  Mrs.  Caffyn. 

Irving,  Washington  (Am.),  f  1859. 
The  Sketch  Book  (with  Portrait)  i  v.  — 
The  Life  of  Mahomet  i  v.  —  Lives  of  the 
Successors  of  Mahomet  i  v, — Oliver  Gold- 
smith IV.  —  Chronicles  of  Wolfert's  Roost 
IV.  —  Life  of  George  Washington  5  v. 

Jackson,  Mrs.  Helen  (H.  H.)  (Am.),  1 1885. 
Raniona  2  v. 

Jacobs,  W.  W. 
Many  Cargoes  i  v.  —  The  Skipper's 
Wooing,  and  The  Brown  Man's  Servant 
I  V.  —  Sea  Urchins  i  v.  —  A  Master  of 
Craft  IV.  —  Light  Freights  1  v  —  At  Sun- 
wich  Port  IV.  —  The  Lady  of  the  Barge  i  v. 
—^  Odd  Craft  i  v.  —  Dialstone  Lane      v, 

—  Captains  All  i  v.  —  Short  Cruises  i  v. 

—  Salthaven  i  v.  —  Sailors*  Knots  i  v.  — 
Ship's  Company  x  v. 

James,  Charles  T.  C. 
Holy  Wedlock  i  v. 

James,  Q.  P.  R.,  1 1860. 
Morley  Emstein  (with  Portrait)    i  v.  — 
Forest  Dajv  x  v.  — The  False  Heir  x  v.  — 


Arabella  Stuart  i  v.  —  Rose  d'Albret 
X  V.  —  Arrah  Neil  i  v.  —  Agincourt  i  v.  — 
The  Smuggler  i  v.  —  The  Step-Mother 
a  V.  —  3eauchamp  i  v.  —  Heidelberg 
XV.  —  The  Gipsy  i  v.  —  Darnley  i  v.  — 
Russell  2  V.  —  Sir  Theodore  Broughton  2  v. 

James,  Henry  (Am.). 
The  Europeans  i  v.  —  Daisy  Miller;  An 
International  Episode;  Four  Meetings  x  v. 

—  Roderick  Hudson  2  v.  — The  Madonna 
of  the  Future",  etc.  i  v.  -^  Confidence  i  v. 
' —  Washington  Square,  etc.  2  v.  —  The 
Portrait  of  a  Lady  3  V.  —  Foreigrn  Parts 
IV.  —  The  Siege  of  London  ;  1  ne  Point 
of  View;  A  Passionate  Pilgrim  i  v.  >-j- 
Portraits  of  Places  i  v.  — A  Little  Tour  in 
France  x  v.  —  The  Finer  Grain  i  v. 

Jeafh'eson,  J.  Cordy. 
A     Book     about     Doctors     2    v.    —  A 
Woman  in  spite  of  Herself  2  v.  —  The 
Real  Lord  Byron  3  v. 

Jenkin,  Mrs.  Charles,  1 1885. 
"Who     Breaks— Pays"     i    v.    —   Skir- 
mishing IV.  —  Once  and  Again   2  v. — 
Two  French  Marriages  2  v.  —  Jupiter's 
Daughters  i  v. 

Jenkins,  Edward. 
Ginx's  Baby,    his  Birth  and  other  Mis- 
fortunes; Lord  Bantam  2  v. 

"Jennie  of  *The  Prince's,'"  Author  of: 
vide  B.  H.  Buxton. 

Jerome,  Jerome  K. 
The  Idle  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow 
IV.  —  Diary  of  a  Pilgrimage,  and  Six 
Essays  i  v.  —  Novel  Notes  i  v.  —  Sketches 
in  Lavender,  Blue  and  Green  1  v.  — 
The  Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow 
IV.  —  Three  Men  on  the  Bummel  i  v.  — 
Paul  Kelver  2  v.  —  Tea-Table  Talk  i  v. 

—  Tommy  and  Co.  i  v.  —  Idle  Ideas  in  1905 
IV.  —  The  Passing  of  the  Third  Floor  Back 
X  V.  — The  Angel  and  the  Author — and 
Others  i  v. — They  and  I,  i  v. —  All  Roads 
Lead  to  Calvary  i  v. — Anthony  John  iv. 

Jerroid,  Douglas,  1 1857. 
History    of    St.    Giles    and    St.   James 
2  V.  —  Men  of  Character  2  v.    ' 

"John  Halifax,  Qentleman,"  Author  of: 
vide  Mrs.  Graik. 

Johnny  Ludlow:  vide  Mrs.  Henry  Wood. 

Johnson,  Samuel,  1 1784. 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets  a  v-. 
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lolly,  Emily. 
Colonel  Dacre  2  v. 

** Joshua  Davidson/*  Author  of:  vide 
■rs.  L  Lyiiii  Linton. 

Kavanagh,  list  Julia,  1 1877. 
Nathalie  a  ▼.  —  Daisy  Bums  2  v.  — 
Grace  Lee  2  v.  —  Rachel  Gray  i  ▼•  — 
A  dele  3  v.  —  A  Summer  and  Winter  in 
the  Two  Sicilies  2  ▼.—  Seven  Years,  and 
other  Tales  2  v.  —  French  Women  of 
Letters  i  v.  —  English  Women  of  Letters 
,  Y.  —  Queen  Mab  2  v.  —  Beatrice  2  v,  —  • 
Dora  2  V.  —  Silvia  2  v.  —  Bessie  2  v.  — 
John  Dorrien  3  v.  —  Two  Lilies  2  v.  — 
Forget-me-nots  2  v.     {Vide  p.  29.) 

Kaye-Smlth,  Sheila. 
The  End  of  the  House  of  Alard  1  y. 

Keary,  Annie,  1 1879- 
Oldbory  2  v.  —  Castle  Daly  2  v. 

Keary,  C.  F. 
The  Mount  i  v. 
Keeling,  D'Esterre- :  vide  Eeterre. 

Kempis,  Thomas  A. 
The    Imitation   of   Christ.       Translated 
from  the  Latin  by  W.  Benham,  b.d.  1  v. 

Kennedy,  ■argaret. 
The  Constant  Nymph  1  v. 

Kimball,  Richard  BT.  (Am.),  1 1892. 
Saint  Leger  x  v.  —  Romance  of  Student 
Life  Abroad  i  v.  —  Undercurrents  x  v.  — 
Was  he  Successful?  x  v. 

KInglake,  A.  W.,  1 1891. 
Eothen    i   v.  —  The    Invasion    of    the 

Crimea  14  v. 

Klngsley,  Charles,  1 1875. 
Westward  ho !  2  v.  —  Two  Years  ago  2  v. 

—  Hypatia  2  v.  —  Hereward  the  Wake 
2  v.  —  At  Last  2  V. 

Klngsley,  Henry,  1 1876. 
Ravenshoe  2  v.  —  Austin  Elliot  i  v.  — 
GcoflPry  Hamlyii  2  v,  —  The  Hillyars  and 
the  Burtons  2  v,  —  Leighton  Court  x  v.  — 
Valentin  x  v.  —  Reginald  Hetherege  2  v. 

—  The  Grange  Garden  2  ▼. 

Kinross,  Albert 
An  Opera  and  Lady  Grasmcre  x  ▼. 

KIpllnp,  Rudjfard. 
Plain  Tales  from  the  Hills  i  v.  —  The 
Second  Jungle  Book  i  v.  —  The  Seven 
Seas  IV.  —  "Captains  Courageous" 
I  V.  —  The  Day's  Work  i  v.  —  A  Fleet 
in  Being  i, v.  — Stalky  &  Co.  iv.  —  From 
Sea  to  Sea  2  v.  —  The  City  of  Dreadful 
Night  IV.  —  Kim  i  v.  — Just  So  Stories  i  v. 

—  llie  Five  Nations  i  ▼.  —  Traffics  and 


Discoveries  i  v.  —  Puck  of  Pook's  Hill  i  ▼.      ! 
—  Actions  and  Reactions  i  ▼.  —  Rewards 
and  Fairies  x  v. 

Laffiui,  lay. 
Flitters,  Tatters,  and  the  Connsellor  i  ▼. 

Lamb,  Charles,  1 1834.  i 

The  Essays  of  Elia  and  Eliana  x  v.    ( Vide 
p.  29.) 

Lang,  Andrew:  vide  H.  Rider  Haggard. 

Lang^on,  lary  (Am.). 
Ida  May  x  v. 

"  Last  of  the  Cavaliers,  the,*'  Author  of 

(Miss  Piddington) 
The  Last  of  the  Cavalicre    2  v.  —  Ths 
Gain  of  a  Loss  2  ▼. 

taszowska,  Mme  do:  vide  E.  Qerard. 

Laurence,  Qeorge  AlfVed:    vid^  "Oey 
Lh/lngstone." 

Lawless,  the  Hon.  Emily,  t  X9X3. 
Hurrish  x  ▼. 

Lee,  Holme:  vi4e  Harriet  Parr. 

Lee,  Vernon. 
Pope  Tacynth,  etc.  i  v.  —  Genius  Lod,  and 
The  Enchanted  Woods  it.  —  Hortns 
Vitae,  and  Limbo  x  v.  —  The  Spirit  of 
Rome,  and  Lauras  Nobilis  i  ▼.  —  Vanitsw 
XV.  —  Louis  Norbert  x  v.  —  The  Senti- 
mental Traveller  i  v.  —  The  Tower  of  the 
Mirrors  i  v.  —  The  Golden  Kejs  i  ▼. 

Le  Fanu,  J^S.,  1 1873. 
Uncle  Silas  2  ▼.  —  Guy  Deverell  s  v. 

Lemon,  lark,  1 1870. 
Wait  for  the  End  2  v.  —  Loved  at  Last 
a  v.  —  Falkner  Lyle  2  v.  —  Leyton  Hall, 
and  other  Tales  2  v.  —  Golden  Fetters  s  v. 

Lever,  Charles,  1 1872. 
The  O'Donoghue  i  v.  —  The  Knight  oi 
Gwynne  3  V.  —  Arthur  O'Leary  2  v.  — 
Hatry  Lortrequer  2  v.  —  Charles  O'ifal- 
ley  3  V.  —  Tom  Burke  of  "  Ours"  3  v.  — 
Jack  Hinton  2  v.  —  The  Daltons  4  V.— 
The  Dodd  Family  Abroad  3  v.  —  Tlie 
Martins  of  Cro'  Martin  3  V.  —  The  For- 
tunes of  Glencore  2  v.  —  Roland  <  shel 
3  Y.  —  Davenport  Dunn  3  V.  —  Confe  ions 
of  Con  Cregan  2  v.  —  One  of  Tliem  '.  — 
M  aurice  Tiernay  2  v.  —  Barrington  '.  — 
A  Day's  Ride  2  v.  —  Luttrell  of  An      a  t. 

Tony  Butler  av. — Sir  Brook  Foasf     oke 

2  V.  —  The  Bramleighs  of  Bishop's  oliy 
2  V.  —  A  Rent  in  a  Qoud  x  ▼.  —  Thj  B.»v 
of  Norcott's  1 V.  —  St.  Patrick's  Eve  ?*» 
Gosslett's  Confessions  x  ▼.  ~  Lo  Kil- 
g;obbin  z  v. 
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Levett- Yeats,  S. 
The    Honour    of    Savelli    x  ▼.   —   The 
Chevalier  d' Auriac  i  v.  — •  The  Traitor** 
Way  XV.  —  The  Lord  Protector  x  v.  — 
Orrajn  x  v. 

Lewes,  Q.  H.,  1 1878. 
Rantfaorpe    x  v.  —  The   Physfology    oi 
Common  Life  2  v.  —  On  Actors  and  the 
Art  of  Acting  x  v. 

Lewis,  SInolair. 
Babbitt  x  v.  —  Our  Mr.  Wrenn  1  ▼.   — 
Arrowsmith  i  v. 

Unton,  Mrs.  E.  Lynn,  1 1898. 
The  true  History  of  Joshua  Davidson 
IV.  —  Patricia  Kemball  2  v.  —  The 
Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas  2  v.  —  The 
World  well  Lost  2  v.  —  Under  which 
Lord?  2  V.  — Todhunters'at  Loanin'Head, 
and  other  Stories  i  v.  —  lone  2  v. 

Lockhart,  L  W.  ■.,  1 1882, 
3f  ine  is  Thine  2  v. 

Loftus,  Lord  Augustus. 
Diplomatic    Reminiscences    1837  -  1862 
(with  Portrait)  2  v. 

London,  Jack  (Am.)* 
Burning  Daylight  x  v.  —  The  Call  of  the 
Wild  X  V.  —  When  God  Laughs  i  v.  —  The 
Sea- Wolf  2  V.  —  South  Sea  Tales  i  v.  — 
Martin  Eden  2  v.  —  A  Son  of  the  Sun  x  v. 

—  The  Son  of  the  Wolf  x  v.  —  The  Valley 
of  tiie  Moon  2  v. 

Longard,  Mme  de:  vide  D.  Qerard. 

Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth    (Am.), 

t  x882. 

Poetical  Works   (with    Portrait)  5  ▼•  — 

The  Divine  Comedy  of  Dante  Alighieri 

3  V.  —  The  New-England  Tragedies  i  v. 

—  The  Divine  Tragedy  x  v.  —  Flower-de- 
Luce,  and  Three  Books  of  Song  x  v.  —  The 
Masque  of  Pandora,  and  other  Poems  i  v. 

Lonsdale,  Margaret 
Sister  Donr(with  Portrait)  i  v. 

Lorimer,  Qeorge  Horace  (Am.). 
Letters  firom  a  Self-Made  Merchant  to  his 
Son  I  V.  —  Old  Grorgon  Graham  x  v.  — 
lack  Spurlock,  Prodigal  x  v. 
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Lost  Battle^ 

)wndes,  Mrs.  Belloc. 
Uttermost  Farthing  i  v.  —  Studies  in 
•ves  IV.  —  When  No  Man  Pursueth  i  v. 
fane  Oglander  x  v.  —  The  Chink  in  the 
lonr  XV.  —  Mary  Pechell  i  v.  —  Studies 
f)ve  and  in  Terror  i  v. — Xhe  Lodger  i  v. 
le  End  of  her  Hbne3rmoon  i  v.  —  Why 
T  Married  x  v.  —  The  Terriford  Mys- 
XV.  —  Some  Men  and  Women  x  v. 
*ad  of  Deceit  x  ▼. 


Lubbock,  Sir  John  (Lord  Avebury), 
*  X834,  t IQX3- 
The  Pleasures  of  Life  i  v.  —  The  Beau- 
ties of  Nature  (with  Illustrations)  x  v.  — 
The  Use  of  Life  i  v.  —  Scenery  of  Switzer- 
land (with  Illustrations)  2  v.  —  Essays  and 
Addresses  X900-X903  x  v. 

<*  Lutfkillah  " :  vide  Eastwick. 

Lyall,  Edna,  t  X903. 
We  Two  2  V.  -^  Donovan  2  v.  —  In 
the  Golden  Days  2  v.  —  Knight-Errant 
2  V.  —  Wayfaring  Men  2  v.  —  Hope  the 
Hermit  2  v.  —  In  Spite  of  All  2  v.  —  The 
Hinderers  i  v. 

Lytton,  Lord:  vide  E.  Buiwer. 

Lytton,  Robert  Lord  (Oweh  Meredith), 
t 1891. 
Poems  2  V.  —  Fables  in  Song  2  v. 

Haartens,  Maarten. 
The  Sin   of  Toost  Avelingh  i  v.  —  An 
Old  Maid's  Love  2  v.  —  God's  Fool  2  v. 

—  The  Greater  Glory  2  v.  —  My  I/ady 
Nobody  2  v.  —  Her  Memory  x  v.  —  Some 
Women  I  have  known  i  v.  —  My  Poor 
Relations  2  v.  —  Dorothea  2  v.  —  The 
Healers  2  v.  —  Tl^e  Woman's  Victory,  and 
Other  Stories  2  v.  —  The  New  Religion  2  v. 

—  Brothers  All  x  v. — The  Price  of  Lis  Doris 
2  V. — Harmen  Pols :  Peasant  x  v. — Eve  2  v. 

McAulay,    Allan    (Am.):     vide    Kate 
Douglas  Wiggln. 

Macaulay,  Lord,  1x859. 
History  of  England  (with  Portrait)   10  v. 

—  Critical  and  Historical  Essays  5  V.  — 
Lays  of  Ancient  Rome  i  v.  —  Speeches 
2  V.  —  Biographical  Essays  i  v.  —  Wil- 
liam Pitt,  Atterbury  i  v.  —  (See  also 
Trevelyan) . 

Macaulay  Rose. 
Told  by  an  Idiot  x  v,  —  Orphan  Island  i  v. 

McCarthy,  Justin. 
The     Waterdale      Neighbours    2    v.   — 
Dear  Lady  Disdain  2  v.  —  Miss  Misan- 
thrope 2  V.  —  A  History  of  our  Own  Times 

5  V.  —  Donna  Quixote  2  v.  —  A  Short 
History  of  our  Own  Times  2  v.  —  A 
History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Vols,  i  & 
2.  —  A  History  of  our  Own  Times.  Vols. 

6  &  7  (supplemental).  —  A  History  of  the 
Four  Georges  and  of  William  IV.  Vols.  3, 
4  &  5  (supplemental).  —  A  Short  History 
of  oui-  Own  Times.  Vol.  3  (supplemental). 

MacDonaid,  Qeorge,  1 1905. 
Alec  Forbes  of  Howglen  2  v.  —  David 
Elginbrod  2  v.  —  The  Vicar's  Daughter 
2  V.  —  Malcolm  2  v.  —  St.  George  and 
St.  Michael  2  v.  —  The  Marquis  of 
Lossie  2  ▼.  —  Sir  GHbbie   2  v.  —  Mary 
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Marston  i  y.  ~  The  Gifts  of  th«  Child 
Christ,  and  other  Tales  i  v.  —  The  Prin- 
cess and  Curdie  i  v. 

Mackamett,  Mrt.,  t  x88z. 
Sunbeam    Stories    i    v.  —  A     Peerless 
Wife  2  V.  —  A  Mingled  Yam  «▼. 

■ackay,  Eric,  1 1898. 
Love  Letters  of  a  Violinist,  and  other 
Poems  1  V. 

Mack««ncle,  Compton. 
The  Old  Men  of  the  Sea  x  v. 

McKnight,  Charles  (Am.),  t  z88x.     - 
Old  Fort  Diiquesne  2  ▼. 

Maclaren,  Jan,  1 1907' 
Heside    the    Bonnie  Brier  Bush    it.  — 
The  Days  of  Auld  Langsyne  i  v. 

Macleod,  Tiona,  f  1905. 
Wind  and  Wave  i  v.  —  The  Sunset  of  Old 
Tales  X  v. 

Macleod,  Norman,  1 1872. 
The  Old  Lieutenant  and  his  Son  i  t. 

Macpherson,  James,  1 1796 :  vide  Osslan. 

■acquoid,  Mrs. 
Patty  2  V.  —  Miriam's  Marriage  2  v.  —  Pic- 
tures across  the  Channel  2  v.  —  My  Story 
2  V.  —  Diane  2  v.  —  Beside  the  River  2  v. — 
A  Faithful  Lover  2  v. 

"■ademoiselle  Mori,"  Author  of  (Miss 
Roberts). 
Mademoiselle  Mori  2  ▼.  —  Denise  i  v. 
—  Madame  Fontenoy  x  v.  —  On  the 
Edge  of  the  Storm  1  v.  —  The  Atelier  «.lu 
Lys  2  v,  —  In  the  Olden  Time  2  v. 

Mahon,  Lord :  vide  Stanhope. 

Maine,  E.  S. 
Scarscliff  Rocks  2  t. 

Halet,  Lucas  (Mrs.  Mary  St.  Leger 
Harrison). 
Colonel  Enderby't  Wife  2  v.  —  The 
History  of  Sir  Richard  Calmady  3  V.  —  The 
Far  Horizon  2  v.  —  The  Score  x  ▼,  — 
Adrian  Savage  2  v. 

Malmesbury,  the  Earl  of. 
Memoirs  of  an  Ex-Minister  3  t. 

Mann,  Mary  E. 
A  Winter's  Tale    x  v.    —    The  Cedar 

Star  I  v. 

Mansfield,  Robert  Blachford. 
The  Log  oi  the  Water  Lily  x  ▼. 

Mark  Twain :  vide  Twain. 
Marlowe,  Christopher. 
"Joctor  Faustus ;  Edward  the  Second  ;  The 
'w  of  Malta  i  v.. 


"■armorne,"  Author  of:    vide  P.  Q. 
Hamerton. 

*' Marriage,"  the  Authors  of  (Am.). 
Marriage.    Short  Stories  of  Married  Life 
by  American  Writers  x  v. 

Harryat,  Capt,  t  X848. 
lacob  Faithful  (with  PortraiQ  x  v.  — 
i'ercival  Keene  i  v.  —  Peter  Simple  i  v.  — 
Japhet  in  Search  of  a  Father  x  t.  — 
Monsieur  Violet  it.  —  The  Settlen  in 
Canada  i  v.  —  The  Mission  i  v.  —  The 
Privateer's-Man  x  ▼.  —  The  Children  <rf 
tlie  New-Forest  x  ▼.  —  Valeno  i  v.  — 
Mr.  Midshipman  Easy  x  v.  —  The  King's 
Own  XV,    ( Vide  p  29.) 

Marryat,  Florence,  f  1899. 
Love's  Conflict  2  ▼.  —  For  Ever  and 
Ever  2  V.  —  The  Confessions  of  Gerald 
Estcourt  2  V.  —  Nelly  Brooke  2  v.  — 
Veronique  2  v.  —  Petronel  3  v.  _  Her 
Ivord  and  Master  2  v.  —  The  Prey  of  the 
Gods  IV.  —  Life  and  Letters  of  Captain 
Marryat  x  ▼.  —  Mad  Duniaresq  2  v.  — 
No  Intentions  2  v.  —  Fig^hting  the  Air 
2  V. — The  Poison  of  Asps,  and  otherStcmes 
IV.  —  "  My  own  Child  "  2  v.  —  A  Harvest 
of  Wild  Oats  2  v.  —  A  Little  Ste}>son  i  v. 
—Written  in  Fire  2  v. —Her  World  against 
a  Lie  2  V.  —  The  Root  of  all  Evil  2  v.  — 
The  Fair-haired  Alda  2  v.  —  With  Cupid's 
Eyes  2  V.  —  My  Sister  the  Actress  2  v.  — 
Phyllida  2  v.  —  Facing  the  Foot1i|>hts  (with 
Portrait)  2  v.  —  A  Moment  of  Madness, 
and  other  Stories  i  v.  —  Tlie  Ghost  of 
Charlotte  Cray,  and  other  Stories  i  v.  — 
Peeress  and  Player  2  v.  —  Under  the  Lilies 
and  Roses  2  V. — llie  Heart  of  Jane  Warner 
2  V.  —  The  Heir  Presumptive  a  t.  —  The 
Master  Passion  2  v.  —  Spiders  of  Society 
2  V.  —  Driven  to  Bay  2  v.  —  A  Daughter 
of  the  Tropics  2  v.  —  Mount  Kden.  A 
Romance  2  v.  —  Blindfold  2  v  —  A 
Scarlet  Sin  x  v.  —  A  Bankrupt  Heart  2  t. 
—  The  Spirit  World  x  v.  —  The  Beautifiol 
Soul  X  v.  —  At  Heart  a  Rake  2  v.  — 
The  Strange  Transfiguration  of  Hannah 
Stubbs  XV.  —  The  Dream  that  Staved 
2  V.  —  A  Passing  Madness  x  v.  —  The 
Blood  of  the  Vampire  i  v.  —  A  Soi '  >b 
Fire  x  v.  —  Iris  the  Avenger  x  v. 

Marsh,  Mrs.  Anne,  t  X874. 
RavensclifFe    2  v.  —  Emilia    Wynci    ua 
2  v.  —  Castle  Avon  2  v.  —  Aubrey  s      — 
The  Heiress  of  Haughton  2  v.  —  The  1    ise 
of  Ashurst  2  V. 

Marshall,  Mrs.  Emma,  1 1899. 

Mrs.     Mainwaring's     Journal     x     1  — 

Benvenuta   x  v.  —  I^idy   Alice    x   -  — 

Dayspring  x  v.  —  Life's  A  fterma.th, !  — 
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In  the  East  Country  1  ▼.  —  No.  XIII;  or. 
The  Story  of  the  Lost  Vestal  i  v.  —  In 
Four  Reigns  i  v.  —  On  the  Banks  of  the 
Ouse  IV.  —  Alma  1  v.  —  Unde;-  Salisbury 
Spire  1  V.  —  The  End  Crowns  All  i  v.  — 
Winchester  Meads  x  v.  —  Eventide  Light 
IV.  —  Wmifrede's  J  ournal  i  v.  —  Bristol 
£ells  X  V.  5-  A  Lily  among  Thorns  i  v.  — 
Penshurst  Castle i  v.  —  Kensington  Palace 
IV.  —  The  Master  of  the  Musicians  t  v. 

—  An  Escape  from  the  Tower  i  v.  —  A 
Haunt  of  Ancient  Peace  i  v.  —  Castle 
Meadovr  i  v.  —  In  the  Choir  of  West- 
minster Abbey  x  v.  —  The  Young  Queen 
of  Hearts  i  v.  —  Under  the  Dome  of  St. 
Paul's  I  v.  —   {Vide  p.  29.)    - 

Mason,  A.  E.  W. 
The  Four  Feathers  2  v.  —  Miranda  of 
the  Balcony  I'v.  —  The  Courtship  of  Mor- 
rice  Buckler  2  v.  —  The  Watchers  i  v.  — 
Running  Water  i  v.  —  The  Broken  Road 
XV.  —  At  the  Villa  Rose  i  v.  — TheTurnstile 
a  V.  —  The  Witness  for  the  Defence  x  v. 

—  The  House  of  the  Arrow  x  v.  —  The 
Winding  Stair  x  v. 

Mathers,  Helen  (Mrs.  Henry  Reeves). 

"Cherry  Ripe!'*   2  v.  —  "l,and  o*  the 

X^eal "  IV.  —  My  I^ady  Green  Sleeves  2  v. 

—  As  he  comes  np  the  Stair,  etc.  i  v.  — 
Sam's  Sweetheart  2  v.  —  Eyre's  Acquittal 
2  V.  —  Found  Out  XV.  —  Murder  or  Man- 
slaughter? XV.  —  The  Fashion  of  this 
World  (80  Pf.)— Blind  Justice,  and  "  Who, 
bein^  dead,  yet  Speaketh  "  x  v.  —  What 
the  Glass  Told,  and  A  Study  of  a  Woman 
IV.  —  Bam  Wildfire  2  v.  — Becky  2  v. — 
Cinders  i  v.  —  *'  Honey  "  i  v.  —  The  New 
Lady  Teazle,  and  Other  Stories  and  Essays 
XV.  —  The  Ferryman  x  v.  —  Tally  Ho !  2  v. 

—  Pigskin  and  Petticoat  2  v.  —  Gay  Law- 
less X  V. 

M - ugham.  W.  Somerset. 
The  Trembling  of  a  Leaf  x  v.  —  The 
painted  Veil  x  v. 

Maurice,  Colonel. 
The     Balance    of     Military    Power    in 
£urope  x  v. 

Maurler,  Qeorge  du,  1 1896. 
Trilby  2  v.  —  The  Martian  2  v. 

Maxwell,  Mrs.:  vide  Miss  Braddon. 

Maxwell,  W.  B. 
The  Ragged  Messenger  2  v. — TheGuarded 
Flame  2  v.  —  Mrs.  Thompson  x  v.  —  The 
Rest  Cure  x  v.  —  In  Cotton  Wool  2  v.  — 
General  Mallock's  Shadow  i  v.  —  The 
Day's  Journey  x  v.  —  Children  of  the 
Night  I  V. 

''Mehalah" :  vide  Baring-Gould. 


Melville,  Beorge  J.  Whyte,  f  T878. 
Kate  Coventry  i  v.  —  Digby  Grand  x  v. 

—  Good  for  Nothing  2  v.  —  The  (Queen's 
Maries  2  v.  —  The  Gladiators  2  v.  —  The 
Brookes  of  Bridlemere  2  v.  —  Cerise  2  v. 

—  The  Interpreter  2  v.  —  The  White  Kose 
2  v.  —  M.  or  N.  I  v.  —  Contraband  i  v. 

—  Snrchedon  2  v.  —  Uncle  John  2  v.  — 
Katerfelto  x  v.  —  Sister  Louise  x  v.  — 
Rosine  x  v.  —  Roys'  Wife  2  v.  —  Black 
but  Comely  2  v.  — Riding  Recollections  x  v. 

Memorial  Volumes :  vide  Five  Centuries 
(vol.  500) ;  The  New  Testament 
(vol.  1000) ;  Henry  Morley  (vol.  2000); 
Theodore  Stanton  (vol.  4000). 

Meredith,  Qeorge,  1 1909. 
The  Ordeal  oi   Richard  Feverel  2  v.  — 
Beauchamp's  Career  2  v.  —  The  Tragic 
Comedians  x  v.  —  Lord  Ormont  and  his 
Aminta  2  v.  —  The  Amazing  Marriage  2  v. 

—  The  Egoist  2  v.  —  Rhoda  Fleming  2  v. 

Meredith,  Owen :  vide  Robert  Lord  Lytton^ 

Merrick,  Hope. 
Mary-Girl  i  v. 

Merrick,  Leonard. 
The  Man  who  was  good  x  V.  —  This 
Stage  of  Fools  x  v.  —  Cynthia  i  v.  —  One 
Man's  View  i  v.  —  The  Actor- Manager 
XV.  —  The  Worldlings  i  v.  —  Whf  n  Love 
flies  out  o'  the  Window  i  v.  —  Conrad  in 
Quest  of  His  Youth  x  v.  —  The  Quaint 
Companions  i  v. — Whispers  about  Women 
IV.  —  The  House  of  Lynch  x  v.  —  The 
Man  who  Understood  Women,  etc.  x  v.  — 
All  the  Woild  Wondered,  etc.  iv.  —  The 
Position  of  Peggy  Harper  i  v. 

Merriman,  Henry  Seton,  1 1Q03. 
Young  Mistley  x  v.  —  Prisoners  and 
Captives  2  v.  —  From  One  Generation  to 
Another  x  v.  — With  Edged  Tools  2  v.  — 
The  Sowers  2  v.  —  Flotsam  x  v.  —  In 
Kedar's  Tents  i  v.  —  Roden's  Corner 
IV.  —  The  Isle  of  Unrest  i  v.  —  The  Velvet 
Glove  I  v.  — The  Vultures  x  v.  —  Barlasch 
of  the  Guard  i  v.  — Tomaso's  Fortune,  and 
Other  Stories  x  v.  —  The  Last  Hope  2  v. 

Mill,  John  Stuart 
On  Liberty  and  The  Subjection  of  Women 

X  V. 

Milne,  James. 
The  Epistles  of  Atkins  x  v. 

Milton,  John,  t  1674. 
Poetical  Works  x  V« 
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"MiM  Molly,"  Author  of.     ' 
Geraldine  Hawthorne  i  ▼. 

'^ Holly  Bawa,**  Author  of:  vuie  Mrs. 

Hontgonory,  Florenco. 

Mi»undex«tood  x  v.  —  Thrown  To- 
gether «t.  —  Thwarted  z  v.  —  Wild  Mike 
IV.  —  Seaforth  a  v.  —  The  Blue  Veil 
XV.  —  Trant/orraed  x  v.  —  Colonel  Norton 
2  V.  —  Prejudged  x  v.  —  Behind  the  Scenes 
in  the  Schoolroom  z  ▼.    ( Vide  p..  29.) 

Moore,  Frank  Frankfort 

"I  l^orbid  the  Banns"  2  v.  —  A  Gray 
Eye  or  So  a  ▼.  —  One  Fair  Daughter 
2v. — Th*  JcsaamyBride  i  v.  —  NellGwyn 

—  Comedian  i  v.  —  A  Damsel  orTwo  i  v. — 
Castle  Omeragh  a  t.  —  Shipmates  in  Sun- 
shine 2  V.  —  The  Original  Woman  i  v.  — 
The  White  Causewayi  v.  — The  Artful  Miss 
Dill  XT.  —  The  Marriage  Lease  i  v.  —  An 
Amateur  Adventuress  i  v.  —  Priscilla  and 
Charybdis  z  v.  —  The  Food  of  Love  i  v.  — 
The  Laird  of  Craig  Athol  x  v.  — The  Ulster- 
man  X  v. 

Moore,  Qeorge. 

Celibates  z  v.  —  Evelyn  Innes  a  v.  —  Sister 
Teresa  2  v.— The  Untilled  Field  i  v.— Con- 
fessions of  aYoung  Man  z  v.— The  Lake  i  v. 
— Memoirs  of  my  Dead  Life  i  v. — Ave  x  v. 

—  Spring  Days  i  v. —  Salve  i  v. — Vale  i  v. 

—  The  Brook  Kerith  2  v.  —  Muslin  2  v.  — 
The  Coming  of  Gabrielle  z  v. 

Moore,  Thomas,  1 1852. 
Poetical  Works  (with  Portrait)  5  V. 

Morgan,  Lady,  t  x859* 
Memoirs  3  v. 

Morley,  Henry,  1 1894. 

Of  English  Literature  in  the  Keign  of 
Victoria.  With  Facsimiles  of  the  Signa- 
tures of  Authors  in  the  Tauchnitz  Edition 
^v.  2000,  published  idSi)  z  v. 

Morris,  WiHiam. 
A  Selection  from  his  Poems  x  v. 

Morrison,  Arthur. 

Tales  of  Mean  Streets  i  ▼.  —  A  Child 

of  the  Jago  i  v.  —  To  London  Town  i  v. 

-  Cunning  Murrell  i  v.  —  The  Hole  in  the 

n  I  V.  —  The  Grreen  Eye  of  Goona  i  v. 

'•vera  Vanities  x  v.  —  Green  Ginger  i  v. 


Mttlrhead,  Jamet  Fullarton. 
The  Land  of  Contrasts  x  v. 


Muioek,  HIte:  vide  Mrs.  Cralk. 
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Murray,  David  Cbrlttle. 
Rainbow  Gold  a  v. 


Murray,  Qranvllle:  vide  Qroavllia. 

'*My  Little  Udy,"  Author  of:   vide  L 
Frances  Poynter. 

New  Testament,  the. 

The  Authorised  En^^h  Version ,  with 
Introduction  and  Various  Readings  irum 
the  three  most  celebrated  Manuscripts  oi 
the  Original  Teat,  by  Constant! neTiscfaen- 
dorf  (vol.  zooo,  published  Z869)  z  v. 

Mewby,  Mrs.  C.  J. 
Common  Sense  2  v. 

Mloholls,  Mrs. :  vide  Currar  BelL 

"Nina  Balatka,"  Author  of:  ,vide  kk" 
thony  Trollops. 

"No  Church,"  Author  of  (F.  Robinaoa). 
No  Church  2  v.  —  Owen : — a  W^aif  a  t. 

Noel,  Lady  Augusta. 
Hithersea  Mere  2  v. 

Norris,  W.  E. 

A  Bachelor's  Blunder  a  ▼.  —  The  Roges 
2  V.  —  Miss  Shafto  2  v.  —  Mrs.  Fenton  z  v. 

—  Misadventure  2  v.  —  Saint  Ann's  i  v. 

—  A  VictSm  of  Good  Lnck  z  v.  —  q^rif** 
Furiosa  2  V.  —  Marietta's  Marriage  2  v. 

—  The  Fight  for  the  Crown  z  ▼.  —  llie 
Widower  i  v.  —  Giles  Ingilby  z  ▼.  —  The 
Flower  of  the  Flock  z  v.  —  His  Own  Father 
IV.  —  The  Credit  of  the  Countj  z  v.  — 
Lord  Leonard  the  Luckless  x  v.  —  Nature's 
Comedian  i  v.  —  Nigel's  Vocation  x  v.  — 
Barham  of  Beltanaz  v.  —  Harry  and  Ursula 
XV.  —  The  Sqtiare  Pef  z  v.  —  Pauline  x  v. 

—  The  Perjurer  z  ▼.  —  Not  Guilty  ^  — 
Vittoria  Victrix  z  v.  —  Paul's  Paragt      t ». 

—  The  Triumphs  of  Sara  z  v.  —  T<  Ihs 
Exceptional  z  v. 


Norton,  Hon.  Mrs.,  t  Z877. 
Stuart  of  Dunleath  a  ▼.  —  Old  Sir  T 


s  V. 


"Hot  Easily  Jealous,"  Author  o 

Iza  Hardy). 
Not  Easily  Jealous  a  v. 


;Us 
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"Novels  and  Tales ":  vuU  "Household 
Words." 

"  Nursery  Rhymes."    x  v. 

OXonor  Eooles,  Charlotte  (Hal  God- 
frey). 
The  Matrimonial  Lottery  x  v. 

Old  meadow,  Ernest 
Susan  X  v. 

Oliphant,  Laurence,  t  x888. 
Altiora  Peto  a  v.  —  MasoUam  a  ▼. 

OUphant,  Mrs.,  1 1897. 
The  Last  of  the  Mortimers  a  v.  —  Mrs. 
^larg^aret  Maitland  x  v.  —  Agnes  a  ▼.  -- 
Madonna  Mary  a  v.  —  The  Minister's 
Wife  2  ▼.  —  The  Rector  and  the  Doctor's 
Family  x  v.  —  Salem  Chapel  2  v.  —  The 
Perpetual  Curate  a  v.  —  Miss  Marjori- 
baaks  a  v.  —  Ombra  a  ▼.  —  Memoir- of 
Count  de  Montalembert  ay.  —  May  2  v.  — 
Innocent  a  v  —  For  Love  and  Life  2  v.  — 
The  Story  of  Valentine  and  his  Brother 
2  V.  —  Whiteladies  2  v.  —  The  Curate  in 
Charge  x  y.  —  Phoebe,  Junior  2  v.  —  Mrs. 
Arthur  a  v,  —  Carit^  a  v.  —  Young  Mus- 
g^rave  2  v.  —  The  Primrose  Path  2  v.  — 
Within  the  Precincts  3  v.  —  The  Greatest 
Heiress  in  England 2v.rr-  He  that  will  not 
when  he  may  a  v.  —  Harry  Joscelyn  a  v*  — 
In  Trust  a  v.  —  It  was  a  Lover  and  his 
Lass  3  V.  —  The  Ladies  Lindores  3  V.  — 
Hester  3  V.  —  The  Wiaard's  Son  3  V.  —  A 
Country  Gentleman  and  his  Family  a  v.  — 
Neighbours  on  the  Green  i  v.  —  The 
Duke's  Daughteri  v.  —  The  Fugitives  1  v. 
—  Kirsteena  V.  —  Lifeof  Laurence  Oliphant 
and  of  Alice  Oliphant,  his  Wife  a  v.  —  The 
Little  Pilgrim  in  theUnseen  i  v.  — The  Heir 
presumptive  and  the  Heir  Apparent  2  v.  — 
The  Sorceress  2  ▼.  —  Sir  Robert's  Fortune 
2  V.  —  The  Ways  of  Life  x  v.  —  Old  Mr. 
Tredgold  a  v. 

"One  who  has  kept  a  Diary":   vide 
Qeorge  W.  L  Russell. 

Orczy,  Baroness. 

Petticoat  Government  i  v.  —  The  Scarlet 
Pimpernel  x  v.  —  I  will  Repay  i  v.  —  The 
Elusive  Pimpernel  x  v. — Fire  in  Stubble  2  v. 

True  Woman  x  v. —  Meadowsweet  i  v. 

Idorado  a  v.  —  Unto  Caesar  2  v.  — 

•lette  X  ▼.  —  The  Honourable  Jim  i  v. 

impemel  and  Rosemary  x  v.  —  Un- 

led  Knots  x  ▼. 

bourne,  Lloyd  (Am.). 
( Bullet  X  ▼.  — The  Motormaniacs  x  v. 
[arm's  Way  x  v.  —  The  Kingdoms  of 
Vorld  I  y. 

lian. 

Poems  of  Ossian.      Translated  by 
"Ca^hersoa  i  t. 


Ouida,  1 1908. 
Idalia  a  v.  —  Tricotrin  a  v.  —  Fuck  2  v.  — 
Chandos  2  v.  —  StraAmore  a  v,  — '  Under 
two  Flags  a  v.  —  FoUe-Farine  a  v.  —  A 
Leaf  in  the  Storm ;  A  Dog  of  Flanders ; 
A  Branch  of  Lilac;  A  Provence  Rose 
IV.  —  Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage,  and  other 
Novelettes  i  v.  —  Madame  la  Marquise, 
and  other  Novelettes  x  v.  —  Pascarel  a  v. 

—  Two  little  Wooden  Shoes  i  v.  —  Signa 
(with  Portrait)  3  V.  —  In  a  Winter  City  i  v. 

—  AnadnS  2  v.  —  Friendship  a  v.  —  Moths 
3  V.  —  A  Village  Commune  2  v.  —  In 
Maremma  3  V.  —  Bimbi  x  v.  —  Wanda 
3  V.  —  Frescoes  and  other  Stories  i  v.  — 
Princess  Napraxin^  3  V.  —  Othmar  3  V.  — 
A  Rainy  June  (60  Pf.).  Don  Gesualdo 
(6oPf.).  —  A  Hc^useParty  I V.  —  Guilderoy 
2  V.  —  Syrlin  3  V,  —  Ruffino,  and  other 
Stories  X  V.  —  Santa  Barbara,  etc.  i  v.  — 
Two  Offenders  x  v.  —  The  Silver  Christ, 
etc.  IV.  —  Toxin,  and  other  Papers  i  v.  — 
Le  Selve,  and  Tonia  x  v.  —  An  Altruist, 
and  Four  Essays  i  v.  —  La  Strega,  and 
other  Stories  i  v.  —  The  Waters  of  Edera 
XV.  —  Critical  Studies  x  v.  —  Helianthus  2  v. 

"Outcasts,  the,"  Author  of :  vide  "Roy 
Toilet" 

Pain,  Barry. 

The  Exiles  of  Faloo  x  v.  —  Stories  in  Grey 
IV.  —  Stories  without  Tears  i  v.  —  The 
New  Gulliver,  and  Other  Stories  i  v. 

Parker,  Sir  Qilbert 
The  Battle  of  the  Strong  2  v.  —  Donovan 
Pasha,  &  Some  People  of  Egypt  i  v.  —  The 
Seats  of  the  Mighty  2  vi —  The  Weavers  2  v. 

—  The  Judgment  House  2  v. 

Parr,  Harriet  (Holme  Lee),  1 1900. 
Basil  Godfrey's  Caprice  2  v.  —  For  Richer, 
for  Poorer  a  v.  ^ —  The  Beautiful  Miss  Bar- 
rington  a  v.  —  Her  Title  of  Honour  i  v.  — 
I'^choes  of  a  Famous  Year  i  v.  —  Kathe- 
rine's  Trial  i  v.  —  The  Vicissitudes  of 
Bessie  Fairfax  2  v. —  Ben  Milner'sWooing 
IV.  —  Straightforward  2  v.  —  Mrs.  Denys 
of  Cote  2  V.  —  A  Poor  Squire  i  v. 

Parr,  Mrs. 
Dorothy   Fox  i  v.  —  The   Prescotts    of 
Pamphillonav.  — The  Gosati  Smithy,  etc. 
I  v.  —  Robin  2  v.  —  Loyalty  George  2  v. 

Paston,  Qeorge. 
A   Study  in   Prejudices  x  v.  —  A  Fair 
Deceiver  x  v. 

Pa8ture,llrs.  Henry  de  la. 
The  Lonely  Lady  of  Grosvenor  Square  i  v. 

—  The  Grey  Knight  i  v.— Catherine's  Cli ild 
IV.  —  Master  Christopher  2  v.  —  Erica  i  v. 

Paul,  Irs.:  vide  "Still  Waters." 
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"  Paul  Ferrclll,**  Anthor  of  (Mn.CaroUne 

Clivc),  t  1873- 
Paul  Ferroll  i  v.  —  Year  after  Year  1  ▼. 
—  Why  Paul  Ferroll  killed  his  Wife  1  ▼. 

Payn,  James,  1 1898. 
Found  Dead  i  v.  —  Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest I  V.  —  Like  Father,  like  Son  a  v.  — 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won  a  v.  —  Cecil's  Tryst 

1  V.  -  A  Woman's  Vengeance  a  v.  — 
Murphy's  Master  i  ▼.  —  In  the  Heart  of 
a  Hill,  and  other  Stories  i  v.  —  At  Her 
M  ercy  a  ▼.  —  The  Best  of  Husbands  2  v.  — 
Walter's  Word  a  v.  —  Halves  a  v.  — 
Fallen  Fortunes  a  v.— What  He  costHef- 

2  V  —  By  Proxy  a  v.  —  Less  Black  than 
we're  Painted  2  v.  —  Under  one  Roof 
a  y.  _  High  Spirits  1  ▼.  —  High  Spirits 
(Second  Series)  x  v.  —  A  Confidential 
Agent  2  V.  —  From  Exile  a  v.  —  A  Grape 
from  a  Thorn  2  v.  —  Some  Private  Views 
XV.  —  For  Cash  Only  av.  —  Kit :  A  Me- 
mory a  V.  —  The  Canon's  Ward  (with 
Portrait)  a  v.  —  Some  Literary  Re- 
collections I  V.  —  The  Talk  of  the  Town 
X  V.  —  The  Luck  of  the  Darrells  a  y.  - 
The  Heir  of  the  Ages  2  v.— Holiday  Tasks 
xy.  _  Glow -Worm  Tales  (hirst  Series) 

1  V.  —  A  Prince  of  the  Blood  a  v.  —  The 
Mystery  of  Mirbridge  a  v.  —  The  Burnt 
Million  2  V.  —  The  Word   and  the  Will 

2  V.  —  Sunny  Stories,  and  some  Shady 
Ones  I  V.  —  A  Modern  Dick  Whitting- 
ton  a  V.  —  A  Stumble  on  the  Threshold 
2  V.  —  A  Trying  Patient  i  v,  —  Gleams 
of  Memory,  and  The  Eavesdropper  i  v.— 
In  M  arket  Overt  i  v.  —  Another's  Burden 
etc.  I  v.— The  Backwater  of  Life,  or  Essays 
of  a  Literary  Veteran  i  ▼. 


Peard,  Frances  Mary. 
One  Year  2  v.  — The  Rose-Garden  i  v.  — 
Thorpe  Regis  i  v.  —  A  Winter  Story  x  v. 
—  A  Madrigal,  and  other  Stories  x  v.  — 
Cartouche  i  v.  —  Mother  Molly  i  v.  — 
Schloss  and  Town  2  v.  —  Contradictions 
2  V.  —  Near  Neighbours  i  v.  —  Alicia 
Tennant  i  v.  —  Madame's Granddaughter 
I  V.  —  Donna  Teresa  i  ▼.  —  Number  One 
and  Number  Two  x  v.  —  The  Ring  from 
Jaipur  I  V.  —  The  Flying  Months  x  v. 

Pemberton,  Max. 
A  Woman  of  Kronstadt  x  v.  —  The  Garden 
of  Swords  I  V.  —  The  Footsteps  of  a  Throne 
I  V.  —  The  Giant's  Gate  a  v.  —  I  trown 
thee  King  i  v.  —  The  House  under  the  Sea 
Red  Morn  i  v.  —  Beatrice  of  Venice 
Mid  the  Thick  Arrows  2  v.  —  My 


IV 


v. 


(vord   for  Lafayette  x  v.   —  The  Lady 


Evelyn  1  v.  —  The  lx>dc»tar  x  ▼.  —  Wheels 
of  Anarchy  x  v.  —  Love  the  Harvester  x  v. 
—  White  Walls  1  v.  — 

Percy,  Bishop  Thomas,  t  x8ix. 
Reliques  of  Ancient  English  Poetry  3  v. 

Perrln,  Alice. 
The  Charm  x  v.  —  The  Anglo-Indians  i  v. 

The  Happy  Hunting  Ground  1  v.  — 

Government  Honse  i  v 

Philips,  F.  C. 
As  in  a  Looking  Glass  i  v.  —  The  Dean 
and  his  Daughter  i  v.  —  Lucy  Smith  x  v.  — 
A  Lucky  Young  Woman  x  v.  — Jack  and 
Three  Jills  x  v.  —  Young  Mr.  Ainslie's 
Courtship  x  v.  —  Social  Vicissitudes  i  v.  — 
Extenuating  Circumstances,  and  A  French 
Marriage  i  v.  —  More  Social  Vicissitudes 
X  v.  —  Constance  a  v.  —  That  W'ickcd 
Mad'moiselle,  etc.  i  v.  —  A  Doctor  in 
Difficulties,   etc.    x   v.   —  "One    Never 
Knows"  a  V.  —  Of  Course  x  v.  —  Miss 
Ormerod's  Protege  x  v.  —  My  little  Hus- 
band  IV.  —  Mrs.  Bouverie  i  y.  —  A 
Question  of  Colour,  and  otherStorics  xv.— 
A  Devil  in  Nun's  Veiling  x  t.  —  A  Full 
Confession,  and  other  Stories  x  v.  —  The 
Luckiest  of  Three  x  v.  —  Poor  Little  Bella 
1  V.  —  Eliza  Clarke,  Governess,  and  Other 
Stories  i  v,  —  Marriage,  etc.  i  v.  —  School- 
girls of  To-day,  etc.  x  v.  —  If  Only,  etc.  x  v. 
—  An  Unfortunate  Blend  x  v.  —  A  Bar- 
rister's Courtship  i  v. 

Philips,  F,  C„  4  Percy  Fendall. 
A  Daughter's  Sacrifice  x  v.  —  Margaret 
Byng  X  V.  —  Disciples  of  Plato  x  v.  —  A 
Honeymoon — and  After  i  v. 

Philips,  F.  C,  4  C.  J.  Wilis. 
The  Fatal  Phryneiv. — The  Scudaniorcs 
XV.  —  A  Maiden  Fair  to  See  1  v.  —  SyMl 
Ross's  Marriage  x  v. 

Philips,  F.  C.  4  A.  R.  T. 

Life  I  v.  —  Judas,  the  Woman  1  v. 

Phiilpotts,  Eden. 

Lying  Prophets  a  v.  —  The  Humai  oy 

1  v.  —  Sons  of  the  Morning  2  v.  -  "he 

Good  Red  Earth  x  v.—  The  Striking  1  ors 

I  V.  —  The  Farm  of  the  Dagger  i  — 

The  Golden  Fetich  i  v.  —  The  Whir  inti 

a  V.  —  The  Human  Boy  Again  1  v.—  am 

the  Angle  of  Seventeen  x  v.  —  The  B  w 

Venus  X  V.  —  The  Grey  Room  x  v.  -  I*"- 

Red  Redmaynes  x  v.  —  A  Human  ys 

Diary   x   v.    —   Cheat-the-Boys   r  - 
A  Voice  from  the  Dark  x  ▼. 


TauchnttB  Edition,     Complete  List, 


23 


Phillpotts,  E.,  4  Arnold  Bennett 
The  Sinews  of  War  i  v.  —  The  Statue  i  v. 

Piddfngton,  Miss:  vide  Author  of  "Tlw 
Last  of  the  Cavaliers." 

Poe,  Edgar  Allan  (Am.)>  1 1849. 
Poems   and  Essays,  edited  with  a  new 
Memoir  by  John  H.  Ingram  i  ▼.  —  Tales, 
edited  by  John  H.  Ingram  x  v.  —  Fantastic 
•Tales  I  V. 

Pope,  Alexander,  1 1744. 
Select  Poetical  Works  (with  Portrait)  x  ▼. 

Poynter,  Miss  E.  Frances. 
My  Little  Lady  2  ▼. — Ersilia  a  ▼, — Among 
the  Hills  X  v. 

Praed,  Mrs.  Campbell. 
Affinities  i  v.  —  The  Head  Station  a  ▼. 

Prentiss,  Mrs.  E.  (Am.),  1 1878. 
Stepping  Heavenward  z  v. 

Prince  Consort,  the,  1 1861. 
Speeches  and  Addresses  (with  Portr.)  xv. 

Pryce,  Richard. 
Miss  Maxwell's   Affections   z  v.  —  The 
Quiet  Mrs.  Fleming  x  ▼.  —  Time  and  the 
woman  i  v, 

Pym,  H.  N. :  vida  Caroline  Fox. 

Quiller-Couch,  Sir  A.  T.  ('<  Q  "). 
I  Saw  Three  Ships  x  v.  —  Dead  Man's 
Rock  IV.  —  la  and  other  Tales  i  v.  — 
The  Ship  of  Stars  i  v.  —  Fort  Amity  i  v. 

—  Shakespeare's  Christmas,  and  Other 
Stories  t  v.  —  The  Mayor  of  Troy  i  v.  — 
Merry-Garden,  and  Other  Stories  i  v.  — 
Brother  Copas  x  v. 

Quincey:  v<V^  De  Quincey. 

Rae,  W.  Fraser,  1 1905. 
Westward  by  Rail  i  v.  —  Miss  Bayle*s 
Romance  2  v.  —  The  Business  ofTravel  i  v. 

Ralmond,  C.  E.  (Miss  Robins)  (Am.). 
The  Open  Question  2  v.  —  The  Magnetic 
North  2  V.  —  A  Dark  Lantern  2  v.  —  The 
Convert  2  v.  —  The  Florentine  Frame  x  v. 

—  •*  Where  are  you  going  to . . .  ?  **  i  v.  — 
V~  ly  Stations  i  v. 

'Rajah's  Heir,  the."    2  v. 

eade,  Charles,  1 1884. 
•        is  never  too  late  to  mend "  a  v.  — 

1  B  Cloister  and  tlie  Hearth  2  v.  —  Hard 

C  ihjv.  —  Put  Yourself  in  his  Place  2  v. — 

i  Terrible  Temptation  2  v.  —  Peg  Wof- 

fi  ton  IV.  —  Christie  Johnstone  1  v.  — 

I  »impleton  a  v.  —  The  Wandering  Heir 
X  —  A  Woman-Hater  2  v.  —  Readiana 
I       —  Singleheart  and  Doubleface  x  v. 


''Recommended  to  Mercy,"  Author  of 
(Mrs.  Houstoun). 
"  Recommended  to  Mercy  "  2  v.  —  Zoe's 
"Brand"  2 V. 

Reeves,  Mrs. :  vide  Helen  Mathers. 

Rhys,  Qrace. 
Mary  DominiC  x  v.  —  The  Wooing  of 
Sheila  i  v.  —  About  many  Things  i  v. 

Rice,  James:  vide  Walter  Besani 

Richards,  Alfred  Bate,  1 1876. 
So  very  Human  3  v. 

Richardson,  S.,  1 1761. 
Oarissa  Harlowe  4  v. 

Riddell,  Mrs.  (F.  G.  TrafFord). 
George  Geith  of  Fen  Court  2  v.  —  Max- 
well Drewitt  2  v.  —  The  Race  for  Wealth 
2  V.  —  The  Earl's  Promise  2  v.  —  Mor- 
tomley's  Estate  2  v. 

Ridge,  W.  Pett 
Name  of  Garland  i  v.  —  Thanks  to  Sander- 
son IV.  —  Miss  Mannermg  i  v.  —  The 
Lunch  Basket  1  v.  —  Just  like  Aunt  Bertha 

I  V. 

"Rita." 
Souls  XV.  —  The  Jesters  x  v.  —  The  Mas- 
queraders  2  v.  —  Queer  Lady  Judas  2  v.  — 
Prince  Charming  i  v.  —  The  Pointing 
Finger  i  v.  —  A  Man  of  no  Importance  i  v. 
—  The  House  called  Hurrish  i  v.  —  Calvary 
2  V.  —  That  is  to  say —  1  v. 

Ritchie,   Mrs.   Anne  Thackeray:    vide 
Miss  Thaclceray. 

Roberts,  Miss :  vide  Author  of  "  Made- 
moiselle Mori." 

Robertson,  Rev.  F.  W.,  1 1853. 
Sermons  4  v. 

Robins,  Hiss:  vide  Ralmond. 
Robinson,  F. :  vide  "  No  Church." 

Ross,  Charles  H. 
The   Pretty  Widow    l  v.  —  A  London 
Romance  2  v. 

Ross,  Martin:  vt'^d&f  Somerviile. 

Rossetti,  Dante  Gabriel,  f  1882. 
Poems  IV.  —  Ballads  and  Sonnets  i  v. 

"Roy  Toilet" 
The    Outcasts    x   v,  —  A     Draught    oi 
Lethe  i  v.  —  Pastor  and  Prelate  2  v. 

Ruck,  Berta. 

Sir  or  Madam?  i  v.  —  The  Dancing  Star 
TV.  —  Lucky  in  Love  i  v.  —  The  Clouded 
Pearl  i  v.  —  The  Immortal  Girl  i  v.  — 
Kneel  to  the  Prettiest  x  v. 
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RyftlnljJ.,  t  i88i. 
Lavinia  «  v.  —  Doctor  Antonio  i  ▼.  — 
Vincenso  s  ▼.  —  A  Quiet  Nook  in  the  Jnra 
X  V.  —  The  Parmgreens  on  a  Vint  to  Paris 

X  V. 

Rutkin,  John,  *  18x9,  t  X900. 
Sesame  and  Lilies  i  v.  —  The  Stones  of 
Venice  (with  Illiistrations)  s  v.  —  Unto  this 
Last  and  Munera  Polveris  x  v. —  The  Seven 
Lamps  of  Architecture  (with  X4  IHustra- 
tions)  XT.  —  Mornings  in  Florence  x  v. — 
St.  Mark's  Rest  x  ▼. 

Russell,  W.  Clark. 
A  Sailor's  Sweetheart  s  ▼.  —  The  "  I^dy 
Maud"  2  ▼.  —  A  Sea  Queen  a  ▼. 

Russell,  Qeorge  W.  E. 
Collections  and  Recollections.    By  One 
who  has  kept  a  Diary  2  v.  —  A  Londoner's 
Log*  Book  I  V. 

*<Ruth  and  hfr  Friends*':  vide  p.  S9. 

Sala,  Qeorge  Avgustiit,  1 1895. 
The  Seven  Sons  of  Mammon  2  v. 

Saunders,  John. 
Israel  Mort,  Overman  2  ▼.  —  The  Ship- 
owner's Daughter  2  v. —  A  Noble  Wife  2  v. 

Saunders,  Katherlne  (Mrs.  Cooper). 
Joan    Merryweather ,    and    other    Tales 
XV.  —  Gideon's  Rock,  and  other  Tales 
XV.  —  The  High  Mills  t  v.  —  Sebastian  i  v. 

Savage,  Richard  Henry  (Am.),  f  1903. 
My  Official  Wife  x  ▼.  —  The  Little  Lady 
of  Lagunitas  (with  Portrait)  2  v.  —  Prince 
Schamyl's  Wooing  x  ▼.  —  The  Masked 
Venus  2  V.  —  Delilah  of  Harlem  2  v.  — 
A  Daughter  of  J  udas  x  v.  —  In  the  Old 
Chateau  IV.  —  Miss  Devereuz  of  the 
Mariquita  2  v.  —  Checked  Through  2  ▼.  — 
ii  Modem  Corsair  2  v.  —  In  the  Swim 
2  V.  —  The  White  Lady  of  Khaminavatka 
2  V.  —  In  the  House  of  His  Friends  2  v.  — 
The  Mysteiy  of  a  Shipyard  2  v.  —  A  Monte 
C^isto  in  Khaki  x  v. 

Sohreiner,  Olive. 
Trooper  Peter  Halket  of  Mashonaland 
XT.  —  Woman  and  Labour  x  v. 

Soott,  Sir  Waiter,  f  1832. 
Waverley  2  v.  —  The  Antiquary  x  ▼. 
—  Ivanhoe  2  v.  —  Kenilworth  i  ▼.  — 
Quentin  Durward  x  v.  —  Old  Mortality 
IV.  —  Guy  Mannering  x  v.  —  Rob  Roy 
XV.  —  The  Pirate  i  v.  —  The  Fortunes 
^  of  Nigel  X  V.  —  The  Black  Dwarf; 
A  Legend  of  Montrose  i  v.  —  The  Bride 
of  Lammermoor  x  v.  —  The  Heart  of  Mid- 
Lothian  2  V.  —  The  Monastery  i  v.  —  The 
Abbot  IV.  —  Peveril  of  the  Peak  a  v.  ^ 

Poetical  Works  2  v Woodstock  i  v. 

T^-  Fair  Maid  of  Perth  x  v.  —  Anne  of 
tein  I  V. 


Seeley.  Prof.  J.  R.,  1 1895. 
Life  ana  Times  of  Stein  4  t.  —  The  Ex- 
pansion of  England  x  v.  —  Goethe  i  v. 

Sewoll,  Elizabeth,  t  X906. 
Amy  Herbert  2  ▼.  —  Ursula  a  ▼.  —  A 
Glimpse  of  the  World  a  ▼.  —  The  Journal 
of  a  Home  Life  a  v.  —  After  I^ife  2  v.  — 
The  Experience  of  Life  2  v. 

Shakespeare,  William,  1 161 6. 
Plays  and  Poems  (with  Portrait)  (Second 
Edition)  7  V.  —  Doubtfid  Plays  x  ▼. 

Shakespeare' 9  Plays  may  also  be  had  in 
37  numbers,  each  number  sold  separately. 

Sharp,  William,  1 1905 :  vide  Mtss  He- 
ward,  Fiona  ■acieod  and  Swlnbnme. 

Shaw,  Bernard. 
Man  and  Superman  x  v.  —  The  Perfect 
Wagnerite  x  v.  —  Cashel  Byron's  Pro- 
fession XV.  —  Plays   Pleasant  >  and  Un- 
pleasant (The  Three  Unpleasant  Plays  i  v. 

—  The  Four  Pleasant  Plays  x  v.).  —  Get- 
ting Married  &  The  Shewing-up  of  Blanco 
Posnet  XV.  —  The  Doctor's  Dilemma  ft 
The  Dark  Lady  of  the  Sonnets  x  v. —  Three 
Plays  for  Puritans  x  v.  —John  Bull's  Other 
Island  etc.  i  v.  —  Androoes  and  the  Lion; 
Pygmalion  x  v.  —  Misalliance  x  v.  —  Fan- 
ny's First  Play,  etc.  i  v.  —  Heartbreak 
House,  etc.  i  v.  —  Back  to  Methuselah  x  v. 

—  Saint  Joan  x  v. 

Sheliey,  Percy  Bysshe,  1 1822. 
A  Selection  from  his  Poems  x  ▼. 

Sheppard,  Nathan  (Am.),  f  x888. 
Shut  up  in  Paris  x  ▼. 

Sheridan,  R.  B.,  1 18x6. 
The  Dramatic  Works  x  t. 

Shorthottee,  J.  Henry. 
John  Inglesant  2  v.  —  Blanche  Falaise  x  v. 

SIdgwIck,  Mrs.  Alfred. 
The  Lantern  Bearers  x  v. —  Anthea's  Guest 

X  V. 

■ay  Sinclair. 
Axme  Sfevern  and  the  Fieldings  x  v.  —  Un- 
canny Stories  IV.  —  A  Cure  of  Soals  x  v. 

—  Arnold  Waterlow :  a  Life  x  v.  —  The 
Rector  of  Wyck  x  v. 

Slatin  Pasha,  Rudolf  C,  C.B. 
Fire  and  Sword  in  the  Sudan  3  t. 

Smedley,  F.  L :  vide  '*  Frank  Fal. 

Smollett,  Tobias,  t  lyyx. 
Roderick     Random    x    v.   —  H»         7 
Qink^  XV.  —  Peregrine  Pickle  2 

Snalth,  J.  C. 
Mrs.  Fitz  XV.  —  The  Principal  Girl         - 
An  A£Fair  of  State  x  v.  —  Aramint         r. 

—  Time  and  Tide  i  v.  —  Thus  F  r. 
"Society  In  London,"  Author  of. 

Sodety    in     Iiondon.      By    a    1  ;■ 

Resident  x  v. 
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Somervllle,  E.  (L,  4  M.  Ross. 
Naboth's  Vineyard    i  ▼.  —  All  on   the 
Irish  Shore  i  v.  —  Dan  Russel  the  Fox  x  v. 

"  Spanish  Brothsrs,  the."    2  v. 

Stanhope,  Earl  (Lord  Mahon),  1 1875. 
The  History  of  Ens^land  7  V.  —  Reign 
of  Queen  Anne  2  v. 

Stanton,  Theodore  (Am.). 
A  Map<*^l  of  American  Literature  z  v. 

Steel,  Flora  Annie. 
The   Hoets  of  the  Lord   2  t.  —  In  the 
Gruardianship  of  God  z  ▼. 

Sterne,  Laurenoe,  1 1768. 
Tristram  Shandy  2  ▼.  —  A  Sentimental 
Journey  (with  Portrait)  z  v. 

Stevenson,  Robert  Louis,  1 1894. 
Treasure  Island  x  v.  — ^  Dr.  Jekyll  and 
Mr.  Hyde,  and  An  Inland  Voyage  z  v.  — 
Kidnapped  z  ▼.  —  The  Black  Arrow  x  v.  — 
The  Master  of.Ballantrae  z  v. — The  Merry 
Men,  etc.  z  v.  —  Across  the  Plains,  etc.  x  v. 
—  Island  Nights'  Entertainments  x  v.  — 
Catriona  z  v.  — Weir  of  Hermiston  x  ▼.  — 
St.  Ives  2  V.  —  In  the  South  Seas  2  v.  — 
Tales  and  Fantasies  x  v. 

»*  Still  Waters,"  Author  of  (Mrs.  Paul). 
Still  Waters  z  v.  —  Dorothy  x  v.  —  De 
Cressy  z  ▼.  —  Uncle  Ralph  z  v.  —  Maiden 
Sisters  it.  —  Martha  Brown  zt. — Vanessa 
x  V. 

Stirling,  ■.  C. :  vide  8.  ■.  Cralk. 

Stookton,  Frank  R.  (Am.),  1 1902. 
The  House  of  Martha  x  v. 

"  Story  of  a  Penitent  Soul,  the."    x  v. 

X Story  of  Ellzaheth,  the,"  Author  of: 
vide  Hltt  Thaekeray. 

Stowe,   Irt.  Harriet  Beeoher   (Am.), 
1x896. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  (with  Portrait)  2  v.  — 
A  Key  to  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  2  ▼.  —  Dred 
2  V.  —  Oldtown  Folks  2  v. 

"Kunbeam  Stories,"  Author  of:    vide 
Irs.  laokarneet. 

Ift,  Jonathan  (Dean  Swift),  f  Z74S. 
(        Tsr's  Travek  z  v. 

inburne,  Algernon  Charles,  f  Z909. 
mta  in  Calydon :  and  Lyrical  Poems 
I        id,  with  an  Introduction,  by  William 
!        p)  z  V.  —  Love's  Cross-Currents  z  v. 

iStelard  and  Mary  Stuart  x  v. 

Ik  Swinnerton. 

iree  Lovers  x  v.  -  The  Elder  Sister  i  v. 


Symonds,  John  Addington,  t  1893. 
Sketches   in   Italy    x  v.  —  New   Italian 
Sketches  z  v. . 

Synge,  John  ■. 
Plays  z  V. 

Tagore,  Rabindrarath 
The  Home  and  the  World    i  v.  —  Tlie 
Gardener  z  v.  —   SSdhana   i  v.   —  The 
Wreck  z  v.  —  Gitanjali;  Fruit-Gathei  uijj 

I    V. 

Tallentyre,  S.  8.:  vide  H.  S.  Morriman. 

Tasma. 
Uncle  Piper  of  Piper's  Hill  2  v. 

Tautphoeus,  Baroness,  t  Z893. 
CyriUa  2  v.  —  The  Initials  2  v.  —  Quits 
2  V.  —  At  Odds  2  V. 

Taylor,  Col.  leadows,  t  X876. 
Tara ;  a  Mahratta  Tale  3  v. 

Templeton:   vide  Author  of  ''Horace 
Templeton." 

Tennyson,  Alfred  (Lord),  f  1892. 
Poetical  Works  8  v.  —  Queen  Mary 
XV.  —  Harold  x  v.  —  Becket;  The  Cup ; 
The  Falcon  x  v.  —  LocJuley  Hall ,  sixty 
Years  after ;  The  Promise  of  May ;  Tiresias 
and  other  Poems  x  v.  —  A  Memoir.  By 
His  Son  (with  Porti'ait)  4  v. 

Testament,  the  New :  vide  New. 

Thackeray,  WlUiam  lakepeace,  1 1863. 
Vanity  Fair  3  V.  —  Pendennis  3  V.  — 
Miscellanies  8  v.  —  Henry  Esmona  2  v.  — 
The  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century  z  v.  —  The  Newcomes  4  V.  —  The 
Virginians  4  V.  —  The  Four  Georges ; 
Level  the  Widower  i  v.  —  The  Adventures 
of  Philip  2  V.  —  Denis  Duval  z  v.  — 
Roundabout  Papers  2  v.  —  Catherine 
z  V.  — The  Irish  Sketch  Book  2  v.  —  The 
Paris  Sketch  Book   (with  Portrait)   2  v. 

Thackeray,  Miss  (Lady  Ritchie). 
Old  Kensington  2  v.  —  Bluebeard's  Keys, 
and  other  Stories  x  v.  —  Five  Old  Friends 
XV.  —  Miss  Angel  z  v.  —  Fulbam  Lawn, 
and  other  Tales  x  v.  —  From  an  Island.  A 
Story  and  some  Essays  I  y.  —  Da  Capo,  and 
other  Tales  x  v.  —  Madame  de  Sevigne ; 
From  a  Stage  Box;  Miss  Williamson's 
Divagations  x  v.  —  A  Book  of  Sibyls  i  v. 
—  Mrs.  Dymond  2  v.  —  Chapters  from 
some  Memoirs  x  v. 

Thomas  a  Kempis :  vide  Kempis. 

Thomas,  A.  (Mrs.  Pender  Cudlip). 
Denis   Donne  2  v.  —  On  Guard  2  v.   — 
Walter  Goring  2  v.  —  Played  Out  2  v.  — 
Called   to  Account  2  v.  —  Only  Herself 
S  Y.  —  A  Narrow  Escape  2  v. 
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Thomson,  James,  1 1748. 
Poetical  Works  (with  Portrait)  !▼!, 

"Thoth,"  Author  of. 
Thoth  I  V. 

Thurtton,  L  Temple. 
The  Greatest  Wish  in  the  World  i  t.  — 
ilirage  i  v.  —  The  City  of  Beautiful  Non- 
sense I  v.— The  Garden  of  Resurrection  i  v. 

—  Thirteen  i  v.  —  The  Apple  of  Eden  i  v. 

—  The  Antagonists  i  v.  —  The  Evolution 
of  Katherine  i  v* — The  Open  Window  i  v. 

—  Sally  Bishop  2  v. —  Richard  Furlong  i  v. 

—  The  Eye  of  the  Wift  i  v.  —  Achieve- 
ment I  V.  — The  Miracle  x  v.  —  May  Eve 
IV.  —  The  Green  Botigh  it.—  Charmeuse 

1  ▼. 

TrafTord,  F.  Q.:  vide  Hrt.  RIddell. 

Trevelyan,  Qeorge  Otto. 

The  Life  and  Letters  of  Lord  Macaulay 
(with  Portrait)  4  V.  —  Selections  from  the 
Writings  of  Lord  Macaulay  a  ▼•  —  The 
American  Revolution  (with  a  Map)  a  v. 

Trols-Etolies :  vide  Qrenviiie. 

Trollope,  Anthony,  t  xSSa* 
Doctor    Thome    2  t.  —  The    Bertrams 

2  V.  —  The  Warden  i  v.  —  Barchester 
Towers  2  v.  —  Castle  Richmond  2  v.  — 
Framley  Parsonage  2  v.  —  North  America 

3  v.  —  Orley  Farm  3  V.  —  Rachel  Ray  2  v. 

—  The  Small  House  at  AUington  3  v.  — 
Can  you  forgive  her?  3  v.  —  The  Belton 
Estate  2  V.  —  Nina  Balatka  i  v.  —  The 
Last  Chronicle  of  Bar8et3v.  — The  Claver- 
ings  2  V.  —  Phineas  Finn  3  V.  —  Sir  Harry 
Hotspur  of  Humblethwaite  i  v.  —  Ralph 
the  Heir  2  v.  —  The  Golden  Lion  of 
Granpere  i  v.  —  Australia  and  New  Zea- 
land 3  V.  —  Lady  Anna  2  v.  —  Harry 
Heathcote  of  Gangoil  i  v.  —  The  Way  we 
live  now  4  V.  —  The  Prime  Minister  4  V.  — 
South  Africa  2  v.  —  An  Eye  for  an  Eye  i  v. 

—  John  Caldigate  3  v.  —  The  Duke's 
Children  ^  v.  —  Dr.  Wortle's  School  i  v.  — 
The  Fixed  Period  i  v.  —  Marion  Fay2  v.  — 
Kept  in  the  Dark  i  v.  —  Frau  Frohmann, 
and  other  Stories  i  v.  —  Alice  Dugdale, 
and  other  Stories  x  v.  —  La  Mere  Bauche, 
and  other  Stories  i  ♦.  —  The  Mistletoe 
Bough,  and  other  Stories  1  v.  —  An  Auto- 
biography I  V.  —  An  Old  Man's  Love  i  v. 

Trollope,  T.  Adolphus,  1 1892. 
The  Garstangs  of  Garstang  Grange  a  v. 

—  A  Siren  2  v. 

Trowbridge,  W.  R.  H. 
The  Letters  of  Her  Mother  to  Elizabeth 
V  Girl  ot  the  Multitude  i  v.  —  That 
arquis  of  Brandenburg  it.  —  A 


Dazzling  Reprobate  x  y. — TheWhite  Hopt 

I  V. 

Twain,  Hark  (Samuel  L.  Oemen^ 
(Ara.)i  t  1910. 
The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer  it.  — 
The  Innocents  Abroad;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrims*  Progress  2  v.  — A  Tramp  Abroad 
2  V.  —  "Roughing  it"  it.  —  The  In- 
nocents at  Home  it.  —  The  Prince  and 
the  Pauper  a  t.  —  The  Stolen  White 
Elephant,  etc.  it.  —  Life  on  the  Mis- 
sissippi 2  T.  —  Sketches  (with  Portrait) 
XV.  —  Huckleberry  Finn  2  t.  —  Selections 
from  American  Humour  x  v.  — >  A  Yankee 
at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur  2  t.  —  TIm 
American  Claimant  it.  —  The  £  1 000000 
Bank-Note  and  other  new  Stories  it.  — 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad  it.  —  PNidd'nbead 
Wilson  XT.  —  Personal  Recollections  of 
Joan  of  Arc  2  t. — Tom  Sawyer,  DetectiTe, 
and  other  Tales  it.  —  More  Tramps 
Abroad  a  v.  —  The  Man  that  corrupted 
Hadleyburg,  etc.  a  t.  —  A  Doable- Bar- 
relled Detective  Story,  etc.  it.  —  The 
$30,000  Bequest,  and  Other  Stories  x  t.— 
Christian  Science  it.  —  Captain  Storm- 
field's  Visit  to  HeaTen  &  Is  Shakeqieare 
Dead?  i  t. 

"Two  Cosmos,  tlia."    x  t. 

Vacbell,  Horace  Annesley. 
The  Fade  of  Clay  i  v.  —  Her  Son  i  t.  — 
The  Hill  x  v.  —  The  Waters  ofjordan  x  v. 

—  An  Impending  Sword  i  v.  — The  Paladbi 

1  T.  — Jo*>o  Verney  it.  —  Blinds  Down 
IT.  —  Bunch  Grass  it.  —  The  Procession 
of  Life  XT.  —  Loot  it.  —  Quinneys'  x  v. 

—  Change  Partners  it.  —  The  Yard  i  v. 

—  Quinney's  Adventures  it.  —  Wat- 
ling's  for  Worth  i  t. 

"Venus  and  Cupid.'*    i  t. 

'*Vira,"  Author  of. 
V^a   IT.  —  The   Hfitel    du  Petit  St 
Jean  it.  —  Blue  Roses  2  t.  —  Within 
Sound  of  the  Sea  a  t.  —  The  Maritime 
Alps  and  their  Seaboard  a  t. — Ninette  x  v. 

Victoria  R.  I. 
Leaves  from  the  Journal  of  our  Life 
the  Highlands  from  1848  to  1861  i  v 
More  Leaves,  etc.  from  i86a  to  1S82 

"VlfQlnla."    IT. 

VIzetelly,  Ernest  Alft*ed. 
With  Zola  in  England  i  t. 

Walford,  L.  B. 
Mr.  Smith  a  t.  —  Pauline  a  v.  — -  Cot 

2  T.  —  Troublesome   Daughters    a  t. 
Leddy  Maxget  x  t. 
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Wallace,  Edgar. 
The  Book  of  All-Power  1  v.  —  The  Valley 
qf  Ghosts  IV.  —  Chick  i  v.  —  Captains  of 
Souls  IV.  —  The  Missing  Million  i  v.  — 
The  Face  in  the  Night  i  v. 

Wallace,  Lew.  (Am.),  f  1905. 
Ben-Uur  2  v. 

Walpole  Hugh. 
Jeremy  and  Hamlet  i  v.  —  The  Old  Ladies 
IV.  —  Portrait  of  a  Man  with  Red  Hair  i  v. 

Warburton,  Eliot,  1 1852. 
I>arien  2  v.- 

Ward,  Mrs.  Humphry. 
Robert  Elsmere  3  V.  —  X>avid  Grieve 
3v.  —  !MissBretherton  i  v.  —  Marcella  3  v. 
Bessie Costrell  i  v.  —  Sir  George  Tressady 
2  V.  —  Helbeck  of  Bannisdale  2  v.  — 
Eleanor.  2  v.  —  Lady  Rose's  Daughter  2  v. 

—  The  Marriage  of  William  Ashe  2  v.  — 
Fenwick's  Career  2  v. —  Diana  Mallory  2  v. 

—  Daphne;  or,  "Marriage  4  la  Mode"  i  v. 

—  Canadian  Born  i  v.  —  The  Case  of 
Richard  Meynell  2  v.  —  The  Mating  of 
Lydia  2  v.  —  The  Coryston-  Family  i  v. 

Warner,  Susan :  vide  Wetherell. 

Warren,  Samuel,  1 1877. 
Diary   of  a    late   Physician  2  v.   —  Ten 
ITiousand  a-Year  3  V.  —  Now  and  Then 
IV.  —  The  Lily  and  the  Bee  i  v. 

*Watcrdale  Neighbours,  the,"    Author 
of :  vide  Justin  McCarthy 

Watson,  H«  B.  Marriott. 
The  Excelsior  i  v. 

Watts-Dunton,  Theodore,  1 1914. 
Aylwin  2  v. 

Wells,  H.  Q. 
The  Stolen  Bacillus,  etc.  1  v.  —  The  War 
of  the  Worlds  i  v. —  The  Invisible  Man  i  v. 

—  The  Time  Machine,  and  The  Island  of 
Doctor  Moreau  i  v.  —  When  the  Sleeper 
Wakes  i  v.  —  Tales  of  Space  and  Time  i  v. 

—  The  Plattner  Story,  and  Others  i  v.  — 
Love  and  Mr.  Lewisham  i  v. — TheWheels 
of  Chance  i  v.  —  Anticipations  i  v.  —  The 
First  M  en  in  the  Moon  i  v. —  The  Sea  Lady 
1 V. — Mankind  in  the  Making  2  v. — Twelve 
Stories  and  a  Dream  i  v.  —  The  Food  of 
t^iA  Gods  IV.  —  A  Modern  Utopia  i  v.  — 
}.  38  2  v.— In  the  Days  of  the  Comet  IV. — 
1  Future  in  America  i  v.  —  New  Worlds 
f  Did  IV.  —  The  War  in  the  Air  i  v.  — 
1  D-Bungay  2  v.  —  First  and  Last  Things 
1  —  The  New  Machiavelli  2  v.  —  Mar- 
r       J  2  V.  — "The  Passionate  Friends  2  v. 

n  Englishman  looks  at  the  World  i  v. 

le  World  Set  Free  i  v.  —  A  Short  His- 
t        of  the  World  (with  twelve  Maps)  i  v. 

Ten  Like  Gods  i  v.  —  The  Dream  i  v. 

t.>alby  IV.  —  The  S'-ciet  Places  of 
t       Heart  x  ▼.  —  The  Country  of  the 


Blind,  and  Other  Stories  i  v. 

Westbury,  Hugh.    Acte  2  v; 

Wetherell,    Elizabeth    (Susan    Warner) 
•       (Am.),  1 1885. 

The  wide,  wide  World  i  v.  —  Queecliy 
2  V.  —  The  Hills  of  the  Shatemuc  2  v.  — 
Say  and  Seal  2  v.  —  The  Old  Helmet  2  v. 

Wevman,  Stanley  J. 
The  House  of  the  Wolf  i  v.  —  The  Story 
of  Francis  Cludde  2  v.  —  A  Gentleman  of 
France  2  v.  —  The  Man  in  Black  i  v.  — 
Under  the  Red  Robe  i  v.  —  From  the 
Memoirs  of  a  Minister  of  France  i  v.  — 
The  Red  Cockade  2  v.  —  Shrewsbury  2  v. 

—  Sophia  2  V.  —  In  Kings'  Bj'ways  i  v.  — 
The  Long  Night  2  v.  —  The  Abbess  of 
Vlaye  2  v.  —  Chippinge  2  v.  —  Laid  up  in 
Lavender  i  v. 

Wharton,  Edith  (Am.). 
The  House  of  Alirth  2  v.  —  The  Mother's 
R'  ccmpense  i  v. 

"Whim,  a."    i  v. 

Whitby,  Beatrice. 
The  Awakening  of  Mary  Fenwick  2  v. — 
In  the  Suntime  of  her  Youfh  2  v. 

White;  Percy. 
Mr.  Bailey-Martin  iv.— The  West  End  2v. 
— The  New  Christians  i  v. —  Park  Lane  2  v. 

—  The  Triumph  of  Mrs.  St.  George  2  v. — 
A  Millionaire's  Daughter  i  v.  —  A  Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim  i  v.  —  The  System  2  v.  -- 
The  Patient  Man  i  v.  —  Mr.  John  Strood 
IV. — The  Eight  Guests 2  V. —  Mr.  Strudge 
IV.  —  Love  and  the  Poor  Suitor  i  v.  — 
The  House  of  Intrigue  i  v.  —  Love  and  the 
Wise  Men  i  v.  —  An  Averted  Marriage  i  v. 

—  The  Lost  Halo  i  v. 

White,  Walter. 

Holida3rs  in  T3rrol  i  ▼. 

Whiteing.  Richard. 
The  Islana  ;  or,  An  Adventure  of  a  Per- 
son of  Quality  i  v.  —  The  Life  of  Paris  i  v. 
The  Yellow  Van  i  v.  —  Ring  in  the  New 
IV.  —  All  Moonshine  i  v.  —  Little  People 

X  V. 

Whitman,  Sidney. 
Imperial  Germany  i  v. —  The  Realm  of  the 
Habsburgs  i  v.  —  Teuton  Studies  i  v.  — 
Reminiscences  of  the  King  of  Roumania 
I V.  —  Conversations  with  Prince  Bismarck 
IV.  —  Life  of  the  Emperor  Frederick  2  v. 

—  German  Memories  i  v. 

"  Who  Breaks— Pays,"  Author  of :  vide 

Mrs.  Jenliln. 
Whyte  Melville,  George  J.:  vide  Melville. 

Wiggin,  Kate  Douglas  (Am.). 
Timothy's  Quest  i  v.— r  A  Cathedral  Court- 
ship, and  Penelope's  English  Experiences 
XV.  —  Penelope's  Irish  Experiences  i  v.  — 
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Rebecca  of  Sunnybrook  Farm  z  v.  — Rose 
o'  the  River  iv.  —  New  Chronicles  of  Re- 
becca IV.  —  The  Old  Peabody  Pew,  and 
Susanna  and  Sue  x  v.  —  Mother  Carey  i  v. 

Wiggin,  K.  D.,  ■.  4  J.Findlater,  4  Allan 
McAulay. 
The  Affair  at  the  Inn  x  ▼.  —  Robinetta  i  v. 

Wilde,  Oscar,  1 1900. 
The  Picture  of  Dorian  Gray  i  v.  —  De  Pro- 
fundis  and  The  Ballad  of  Reading  Gaol 
IV.  —  A  House  of  Pomegranates  i  v.  — 
Lord  Arthur  Savile's  Crime,  and  Other 
Prose  Pieces  x  v. — Lady  Windermere's  Fan 
IV.  —  An  Ideal  Husband  i  v. —  Salome  i  v. 

—  The  Happy  Prince,  and  Other  Tales  i  v. 

—  A  Woman  of  No  Importance  x  ▼. — The 
Importance  of  Being  Earnest  i  v.  —  Poems 

I  V. 

WMklns,  Mai7  L  (Am.). 
Pembroke  i  v.  —  Madelon  x  v,  —  Jerome 
2  V.  —  Silence,  and  other  Stories  i  v. 

Williamson,  C.  N.  4  A.  M. 
The  Lightning  Conductor  i  v. — Lady  Betty 
across  die  Water  i  v.— The  Motor  Maid  i  v. 

—  Lord  Loveland  discovers  .America  z  v. 

—  The  Golden  Silence  2  v.  —  The  Guests- 
of  Hercules  2  v.  — The  Heather  Moon  2  v. 

—  Set  in  Silver  2  v.  — The  Love  Pirate  2  v. 

—  It  Happened  in  Egypt  2  v.  — The  Wed- 
ding Day  IV.  —  The  Lion's  Mouse  x  v.  — 
The  Lady  from  the  Air  x  v. 

Wills,  C.  J.:  vf^&F.CPIiiilps. 

Wodeliouse,  P.  6.    . 
Ukridge  i  v.  —  Bill  the  Conqueror  1  v.  — 
Carry  on,  Jeeves  I  x  v.  —  Sam  the  Sudden 

X  V. 

Wood,  C:  vide  <*  Buried  Alone." 

Wood,H.F. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard  x  v. 

Wood.  Mrs.  Henry  (Johnny  Ludlow), 
t  1887. 

East  Lynne  3  V.  —  The  Channings  2  v.  — 
Mrs.  Halliburton's  Troubles  2  v.  — 
Vemer's  Pride  3  v. —  The  Shadow  of  Ash- 
lydyat  3  V.  —  Trevlyn  Hold  2  v.  —  Oswald 
Cray  2  v.  —  Mildred  Arkell  2  v.  —  St. 
Martin's  Eve  2  v.  —  Lady  Adelaide's  Oath 
2  V.  —  A  Life's  Secret  I  v.  —  Roland  Yorke 
2  V.  —  George  Canterbury's  Will  2  v.  — 
Bessy  Rane  2  v.  —  Dene  Hollow  ?  v.  — 
The  Foggy  Night  at  OfFordjMartyn  Ware's 
Temptation;  The  Night -Walk  over  the 
Mill  Stream  i  v.  — Johnny  Ludlow  2  v.  — 
Told  in  the  Twilight  2  v.  —  Adam  G  rainger 
X  V.  —  Edina  2  v.  —  Pomeroy  Abbey  2  v. 

—  Court  Netherlei^h  2  v.  —  (The  following 
by  Johnny  Ludlow) :  Lost  in  the  Post,  and 
Other  Tales  i  v — ATale  of  Sin,  and  Other 


Tales  IV.  —  Anne,  and  Other  Tales  x  v.  — 
The  Mystery  of  Jessy  Page,  etc.  x  v.  — 
Helen  Whitney's  Wedding,  etc.  i  v. — The 
Story  of  Dorothy  Grape,  etc.  i  v.  {Vide 
p.  29,) 

WoodrofTe,  Daniel. 
TangledTrinities  x  v.— The  Beauty-Shop  xv. 

Woods,  Margaret  L 
A   Village  Tragedy  i  v.  - —  The  Vaga- 
bonds. IV.  —  Sons  of  the  Sword  2  v.  —  The 
Invader  i  v. 

Wordsworth,  William,  t  1850. 
Select  Poetical  Works  2  v. 

Wraxall,  Lasoelles,  1 1665. 
Wild  Oats  I  V. 

Yates,  Edmund,  1 1894. 
Land  at  Last  2  v.  —  The  Forlorn  Hope  2  v. 

—  Black  Sheep  2  v.  —  The  Rock  Ahead 
2  V.  —  Wreck»din  Port  2  v.  —  Dr.  Wain- 
wright's  Patient  2  v.  —  Nobody's  Fortune 
2  V.  —  A  Waiting  Race  2  v.  —  The  yellow 
Flag  2  V.  —  The  Impending  Sword  2  v.  — 
Two,  1^  Tricks  x  v.  —  A  Silent  Witnesi 
2  V.  —  Recollections  and  Experiences  2  v. 

Yeatt:  vide  Levett- Yeats. 

Yeats,  W.  B. 

A  Selection  from  the  Poetry  of,  x  t. 

Yonge,  Charlotte  ■.,  1 1901. 
The  Heir  of  Redclyffe  ST.  —  Heartsease 
2  V.  —  The  Daisy  Chain  a  ▼.  —  Dynevor 
Terrace  2  v.  —  Hopes  and  Fears  2  v.  — 
The  Young  Step-Mother  t  v.  —  The  Trial 
2  V.  —  The  Clever  Woman  of  tlie  Family 
2  V.  —The  Dove  in  the  Eagle's  Nest  2  v. 

—  The  Danvers  Papers ;  Th^  Prince  and 
the  Page  x  v.  —  The  Chaplet  of  Peaxis 
2  V.  —  "Die  two  Gniardians  x  v.  —  TheCaged 
Lion  2  ▼.  —  The  Pillars  of  the  House  5  v. 

—  Lady  Hester  i  v.  — My  Youn^  Alcides 
2  V.  —  Womankind  2  v.  —  Love  and  Life 
IV.  —  Unknown  to  History  2  t.  —  Stray 
Pearls  (with  Portrait)  2  v. —The  Armourer's 
Prentices  2  t.  —  Nuttie's  Father  a  v.  — 
Beechcroft  at  Rockstone  2  ▼.  —  A  Re- 
puted Changeling  2  v.  —  Two  Pent  "  s 
Princesses  i  v.  —  That  Stick  x  ▼.  —  C  r 
Grisell  i  v.  —  The  long  Vacation  a 
Modern  Broods  i  v.    ( Vide  p.  29.) 


"Young  Mistiey,"  Author  of:  vide 
Seton  Merriman, 

ZangwIII,  I. 
Dreamers  of  the  Ghetto  2  t.  — 
Comedies  2  v.  —  Ghetto  Tragedi* 

"  Z.  L" 
The  World  and  a  Man  a  ▼. 


f 


Series  for  the  Young.  '^ 

JO   Volumes,     Published  with  Continental  Copyright  cls  the  Collection 
of  English  and  American  Authors,      Vide  page  2. 

Barker,   Lady    (Lady  Broome) :     Stories 

About: —  I  V. 
Charlesworth,  Maria  Louisa,  1 1880:  Min- 


istering^ Children  i  v. 
Craik,  Mrs.  (Miss  Mulock),  1 1887:   Our 

Year  i  v.  —  Three  Tales  for  Boys  i  v. 

—  ITiree  Tales  for  Girls  i  v. 
Craik,  Georglana  ■.:  Cousin  Trix,  and  her 

Welcome  Tales  i  v. 
Edgeworth,  Maria,  t  1849:  Moral  Tales 

IV.  —  Fopular  Tales  2  ▼. 
Kavanaflh^  Bridget  4  Julia:   The  Pearl 

Fountain,  and  other  Fairy-Tales  i  v. 
Lamb,  Cliarles  4  Mai7,  1 1834  and  1847 : 

Tales  from  Shakspeare  x  v. 
■arryat.  Captain,   t  1848:    Masterman 

Ready  1  v. 
■arthall,  Mrs.  Emma,   t  1899 :   Rex  and 

Regina  i  ▼. 


Montgomery,  Florence:  The  Town-Crier; 

to  which  is  added:  The  Children  with 

the  Indian-Rubber  Ball  i  v. 
"  Ruth  and  tier  Friends,"  Author  of :  Ruth 

and  her  Friends.   A  Story  for  Girls  x  v. 
Wood,  Mrs.  Henry,  1 1B87 :  William  Allair 

X  V. 

Yonge,  Cliarlotte  ■.,  1 1901 :  Kenneth ;  or, 
the  Rear- Guard  of  the  Grand  Army  i  v. 

—  The  Little  Duke.  Ben  Sylvester's 
Word  IV.  —  The  Stokesley  Secret  v  x. 

—  Countess  Kate  x  v.  —  A  Book  of  Gol- 
den Deeds  2  v. —  Friarswood  Post-Office 
XV.  —  Henrietta's  Wish  iV.  —  Kings  ot 
England  i  v.  —  The  Lances  of  Lyn- 
wood ;  the  Pigeon  Pie  i  v. —  P'sand  Q's 
IV.  —  Aunt  Charlotte's  Stories  of  Eng- 
lish History  x  v.  —  Bye- Words  x  v.  — 
Lads  and  Lasses  of  Langley,  etc.  z  v. 


Collection  of  German  Authors. 

5/  Volumes,     Translations  from-  the  German^  published  with  universal 
copyright.      These  volumes  nuiy  be  imported  into  any  country. 

Vulture 
—  l-he 


Auerbaoh,  .Berthold,   t    1882:     On    the 
Heights  3  V.  —  Brigitta  x  v.  —  Spinoza 


2  V. 


Ebers,  Qeorg,  ti898:  An  Egyptian  Prin- 
cess 2  V.  —  Uarda  s  v.  —  Homo  Sum 
2  V.  —  The  Sisters  a  v.  —  Joshua  2  v.  — 
Per  Aspera  2  v. 

Fouqud,  De  la  Motte,  1 2843 :  Undine,  Sin- 
tram,  etc.  I  V. 

Frelllgratli,  Ferdinand,  t  Z876:  Poems  x  v. 

Q6rlacll,  Wllhetm :  Pnnce  Bismarck  (with 
Portrait)  xv. 

Qoethe,  W.  v.,  1 1832 :  Faust  x  v.  —  Wil- 
helm  Meister's  Apprenticeship  s  v. 

Qutzkow,  Karl,  1 1878 :  Through  Night  to 
Light  I  V. 

Hacklinder.  F.  W.,  t  1877 .  Behind  the 
Counter  [Handel  und  Wandel]  x  v. 

Haufr,  Wilhelm,  t  1827 :  Three  Tales  i  v. 

Heyse,  Paul :  L'Arrabiata,  etc.  i  v.  —  The 
''^     d  Lake,  etc.  i  v.  —  Barbarossa,  etc. 


I  V, 


Hillern,   Wllhelmine  von:     The 

Maiden  [die  Geier-Wally] 

Hour  will  come  2  v. 
Kohn,  Salomon :  Gabriel  t  v. 
Lessing,  Q.  E.,  t  1781 :  Nathan  the  Wise, 

and  Emilia  Galotti  x  v. 
Lewald,  Fanny,  1 1889:  Stella  2  v. 
Marlitt,  E..  t  X887 :   The  Princess  of  the 

Moor  [aas  Haideprinzesschen]  2  v. 
Mathuslus,    Maria,    t   1857:    Joachim  t. 

Kamern,  and  Diary  o!  a  Poor  Young 

Lady  i  v. 
Renter.  Frta.  1 1874 :  In  the  Year  '13  i  v. 

—  An  ola  Story  of  my  Farming  Days 

[Ut  mine  Stromtid]  3  v. 
RIchter,  J.  P.  Friedrich  (Jean  Paul],  1 1825 : 

Flower,  Fruit  and  Thorn  Pieces  2  v. 
SchefTel,  Victor  von,    t  x886:    Ekkehard 

2  v. 
Taylor,  George :  Klytia  2  t. 
Zschokke,  Heinrich,  t  1848 :  The  Princess 

of  Brunswick- Wolfenbiittel,  etc.  x  v. 


S 


Vt 


dents'  Series  for  School,  College,  and  Home. 

^aben  mit  deutschen  Anmerkungen  und  Spezial-Wfirterbiicheni. 

In  steifem  Umschlag. 

^d  41  (Tk»  Secret  Garden  by  F,  H.  Burnett)  an  ersckeint  die  Students' 
Seriee  in$  handlichen  Formate  der  Taucknii*  Edition, 

41  6&nde;  Kataloge  stehen  zur  Verfiigung. 


30     BiBLiOTECA  ROJO  Y  AZUL 

Each  volume  in  boards  with  coloured  jacket  Ji  i,6o 
Tomo  1°:  GuBtaf  af  Oeijerstam,  Tragedia  de  un  Matrimonio. 
2°:  Teodoro  Fontane,  Errores  y  Extra vios. 
3®;  Teodoro  Storm,  El  Fantasma  del  Dique. 
4®:  Enist  von  Wiltlenbracli,  Lagrimas  de  Nifio,  etc. 
5°:  Teodoro  Storm,  In^s;  La  Granja  de  Immensee,  etc. 
6°:  Rodolfo  Herzog,  Fuente  de  Juventud;  Las  Hijas  dd 

Doctor  Fruehling;  Un  Regalo  de  Nochebuena. 
7**:  E.  T.  A.  Hoffmann,  Aventuras  de  la  Noche  de  San  Sil- 

vestie;  El  Magnetizador;  El  Arenero. 
8®:  Franz  Qrillparzer,  El  Monasterio  de  Sendomu-,  etc 
9®:  H.  V.  Kleist,  Los  Esponsales  de  San  Domingo,  etc. 
-    10°:  Flavio  Herrera,  Cenizas. 

Further  new  volumes  of  this  Spanish  collection  will  be  published  at  regular  intervals. 

Englische   Bibliothek 

herausgegeben  von  Dr.  Max  F5rster 

Geh.  Hofrat  und  o.  o.  Professor  an  der  Universitat  Munchen 

1.  Band.  Englisch-deutsches  Shakespeare -WorterbuclL  Von  Dr. 

Leon  KELLNER,  ehemals  Professor  a.d.  Universitat  Czemowiti.  VIII,  358  S. 

gr.  Lex.-8°.    1922.    Gebunden  Ji  8. — 

2.  Band.  FrotestantismoB  nnd  Literatnr.   Neue  Wege  zor  engL 
Literatur  des  1 8.  Jahrhunderts.    Von  Dr.  Herbert  Schsffler, 

Professor  a.  d.  Univ.  Bern.   VIII,  24O  S.  gr.  8®.    1 922.     GeheftCt  Ji  4.— 

3.  Band.  Shakespeare  der  Mensch.  Von  Helene  RicHTER.  191 S. 
gr.  8°.    1923.    Geheftet  Ji  3.50 

4.  Band.  Restoring  Shakespeare.  Von  Dr.  Leon  Kellner,  ehe- 

maN  Professor  an  der  Universitat  Czernowitz.     XVI,   2l6  S«   ^,  8**.       1 9^5. 

Geheftet  M  6. — .    Gebunden  in  Leinen  Ji^  8  50 

Beitrage  zur  englischen  Philoiogie 

herausgegeben  von  Dr.  Max  F5rster 

Geh.  Hofrat  und  o.  6.  Professor  an  der  UniversttSt  Miinchen 

1.  Heft.  Studien  zu  Shelleys  Lyrik  von  Dr.  Herbert  Huscher. 
1919.    Geheftet^  I. — 

2.  Heft.  Thackeray  als  historischer  Romanschriftsteller  >n 
Dr.  GuDRUN  VOGEL.    1920.    Geheftet  M  \. — 

3.  Heft.  Die  Hamletfrage.  Ein  Beitrag  zur  Ges^hichte  der  ^ 
naissance  in  England  von  Dr.  JoSEF  WlHAN,  Privatdozent  in  t 
1 92 1.    Geheftet  J(,  2. — 

4.  Heft.  Gotik  und  Ruine  in  der  englischen  Dichtnng  des  2  t- 
zehnten  Jahrhunderts  von  Dr.  Reinhard  Haferkorn.  \. 
Geheftet  .^3. — 


Shakespeare's  Plays  31 

Each  number  sold  separately  at  the  price  of  M  — .50 

1.  Measure  for  Measure.  —  2.  The  Comedy  of  Errors.  —  3.  Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

—  4.  Love's  Labour's  lost,  —  5.  Midsummer-night's  Dream.  —  6.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

—  7.  As  you  like  it.  —  8.  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  —  9.  All's  well  that  ends  well.  — 
xo.  Twelfth-night:  or,  What  you  will.  —  11.  The  Winter's  Tale.  —  i^.  King  John.  — 
X3.  The  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard  II.  —  14.  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  — 
15.  Second  Part  df  King  Henry  IV.  —  16.  King  Henry  V.  —  17.  First  Part  of  King 
Henry  VI.  — 18.  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  VI.  — 19.  Third  Part  of  King  Henry  VI. 

—  20.  King  Richard  III. —  21.  King  Henry  VIII. —  22.  Troilusand Cressida. —  23.  Titus 
Androntcus.  —  24.  Conolanus.  —  25.  Romeo  and  Juliet.  —  26.  Timon  of  Athens.  — 
27.  Julius  Caesar.  —  28.  Macbeth. :—  29.  Hamlet.  —  30.  King  Lear.  —  31.  Othello.  — 
32.  Antony  and  Qeopatra.  —  33.  Cjrmbeline. —  34.  Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. —  35.  The 
Tempest.  —  36.  The  two  Gentlemen  of  Verona.  —  37.  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor. 

Separate  editions  af  "Sonnets"  (fM  -.60)  and  "Poems"  (includ.  Sonnets)  {Ji  1.-) 
Kellner,  Dn  Leon,  Die  englische  Literatur  der  neuesten  Zeit 

Von  Dickens  bis  Shaw.    Zweite«  wesentlich  verllnderte  Auflage  der 

^Engliscben  Literatur  im  Zeitalter  der  Kdnigin  Viktoria".    gr.  8^. 

1 92 1.    Gebunden  in  Leinen  M  9. — 

Die  Zeit:  M^as  Wesentliche  an  diesem  Buch  ist  sein  gleichraaBig  belles  Licht, 
die  gleichmafiige  Intensitat  semer  geistigen  Warrae,  sein  muheloses  Grjindlichsein, 
and  sein  freier  Vortrag.  £s  ist  das  Buch  eines  Schriftstellers,  der  —  auBerdem  noch  — 
Professor  ist.  Ein  Buch,  das  uns  bereichert,  phne  uns  zu  plagen.  Ein  Buch,  das  uns 
freundscbaftlich  anredet,  ohne  uns  seine  Bedeutung  fiihlen  cu  lassen.  ...  £s  ist  em 
reiches  Buch.  '  Felix  Salten. 

Sch  ticking,  Levin  L.,Die  Charakterproblemebei  Shakespeare. 

gr.  8°.    1 91 7.    Grebunden  in  Halbleinen  Ji  6. — 

Der  Verfasser  behandelt  die  Erklarungen  der  Shakespeareschen  Gestalten,  z.  B. 
CSsar,  Macbeth,  Lear,  Hamlet,  von  ganz  neuen  Gesichtspunkten  aus,  und  legt 
den  Nachdruck  auf  die  besonderen  literarhistorischen  Voraussetzimgen  der  Ent- 
stehungszeit  der  Shakespeareschen  Dramen. 

Kaluza*    Max,    Chaucer- Handbuch    fttr    Studierende. 

AusgewUhlte  Texte  mit  Einleitungen,  einem  Abrifi  von  Chancers 
Versbau  und  Sprache  und  einem  Wdrterverzeichnis.  248  S.  gr.  8^. 
19 1 9.    Gebunden  Ji  3. — 

Fifty  Drawings  by  Old  Masters  in  Private  Collections. 

Edited  by  Professor  Felix  Becker.    In  Half-Parchment  port-folio 

Die  deutsche  Ausgabe  ist  vergriffen.  J^  1 20. — 

Handzeichnungen  hollUndischer  Meister  aus  der  Samm- 
lung  Dr. C  Hofstede  de  Groot  im  Haag.  Neue  Foige. 

Vierzig  ausgew&hlte  Zeichnungen  Rembrandts,  seines  Kreises  und 
seiner  Zeit.  In  Farbenh'chtdruck  in  OriginalgroBe  herausgegeben  von 
Prof.  Dr.  Felix  Becker.    In  Halbpergament-Mappe   .     JH^  120. — 

1  iseum  Teyler,  Haarlem.  Vierzig  Handzeichnungen  alter 
Meister  der  hollSndischen  und  flamischen  Schule  aus  der  Samm- 
lung  des  Museums.  Herausgegeben  von  Hendrik  Buism^n,  Kon- 
lervator  der  Kunstsammlungen  des  Museums.   550  EjLpl.  Imp.-Folio 

in  Granzleinen-Mappe     .     ^  120. — 


3^  Tauchnitz  Dictionaries. 

For   sale  and'  for  use  in  all  countries,  * 

Crown  8vo. 

English-Qerman  and  German>£nglish.  (Jambs.)  Foriy^eighth  Edition^ 
entirely  rewritten  and  greatly  enlarged.  Bound  in  cloth  ^  7. — 

English-French  and  French-English.  (James  &MoL±.)  Twenty-thtrd^ 
entirely  new  and  modern  Edition,    Bound  in  half-cloth  «4f  8. — 

English-Italian  and  lulian-English.  (James  &  Grassi.)  Sixteen^ 
Edition^  entirely  rewritten  a  id  greatly  enlarged  by  Albert  de  Beamx, 
Bound  in  cloth  J6  6.^-    , 

Tolhausen,  Technological  Dictionary  in  three  Languag^es.    Complete 

in  three  parts.  Sik  Edition.  Each  part  with  a  new  large  Sopplement  indud- 
ing  all  modem  terms  and  expressions  in  Electricity,  Telegraphy  and  Telephony. 
Bound  in  half-doth.  i 

Vol.    I.  Fran^ais- Allemand- Anglaisi;  j 

Vol.  II.  English-German-French.  | 
Vol.III.  Deutsch  •Engliscb-FransOsitek. 

Each  volume  is  sold  separately.   Each  part  Jt  xo. —  j 

Pocket  DictionarieB  (same  size  as  Tauclmiti  EditionX 

Bound  in  cloth. 

These  Dictionaries  are  constantly  revised  and  kepi  carefully  n^  to  date. 
English-German  and  German-English.  Thirty-ninth  Edition. 
Franz6sisch-Deutsch  u.  Deutsch-Franzds.   Zwanzigste  Aufl. 
Italienisch-Deutsch  und  Deutsch-Italienisch.  ZwUlfteAufiage. 
English-French  and  French-English.    Forty-first  Edition. 
English-Italian  and  Italian-English.    Twenty-ninth  Edition. 
English-Spanish  and  Spanish- English.  Thirty-sixth  Edition. 
Latin-English  and  English-Latin.    Twentieth  Edition, 
Espagnol-Fran9ais  et  Fran9ais-Espagnol.  Neuvieme  MdUion, 
Spanisch-Deutsch  und  Deutsch-Spanisch.   Erschienen  ig22.  ' 
Deutsch-Russisch  u.  Russisch-Deutsch.  (Koieanskt.)  Ackte 
Auflage. 

Imperial  4^ 

lulienisch-Deutsch  und  Deutsch-Italienisch.  (Rioumn  St  Buux.) 
2  Bande.  Bd.  I:  7.  Auflage,  Bd.  II:  7.  Auflage,  In  Leinen  geb. 
je  M  12.50 

Spanisch-Deutsch  und  Deutsch-Spanisch.  (Tolbausen.)  2  Biode 
Bd.  I:  H,  Auflage,   Bd.  II:  8,  Auflage,    In  Leinen  geb.  yt  J$  i     0 

Etymologisches  W6rterbuch  der  englischen  Sprache  von  F.  H<  v 
hausen,  Pro£  d.  engl.  Philologie  a.  d.  Univ.  Kid.  In  Ldnen  k 
^3.50 


^4  — 
each 


^4.50 
eadi 


miMTBO  »y  BJDUIHAaD  TAVCU.^in, 


